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The Old Roots of Love 

By Bernice Lesbia Kenyan 



pROM the old roots of love 
* Hidden in mold away, 
Again there pushes forth 
A tall and budded spray; 

Soon to come to bloom 
In flowers long denied, 

Soon to shine by the road 
With petals opened wide. 

Soon to sway and shine 
For every passing bee . . ^ 

Quickly break the stalk, 
Lest anyone should see ! 

Tramp the green thing down 
Before it comes to flower ! 

Tread it deep in the grass ! 
It shall not have its hour ! 

From the old roots of love, 
Hidden in mold away, 

Again there pushes forth 

A tall and budded spray . . 
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Wall Street 

By Hill Street 



The Street, between Broad and Pearl 

Faces. Streams of faces lighted by 
the cold sun that pours into the canon 
from above East River. Faces of 
young girls, painted, Jewish, hideous. 
Faces of boys, sleepy, adolescent, mys- 
tified, as if awakened too early from 
deep dreams. Fresh, smiling, bronzed 
faces. Thin, blue-lipped faces with 
cigarettes. Middle-aged and sagging 
faces. Clean and dirty faces. Broken 
faces that are now brazen. Confident 
and unbroken faces. Leering faces 
with swinish jowls. Eager faces of 
untouched youth. Young faces eager 
with youth's mockery. Faces furrowed 
with the mockery of age. Midas faces. 
Faces of pink-cheeked gallants beneath 
fawn-colored bowlers. 

Radiant faces of widowed mothers 
earning bread for children. Faces of 
law clerks and lawyers. Heavy, deb- 
onair, light, dark, round, square, 
smoodi, rough faces. Faces of fat 



Jews in closed motors. Faces of in- 
solent chauffeurs. Rat-like faces of 
news vendors. Dark, Spanish faces. 
English, Scottish, Irish, German, 
Slavic, Italian faces. Every manner 
of Jewish face. 

A torrent of faces flowing, as only 
an unnatural stream may, in all direc- 
tions at once. A torrent of faces main- 
taining, as only an unnatural stream 
may, many different levels. Thin, sal- 
low faces bobbing along above round, 
ruddy faces. Small, grimy faces 
scurrying at the bottom of the torrent. 
A torrent in which each particle, as 
may be true only of an unnatural 
stream, keeps its identity. Faces ; faces ; 
faces. Stamped on each its own prob- 
lems of love, hate, sex, money, race, 
creed, existence. 

Seeing all this torrent of faces, great, 
gaunt, black, medieval Trinity stands 
an eternal spectator in a little space 
that has been cleared for its feet. The 
pale sun has struck through the mists 
to light a dim fire on the gilt hands of 
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Trinity's clock. Chimes, ringing down 
the years from an age ascetic, clois- 
tered, pour a mellowed, molten music 
over the torrent of faces. A benedic- 
tion. . . . Jesus among the money 
changers. 

II 

Near Broad Street 

A man with a dark, unsmiling face 
is moving from window to window in 
a large, high-ceiled apartment. As he 
pulls a heavy, blue rc^ the drapes at 
the window part silently in the centre 
and swing smoothly to tiie sides, where 
they hang in heavy, stately f cdds. The 
man moves about his task with a cer- 
tain air — ritualistic, inconceivably quiet, 
calm. He wears a shiny, blade coat, 
which accentuates oddly his slight 
stoop, his perfectly conceived sdf- 
cflFacement, and the fact that he is 
slightly bald. 

The morning sun filters mistily into 
the great office as the windows are 
bared. The man leaves the last win- 
dow and steps noiselessly across the 
deep, blue carpet to ihc great Adam 
table in its centre, where he picks up 
a dull, silver carafe and shakes it. 
Satisfied that it is empty^ he removes 
the stopper and glides away to a door 
next to the cavernous, hooded fireplace 
at the end of die room. The door 
doses behind him. . . . There is 
no sottnd in the room for several min- 
utes. The light seems to change 
sHghtly, ever so s%htly, as it streams 
in from the four majestic windows, 
now coki and dim, imd now a bit 
warmer, as the morning mists waver 
thick and thin over the dty. 

The man returns, silently replacing 
the carafe on the taUe, moving it a 
shade farther from the telephone and 
reinserting the stopper. He goes back 
to the door by which he has just en- 
tered, and, opening it, reaches into a 
Kttfe hall, where he pushes one, then 
another and another and another but- 
ton of a switch concealed there. An 
old painting of a sea-worn frigate 
looms into view above ibt fireplace at 



the first touch. Next, two portraits on 
the soft, blue walls c^posite the four, 
diamond-paned windows are lighted 
mdlowly, and on the narrow waJl at 
the end of the room, away from the 
fireplace, there comes into view the 
familiar, easy grace of Gainsborough's 
Blue Boy. 

A door on the other side of the fire- 
place opens silently, framing a large, 
white-faced, sleek, young man. The 
first occupant of the room goes to him 
immediately and the two hold brief 
consultation over the large man's 
watch. In a few seconds they take up 
positions near the great, panelled, 
black door between the two softly 
lighted portraits. In a few seconds 
more that door opens slightly. The 
dear music of the old clock striking 
the hours comes into the deep silence 
of the room, and low, sinister, like the 
murmur from many throats, an imder- 
tone — ^the voice of the city — steals in. 

A man steps into the room. The 
door closes. His servant and secretary 
bow deeply. . . The diflFused 

reflections of the amber windows 
brighten and darken on the deep blue 
of the rug. 

Ill 

Near Peart Street 

Two flights up, down a filthy hall, 
third door to the right arotmd the cor- 
ner. Marx's. A cubicle twelve feet 
1^ ten lined with coats in all stages of 
construction. Coats sans sleeves with 
great, white stitches running through 
tfiem; coats with slippery, hair-clcrth 
lapek pinned to their fronts; finished 
coats; coats on chairs; coats on the 
floor. Suspended from the centre of 
the ceiling a great, singing, glaring gas 
jet. On a soiled pressing board a 
glowing gas iron. In the exact centre 
of the room, Marx, in gray woolen 
underwear and trousers, perspiration 
standing in beads on his old forehead 
and running down his face into his 
gray beard. Marx. 

If you have ripped your coat be will 
fix it for a dime. 
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Birds of Passage 

[A Complete Novelette] 
By Richmond Brooks Barrett 



CHAPTER I 

MONSIEUR MIRBEAU and his 
fat wife always felt, at horse 
show time, that their quaint ram- 
shackle Inn was the most cosmopolitan 
and fashionable of hostel ries. Each 
season the rates at the Mirbeau House 
were lowered and the guests grew cor- 
respondingly shoddier ; throughout July 
and August, Henri and his Adelaide 
would survey their respectable band of 
l^ovemesses and tutors with condescend- 
ing snobbery. What did it matter, 
after all? September and the horse 
show would be coming; then the rates 
would soar once more, then the Inn 
would recapture its pristine glory. 

For years and years the professional 
riders had made the Mirbeau House 
their headquarters at Newport; like a 
flock of migratory birds, they settled 
noisily to roost on the eve of Labor 
Day and converted the quiet place into a 

Srf ect rookery of din and chatter. The 
irbeaus were naively flattered. Henri 
ransacked the wine-room, pattering up 
the rickety cellar-stairs with his arms 
full of bottles. Adelaide waddled about 
the kitchen, her vast bosom heaving 
with excitement, and made of the cook- 
ing an extravagant orgy. Fresh eggs 
by the dozen, quarts of the heaviest 
cream, mushrooms and truffles! What 
did Adelaide care ? These people knew 
what they wanted ; they put Madame on 
her mettle. 

Now the Mirbeaus were sly French 
peasants and they weren't above cheat- 
ing their more humdrum guests; but, 
with the arrival of the professional 



riders, they forgot their shrewdness and 
became the genial hosts. Their adored 
birds of passage had been known to 
leave a scattering of bad checks behind 
them. The Mirbeaus didn't consider 
this irr^^larity a breach of faith. No 
indeed! They were willing to forget 
such offenses; for did not these few 
triumphant days, these days of pomp 
and show, project a warmth over the 
whole of the dreary, solitary winter? 
As Henri and Adelaide sat in the 
kitchen while a blizzard raged outside, 
their talk was always of September and 
the horse show. 

It was a Sunday evening. The pro- 
fessional gang was foregathered at 
dinner. Eight o'clock and the function 
had just begun! 

The very lateness of the hour tickled 
the Mirbeaus and gave them the sense 
of being a part of the moneyed world. 
Henri, beside the buffet, rubbed his lean 
hands together and eyed his waitresses 
with a darting keenness. 

Ah — it was a pretty sight ! The room 
was crowded. Weston, the well-known 
dealer, was already bickering loudly 
with his two sons over at the comer 
table and, leaning back in his chair, 
was relaying the quarrel to a sprightly 
woman nearby and soliciting her aid as 
referee. Lucille Edgar's shrill voice 
could be heard, penetratingly distinct; 
she was discussing nice points in horse- 
breeding that would have caused Henri 
a delighted blush, had he understood 
English better. 

The conversation was loud and 
general ; a topic spread in no time from 
group to group. The tables tonight 
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were not by any means an archipelago 
of stiff, exclusive little islands dotted 
about in the long room. The guests at 
this particular dinner resen:u)led an 
over-grown family. The gay chatter 
floated out of the open windows ; Henri 
hoped some of the noise would seep into 
the neighbors' houses. 

Clouds of smoke drifted about the 
dining-room like gray cobwebs. Henri 
noticed with pride how many cigarettes 
had been laid down and forgotten, 
under the spell of Adelaide's hors 
d'owrvre. He sniffed contemptuously at 
the recollection of the finicky table- 
manners the governesses and other 
small fry of the summer had boasted. 

Tonight was so different; these 
people enjoyed their food ! They were 
engrossed in the taste of things, not in 
the handling of them. And they talked 
with their mouths full, too ;no nnmibling 
and whispering, as if they were afraid 
to call^ their souls their own. Of 
course it was a bit noisier than usual 
tonight. Henri, with his arms still 
aching from a fervent manipulation of 
the cocktail shaker, swelled with pride 
at the thought that his gin could have 
its effect even on such high-class people 
as these; and his eyes rested lovingly 
on the array of wine-glasses beside each 
plate. 

A gala night for Henri and his 
Adelaide! 

Suddenly Henri darted with all his 
Gallic agility to the door. A man and 
girl had just entered the room. They 
were both in riding-togs. The man, 
long and lank, had flune an arm care- 
lessly over the girl's shoulders. She 
stood in front of him and returned the 
vociferous greeting of the diners with a 
flash of her white teeth and a military 
salute. She looked like an erect, 
soldierly little boy. It seemed in- 
credible that, with her alert brightness, 
she should ever know fatigue or dis- 
couragement. Her companion, how- 
ever, with his graceful stoop, his gentle 
brown eyes and furrowed forehead, had 
an air of chronic, humorous weariness 
about him. They were a handsome 
pair; they might have been a bold, 



vivid jockey and a slightly discouraged, 
rather mystically befogged but sweet- 
tempered Russian student. 

Henri, at their side, was thinkine, "If 
only I could get a flashlight of my 
£ning-room now. What an advertise- 
ment! ' 

Half a dozen people had pushed back 
their chairs and were surrounding the 
newcomers. The gfirl, tuckinp^ her crop 
tmder her arm, was shakmg hands 
gaily; her voice had a bluff loudness 
and, when she laughed, she threw her 
slight shoulders back with a quaint, 
awkward jerk. The man was making 
bland jokes; his face, as he smiled, 
looked more than ever fagged. 

Mirbeau ducked his head in excited 
deference, cleared the way of waitresses 
with his sharp elbows and, murmuring, 
"Ah — we were afraid you were dining 
out," he scurried off to a table by the 
window and crouched like an aged and 
hy^erical monkey behind one of the 
chairs. 

The giri smiled cordially up at Mir- 
beau as she sat down. 

The tall man with her leaned over, 
patting the Frenchman on the back 
with easy amiability. Then he sank, 
with a loose-jointed flinging about of 
arms and legs, into his seat, settled his 
weight on the middle of his long spine 
and gave Mirbeau an affectionate 
smile. 

"We've been riding all afternoon. 
We're thirsty, Henri — thirsty as the 
devil." He laughed with just the 
boisterous note to convey to Henri an 
invitation to join in ; Henri did so with 
a will. "We are hungry, you know; 
but we're thirsty first." 

Henri, with the chuclde still in his 
throat, made for the cocktail shaker. 

"In one moment, Mr. Williams!" he 
cried. 

Mr. WilHams sighed, extended his 
legs to their full length, stretched as 
if there were a comfortable sort of sore- 
ness in his limbs, and indulged in a 
yawn with a slight suggestion of a shud- 
der m it. 

Then he smiled at the girl across 
from him. 
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"I am tired," he confessed. He 
pressed his lips together, while another 
yawn inflated his cheeks. 

"Poor dear!" she qrmpathizcd, lean- 
ing forward impulsively to pat one of 
the man's nervous hands. 

He shrugged his whole lank body. 

"Oh. Ill be all right when I've had 
a few drinks/' he vouchsafed. 

He fumbled about in his pockets, 
brought out the box of cigarettes and 
tossed one casually into her lap. Then 
he took one himself and lit it. He 
wasn't being consciously rude ; he hadn't 
the energy to help her — ^that was all. 

The gfirl held out her hand and he 
dr(»ped the matches into it. 

"When's he coming?" he asked, his 
head rolling from side to side on the 
back of his chair and his eyes fixed on 
the ceiling. He blew the smoke out of 
his lungs in one straight jet. 

She was sitting up rigidly in her chair. 
Epaulets would have gone well on her 
erect shoulders. 

"Nine o'clock," she returned. 

"Damned queer business, isn't it?" he 
murmured, shutting his eyes. 

The girl laughed. "I suppose it is — 
as far as he's concerned." 

Henri scuttled up at this moment 
with the cocktails. 

"Thank God!" Williams commented. 

The drinks galvanized him into a 
shambling activity again. 

He hitched his chair up to the table, 
propped his chin on the backs of his 
hands and smiled into the girl's eyes. 

"Tonight will fix things?" he asked. 

She nodded her head with decision. 

"It certainly ought to," she said. 

"WeU— here's good luck!" He 
poured out two glasses of wine from 
the bottle beside him. "Here's to a 
happy married life, Irene. You deserve 
it." 

"Thanks, George." 

Her bright blue eyes flashed at him ; 
they were big, lovely eyes, childishly 
tmrevealine. There was no inwardness 
in their li^t ; they told nothing of her- 
self, but they conveyed a naive ques- 
tioning. They took impressions but 
gave none. So now, though they 



dilated, th^ remained bafHindy inex- 
pressive. It was only by the quick 
drawing tc^^ether of her shoulders and 
the sudden audacious tilt of her small 
head that her mingled excitement and 
exultation became manifest 

"You're a lucky little devil, you 
know," Williams told her. 

She put down her wine-|;lass. 

"Indeed I am!" she rephed. 

"No more Maison Mirbeau! No 
more helping me to bed nights!" he 
intoned dramatically. "You'll never 
have to unlace Dillon's shoes at two in 
the morning, my dear." He chuckled, 
but there was a half-wistful droop to 
his mouth under the bristly mustache. 

They were silent for a moment. The 
girl let her gaze drift to the other 
tables. 

"I wonder how many of them sus- 
pect," she murmured. 

"I'd hate to say what most of them 
probably suspect," he returned. 

His words delighted her. 

"The Lord only knows what the gos- 
sip is," she admitted. 

She crossed her 1^, settled back in 
her chair with her cigarette and gave 
the other diners a brilliant, challenging 
smile. If she had thrown one of her 
riding-gauntlets into the midst of the 
company, her attitude of gay combative- 
ness couldn't have been more nicely 
pointed. Catching the eyes of one of 
the Weston boys, she saluted him 
roguishly. 

Williams, pouring his wine, had 
dropped into a reminiscent mood. "I 
say, Irene, will you ever forget our 
honeymoon?" His voice had a musing 
softness. "Of all the crazy picnics" 

But if his thoughts were on the past, 
hers were on the future. She wasn't 
listening to him. She had got the at- 
tention of the dining-room focused on 
herself. Both the Weston boys were 
makin|^ for her table. Lucille Edgar 
was signalling with a wine-glass and 
shouting some shrill pleasantry. Irene's 
teeth flashed merrily. It was a delicious 
sensation, having a trump-card up one's 
sleeve, dallying with it and postponing 
mysteriously the actual playing of it. 
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She btirst into a loud laugh from sheer 
exuberance of spirits. 

Williams sigh^. 

"Damned if I donH fed homesidc," 
he muttered. He got up wearfly from 
his chair to shake hands. "Hello, Tom ! 
Hello, Gregory !" he greeted the Weston 
boys. 

Their answering salutations had a 
touch of ironic superiority. Evidently 
they realized that Irene had already 
thrown him into the discard. That the 
act might in future be solemnized, with 
all legal dignity, in the courts, they 
couldn't be expected to foresee. 

Irene drew her shoulders together 
swiftly. The mistaken attitude of the 
Weston boys was the last touch neces- 
sary to prove her incredible good- 
fortune. 

CHAPTER n 

Irene and George Williams had been 
married for three years; they had 
known at the start that the union was 
a temporary arrangement, to be dis- 
solved at once if something better 
should come up. From the moment 
Thomas Dillon en|;aged them both to 
ride his horses, they had agreed to 
work together for the desired end. 
Dillon had made no secret of his in- 
fatuation. The whole horse-show world 
had soon become cognizant of the new 
complication and had set itself to watch 
developments. 

Dillon, with his millions and his 
famous stables at Lenox, had been for 
years the swayer of destinies. His im- 
portance had had the unfortunate ef- 
fect of causing others to value them- 
selves lightly, where he was concerned. 
To capture his random attention — that 
was the goal. For Irene herself, a brief 
basking in the lime-light would have 
been flattering enough. Somehow, with 
Dillon, it was taken for g^nted that the 
circle of radiance shifted from one to 
another with great speed, like the re- 
lentlessly traveling spot-light in a 
musical comedy. 

It was Williams, good-natured, easy- 
going Williams, who showed Irene her 



mistake. Tom DiHon, for all his 
po mp o us possessions, was a simple sort 
of fellow; he might be piloted to the 
secure haven of matrimony if only a 
woman didn't stop off with him at sotnt 
picturesque way-station. 

"Women have always been fools with 
Dillon," Williams had humorously 
mumbled. "They forget that even mil- 
lionaires do get married once in a 
while." 

Events had justified his shrewd view 
of the situation. Irene, had she been 
forced to play a part, would doubtless 
have failed; the queer aspect of the 
business was that, by being perfectly 
honest, she got her millionaire ensnared. 
She didn't pretend to be in love with 
him ; she treated him just as her nature 
prompted her. 

Irene was a strange little thing; 
though she had spent her whole lite 
among the promiscuities of horsemen 
and hadn't a glimmer of a moral sense, 
she retained a bright aloofness. She 
had no inclination for amorous encoim- 
ters. So far as mental equipment went, 
she was as frankly coarse as the other 
women of her crowd ; but her body had 
a cool insensitiveness that set her apart. 
Her appearance showed this passionless 
integrity. She seemed to be composed 
of some exquisite glazed china; it was 
hard to believe that her radiant flesh 
was nourished by so treacherous a fluid 
as blood. Just as her blue eyes showed 
no soul behind them, her skin appeared 
by no means a covering for mere 
human organs. 

Irene was quite incapable of falling 
in love with a man. For Dillon, this 
baffling quality in her had been her 
greatest charm. He dfdn't care a rap 
what stories were abroad about her. 
He knew only that she was basically 
as clean as her vivid, poreless surface; 
he realized that she was being quite 
honest with him. She didn't simulate 
this coolness and indifference any more 
than a bold little boy would have. He 
loved her — ^that was enough, granted 
her nature. She would have had no 
interest for Dillon, if she had tried 
to force her way into his affections; 
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Wilfiams had established tftings on just 
the right foundation when he had ad- 
vised. 

"Just be your funny little self, Irene. 
You don't care a damn about him or 
any other man; well — show him you 
don't- 

On the night before the Newport 
show, Irene and Williams had known 
they were on the eve of the brilliant 
conclusion of their adventure. Irene, 
too shallow for any deep emotion, could 
still be as excitedly gleeful as a child. 

When Dillon drove up to the Mir- 
beau House in his motor, she was sit- 
ting with her husband in a secluded 
part of the porch. Vines concealed 
them from the street. 

"Nine o'clock !" she cried and, jump- 
ing up, gave WilKams an ecstatic hug 
and kiss. "That must be Tom. Good- 
bye, dear!" 

Dillon was standing beside his auto- 
mobile. Irene hurried up to him with 
the slight swagger that was character- 
istic of her walk. 

"Hello, Tom!" she greeted him. Her 
hand-shake was firm and friendly. 
"Sorry I had no time to get out of 
my habit — ^been riding all afternoon. 
damis acted like the very devil, too." 

With Dillon, Irene shunned all topics 
that hadn't a direct bearing on his 
horses. 

"I love you in your habit, Irene," 
Dillon returned, his admiration beam- 
ing from his eyes. 

•'That's very nice of you." Irene 
smiled and cocked her head at him in 
appreciation of his gallantry. She 
showed not the slightest embarrassment 
under his warm gaze. 

"Youll need some kind of wrap," he 
told her solicitously. "It's chilly." 

"No, indeed !" she cried. "Fm never 
cold." 

She turned her trim back on him and 
sprang into her seat. Her gay inde- 
pendence could still astonish him; she 
had never flattered him into thinking 
she needed him. 

Dillon, however, continued to be 
solicitous. 

"Here, let me tuck you into this thing 



a bit," he remarked, taking a heavy 
rug out of the back of the motor. 

"Oh, very well!" Irene casually let 
him have his way. 

While he was wrapping her up in the 
robe, she straightened her cravat with 
business-like absorption. 

"Now then — isn't that snugger?" he 
asked, his face close to hers. 

"Thanks — that will do nicely," she 
replied. 

They were soon out of the town. On 
one side they had the sheen of the ocean, 
with great rocks standing out black 
against the spectral shimmer of the 
water; on the other side, still ponds 
caught the moon's rays and the reeds, 
in the path of light, resembled tihe 
swords of an invisible army. 

Irene drew into her nostrils the clear, 
pungent air, with the cold smell of salt 
and sea-weed in it. Kicking herself 
free of the robe, she suggested : 

"Let's go and sit on a rock and smoke, 
Tom." 

He stopped the motor obediently. 
Irene sprang out and led the way 
through tall grass and scrubby bushes 
of wild roses to a beach of white sand. 
She settled herself in a crevice of a big 
boulder and held out her hand for a 
cigarette. 

Two matches sputtered out in the 
gust; the third, sheltered in the man's 
hand, was dying down when Irene 
grasped his fingers firmly and succeeded 
in getting her cigarette connected with 
the last spasmodic flare of the flame. 

Their faces were close together again ; 
but Irene was intent on her puffing. 

"There — I've got it going!" she cried 
and filled her lungs with the fragrant 
smoke. 

"But / haven't any light," he com- 
plained. 

"Here — ^take mine," she returned and 
handed him her cigarette. "Light yours 
from that." 

For a time tfiey smoked in silence. 
Dillon, throwing an arm about her 
shoulders, drew her to him. 

"Why do you suppose I brought you 
out here tonight?" he asked suddenly. 
"Can you guess, Irene?" 
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It was characteristic of Irene, in her 
gay indiflFcrence, to trust hersdf alone 
with Dillon at queer hours and in lonely 
places. It was characteristic of her, 
too, in her honesty, that she should meet 
his question without evasion. 

"Yes — I can guess." She nodded her 
head decisively. "You're in love with 
me, Tom." 

He laughed and tightened the pres- 
sure of his arm. 

"Strange little devil!" he mused. 
"You're right; I'm in love with you. 
Now then — ^what about you?" 

"Me?" She put her head on one side, 
weighing the matter. "Well — ^you're 
very nice, Tom. I like you." She 
gave him her brilliant smile; she 
wouldn't commit herself further — ^that 
was obvious. 

"Of course you don't love me," he 
reflected aloud. "The point is, would 
you be willing to marry me anyhow?" 

She took one of his fingers and 
squeezed it; it was her ingenuous way 
of showing her gratitude. 

"You're nice, Tom," she repeated. 
"And you're so damned modest, besides. 
Any woman would marry you, you 
know. Certainly, / should be only too 
glad and thankful." 

Of her own volition she snuggled 
against his side and rubbed her cheek 
against his coat. It was a charming, 
ingratiating caress; but it was as sex- 
less as the hug of a small boy who has 
just received the gift of a top. 

He kissed her lightly; even her lips, 
cool and firm, tasting faintly of salt, 
seemed more like one of the buds on 
the wild-rose bushes than the parts of 
a htunan mouth. 

"Very well then— that's settled," Dil- 
lon annoimced at length. "There's no 
need to get down to particulars this 
evening." 

Irene was hard at work on her 
cigarette again; brushing from her 
slart the ashes that had settled there 
during the brief embrace, she remarked : 

"As to George — ^he's really a dear; 
he's been so kind. I'd feel like the 
devil if I thought he was going to come 
out on the wrong end of this." 



Irene evidently wasn't averse to 
talking business, despite the moon-ligfat 
and the romantic avowals of a moment 
ago. 

Dillon patted her, with indulRent 
gentleness, on her straight little back. 

"Now don't worry about George, 
dear," he assured her. "Well fix up a 
satisfactory annuity for hun." 

Irene tossed her cigarette away and 
jerked her cravat back to position. 

"An annuity?" She shook her head 
with decision. "George would hate 
that. You don't know him. Give it 
to him in a lump, so he can gamble with 
it for all he's worth." 

"Certainly not!" Dillon exclaimed. 
"He'd be penniless in a year. No- 
George is a good sort. He's well worth 
being protected against himself." 

Irene's eyes were wide and uncom- 
prehending. 

"You don't know George !" she per- 
sisted. "He doesn't want to be pro- 
tected; he wants to have his fun. He 
wouldn't thank you for your annuity; 
why, he'd be miserable if he thought 
he was safe. You don't understand 
gamblers, Tom." 

Dillon was ironically smiling. 

"Well— well see," he temporized, 
"Nevftr mind about it now." 

"He took her hands and looked with 
quizzical intensity into her eyes. 

"See here, Irene !" he challenged her. 
"Would you be miserable if you thought 
you were safe?" 

"Why— I don't know," she faltered. 
"What do you mean?" 

"I mean," he told her earnestly, 
"that, with me, you will be safe. 
There'll be no peril, no chance, in your 
life." 

She bit her lips in perplexity. "I 
never considered it in that way," she 
admitted. "Shall I be quite safe?" 

"What nonsense!" he exclaimed. 
"Isn't that your main reason for marry- 
ing me?" 

"Oh, no !" Her voice had an injured 
note. 

"Well then, why under the sun — ?" 
He showed himself at a loss. 

"Because — " she laughed excitedly 
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and sprang to her feet — ^''becaase I want 
to fed that an those horses belong to 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

It was after midnight when Irene 
and Dillon got back to the Mirbeau 
House; but there was still a scattering 
of people on the porch to witness her 
hearty hand-shake and brisk military 
salute. Qances were exchanged, of 
course — ^not signals of spite, however, 
rather of amused tolerance. The 
horse-show crowd didn't condemn such 
intimate excursions ; they simply looked 
wise and informed one another in 
silence that they had their eyes open. 
TTiey could put two and two togetner; 
they could also accept the sum-total 
with perfect equanimity. 

Irene lingered for a while on the 
porch, chatting vivaciously and enjoy- 
ing to the full the prospect of slipping 
her trump-card out of her sleeve in the 
near future. 

••Where's George?** she asked at 
length, interrupting herself in the midst 
of an ecstatic word-picture of the 
moonlight on the water. 

"Just went upstairs r Tom Weston 
supplied the information glibly. 

"Just fetl up r* his brother corrected 
him. 

Irene laughed. "If that's the case, 
the poor boy probably needs me. Good- 
mghtr 

In their room, Williams was sitting 
on his bed, his shoulders hunched over, 
his hands hanging laxty between his 
knees. His eyes roved in dejection up 
and down his long l^;s. He had got 
himself out of all his clothes but his 
imdershirt, his breeches and boots. 

"Hcflo, Irene r 

He gave her a sweet smile, then 
mumbl^ apologetically, "I wish to God 
I wasn't so taS. I can't seem to get 
at my feet, you know.** 

He sighed out his unutterable weari- 
ness. 

She sat down beside him and ran her 
fingers through his tousled hair. 

"Never mind, George — FIl fix you 
t^," she promised him. 



Noticing the smouldering stump of a 
cigarette between his lips, she whisked 
it away. 

"It's lucky I came in when I did," 
she scolded him. You'd have had a 
nasty bum." 

"Thanks !" He was drearily humble. 
"How'U I get on without you, I 
wonder?" 

The question brought him back to the 
present. 

"What about it?" His voice showed 
eagerness. "Did he live up to schedule ?" 

"Indeed he did!" sheened. "Tom's 
a dear." 

"Devilish glad — for you," he told her. 

His animation died out on the in- 
stant. He flung himself back on the 
bed and stretched his legs. "I say, Irene 
— I'm sorry; but those boots hurt." 

At once she dropped to her knees 
and tugged his feet clear. "There 
now !" Her voice had a maternal solici- 
tude. She flung the heavy boots under 
the bed. 

"You're a darling," he acknowledged. 

Irene got up and went over to the 
dressing-table. She had her hair 
plaited for the night before Williams, 
yawning helplessly, could tug his head 
free of the pillow. 

"You're worth it," he suddenly an- 
nounced, worrying himself out of his 
tight breeches. 

"So are you, George." She tossed 
her yellow braids over her shoulders 
and unknotted her cravat. "Tom's a 
generous sort." 

"Oh — me!** Williams was all scorn 
for himself. He had his undershirt 
half-way over his head and was 
plunging about clumsily. It wasn't till 
he had fetched up against the bureau 
that he achieved suflicient steadiness to 
throw the garment oflF. He grinned 
foolishly at her. 

"I was so amused at everybody, a 
minute ago," Irene remarked. "They 
were all on the porch — " 

Williams was surveying his shaggy 
person with infantile helplessness. 

"D'y know where my pajamas are?" 
he asked in a plaintive mumble. 

Irene, quite business-like, pulled out 
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a suit-case from under the dresser and 
extracted the articles. 

"On the porch, were they?" Williams 
was climbing into the white trousers. 
"Lodced suspicious, eh?" 

She nodded smilingly. 

"Well — you can't blame them," he 
decided. "They've all been there them- 
selves." 

He tumbled into his bed. 

"Would you mind turning out the 
light when you're ready?" he asked. 

Irene laughed at him over her 
shoulder. 

"I suppose they have all been there," 
she said. "But Tom and I — we just 
talked a while and then went to Hill- 
Top for supper." 

His only reply was an ineffably 
drowsy grunt. 

CHAPTER HI 

Irene adored the Newport show; 
and this year the festivities held a 
special significance. Each time she put 
her boot into the groom's hand and 
sprang into the saddle, she swept the 
ring and the boxes with a challenging 
glance. Her mind was darting for- 
ward to the time when she should be 
reading in the newspapers: "Hunter 
class. Blue, Dillon's Glamis — or any 
one of a half dozen other picturesque 
names — Mrs. Dillon up." 

This vision of a triumphant future 
had no essential difference, in its ele- 
ments, from the vivid past. Irene had 
no idea of entering the ranks of the 
fashionable matrons. She was aware 
that Dillon had never made one of the 
aristocratic world; if he had had am- 
bitions along that line, he certainly 
would not have picked her out for a 
possible wife. His wealthy friends 
were just exhibitors, like himself. To 
Irene, the aj^roaching marriage meant 
simply a kaleidoscopic succession of 
shows. She would ride the Dillon 
horses and harvest the blue ribbons. 
Hers was a naive forecast, it was 
merely an image of the past, with the 
one delightful gain from the fact that 
she would own the horses she exhibited. 



There had been just one trifling diffi- 
culty on this first day of the Newport 
show to mark the occasion. Dillon 
himself had been unreasonable, almost 
surly in fact, on the matter of Ac 
hunters. He had sought out Irene 
several times with a stubborn protest. 

"You've got enough to do in the 
saddle classes," he had insisted. "Let 
George take over the jumpers." 

But to his appeals she always raposed 
a laughing refusal. "Nonsense! George 
is riding badly today. Besides, I'd hate 
to stand on the side-lines and see some- 
body else having the fun." 

Dillon gave in — ^but with a bad grace 
that annoyed her. 

"Why under the sun should you be 
so queer — just because of last night ?'* 
she asked him. 

"Because I have the righ^ now," he 
had returned shortly. 

It was a vivid autumn day, with the 
air keenly pure and heady as wine and 
the sky a clear metallic blue. Every 
sound had a sharp distinctness. Each 
leaf possessed a clear-cut individuality. 
It was a world of bold silhouettes, of 
hard, firm outlines. The white fence 
around the ring, the green turf, the 
rich browns of the horses and the 
rainbow-hued frocks in the boxes all 
seemed of a dazzling newness. The 
whole scene had toy-like brilliance; it 
was of that particular brightness that 
one associates with gay enamels. 

Irene was wearing a habit of dark 
green, with a gardenia in the lapel of 
her coat. One comer of a pistachio- 
colored handkerchief protruded from 
her pocket. Her soft hat matched her 
habit. From her earliest recollections, 
horse-shows had put her on her mettle 
as nothing else could do. The ring held 
an intoxication for her. She loved the 
precise beat of hoofs on hard ground, 
the whirring of wheels, the creak of 
straining girths and the impatient snorts 
of the animals. Her nostrils quivered 
to the pungent reek of the horses' 
sweat, to the smell of leather and the 
dry odor of tanbark, with its queer 
suggestion of cedar-pencil shavings. 
The feel of a horse's distended belly 
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against her Ifgs^ the stubborn tug of the 
reins and the sensatknv when ske swung 
easilj in the saddle, of a pounding 
fligiit tiirough space — all this carried ks 
particular thn-ill ; and nothing e nraptur ed 
her like die powerful rippling of the 
beast's silken muscles under her. For 
everyone, there is some special activity 
that quickens the sensibilities and the 
poises; with Irene, horses alone could 
awaken every nerve of her body. 

It was late. The sun had dropped 
behind the roof of the box-endosure. 
The chin of an autumn evening was 
m the air now. The boxes were empty- 
ing; the few w(»nen who remained were 
snuggling into their furs. Irene was 
not riding in the last class of the day ; 
she stood outside the ring, her elbows 
on the fence, and chatt^ gaily with 
Dillon. 

It was the hunter class and they were 
dose to the hurdle. Dillon, with a moody 
absorption, was Mratching Irene; her 
tyes never left the horses. She would 
strain forward eagerly over the rail, 
her wide eyes judging the action of 
each beast in its mad gallop for the 
barrier; as it plunged, she would step 
back, throw one hand over her face for 
protection against the flying bits of turf 
and, by a sluirp nod or a decisive shake 
of the head, would set her stamp on the 
rider's performance. 

Suddenly sbt drew her shoulders to- 
gether nervously and, taking one arm 
eff the ra3, tapped Dillon on the 
shoulder. George Williams had just 
slipped into the saddle. 

"I wonder!" she whispered. "George 
has been rotten all day and Glamis is 
such a fool.'' 

"George has been drinking too 
damned much," Dillon commented. 

"I know it ; I've been telling him so 
all afternoon." She was uneasy. 

Williams, a superbly cardess rider, 
was bearing down on them now. Irene 
squeezed Dillon's arm with involuntary 
excitement; she had raised hersdf on 
her toes and was leaning far over the 
raiL The whites of the horse's eyes 
flashed wickedly ; Williams was smiling 
with good-natured unconcern. 



At the moment of the sprii^, Irene 
kicked back with one leg and became 
tensdy rigid, as if she were lifting the 
hcHTse and rider over the hurdle hersdf. 
Glamis had hurled himsdf forward too 
soon; but he deared the barrier 
mightily, for all diat 

A flick of foam caught Irene full 
in the face. Brushing it away, she 
cried, "Well— thank God thafs over, 
anyhow I" 

But with the opposite hurdle it was 
quite another matter. Glamis galloped 
for the flimsy white obstacle with ImkkI- 
long impetuosity; each impact of his 
hoofs against the ground sent him ahead 
at a bounding leap. His action had as 
tremendous a forward impulsion as if, 
with each spring, he had plunged down 
a steep indine. Irene gave a low 
whistle of disapproval at the precise 
moment when the horse flung himself 
at the hurdle. His knees, doubled over 
the panting breast, struck squardy 
against the topmost bar of the gate. 
At once the whole improvised structure 
collapsed with a datter. 

The rest was a mad confusion. 
Somewhere in the boxes an exdtable 
woman screamed. A group of men at 
the fence, near the hurdle, took to 
their heels at a panicky scamper. 
There came the sound of splintering 
wood as Glamis, snortinr and kicking 
with savage fury, rolled about hdp- 
lessly in a choking doud of dust. Wil- 
liams, hurled from the saddle, had 
struck his forehead against the jagged 
end of a plank. Still dazed from the 
blow, he was groggily striving to 
scramble out of range of Qamis' flash- 
ing hoofs. 

"I knew h !" had been Irene's single 
laconic ccnnment on the spectacular 
tumble. 

She took the matter with sports- 
manlike calm; she was used to ad- 
ventures of this sort. Swiftly she 
scaled the fence and ran across the 
ring. 

Half a dozen grooms had pulled the 
bloody, dishevdlwl Williams to his feet 
when she got to him. He was tottering 
slightly, but with a genial, naaed smile 
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had already b^^n to brush the dust 
off his knees. 

"Hello!" His greeting was matter- 
of-fact. "That damned fool acted like 
a dog with a tin-can tied to its tail." 

He wiped the sweat and grimy blood 
off his forehead and tucked an un- 
steady hand through the crook of her 
arm. 

'*You*re the damned fool, if you 
want my opinion," Irene let him know. 
She laughed up at him, however, and 
pressed his arm against her side. 
"Youll have to get that cut attended to, 
George." 

Glamis had been tugged and jerked 
to his feet by now. A lather of spume 
trickled over the delicate veins of his 
neck. His head hung down dejectedly. 
A shudder coursed over his sleek hide. 
Two of the ring attendants held the 
reins and eyed the conquered brute with 
a wary intensity. 

Irene left her husband and walked 
boldly up to Glamis. 

"We all understand, you know," she 
told the misanthropic animal. "It's 
not your fault. George was drunk." 

Putting up one gloved hand, she 
patted his neck, then pressed her fingers 
caressingly to his quivering muzzle. 

All at once Glamis reared furiously, 
well-nigh whipping the two attendants 
off the ground. As he danced at a 
crazy caper on his hind legs, Irene 
looked up at him with a quizzical 
protest. 

"Oh very well — if you're in such a 
nasty temper !" she cried. She showed 
not the slightest fear. 

The next moment she felt herself 
gripped by the arm. Someone was 
dragging her out of the danger zone. 
It was Dillon. 

"For heaven's sake, Irene!" His 
voice held a decided rebuke. 

"What's the matter, Tom ?" She was 
at a loss. 

"There's no point in running after 
danger," he returned with heat. 

"Danger?" She frowned out her per- 
plexity. "How absurd!" 

He drew her over to the fence and, 
leaning an arm on the rail, bent close 



to her, with a new determination in 
his handsome flushed face. 

"See here, Irene!" he announced. 
"Don't you feel you owe me something? 
After all, I think it's up to you to make 
me some return for loving you." 

She tapped her riding-crop reflec- 
tively against one of her high boots. 

"Why — of course," she answered him 
at length. "I owe you a great deal. I'm 
willing to do my part, Tom." 

"All right!" He nodded his head at 
her with gruff decision. "I have a pro- 
tective interest in you now. I possess 
the right to dictate certain terms in fu- 
ture. For instance, it's my selfish de- 
sire to marry a woman with both legs 
and both arms intact. Do you under- 
stand?" 

He did not wait for her reply. 

"You've got to promise me that you'll 
give up riding my htmters." He pounded 
his fist against the rail to emphasize 
the words. "Give it up right here and 
now, Irene!" 

Her eyes dilated. 

"Why — I've never heard anything so 
ridiculous," she protested. "Just be- 
cause George had been drinking — " 

He interrupted her sharply. "It may 
be ridiculous — but I happm to insist on 
it. I have some sense — even where 
you're concerned. I'm going to marry 
you, you see. I don't mean to handicap 
myself by giving in to you at the very 
bqafinning." 

Irene had caught her under-lip in her 
teeth. She looked at him silently, her 
expression that of an injured child. 

"But this is so unkind — so unjust," 
she burst out at last. 

"Never mind." He shrugged her criti- 
cism away. "You'll promise me — ^that's 
the point." 

She turned from him with a discour- 
aged sigh. "Oh yes — I promise. You 
put it ifi such a way that I can't do any- 
thing else. But I think you've taken 
unfair advantage of me, just the same." 

"I'm withdrawing all the hunters 
from competition," he called after her, 
"so you won't have the annoyance of 
watching others ride them." 

She shrugged her shoulders petu- 
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lantiy and harried over to the judges' 
stand. Williams, with a neat cross of 
adhesive plaster over his left eye, was 
lolling on his flexible spine inside the 
thatched pavilion. One leg was stretched 
out, the other rested on the chair in 
front of him. A cigarette dropped from 
his tired mouth and he was joking with 
a neat stenographer. 

As Irene paused beside him he threw 
an arm about her waist. She looked 
down at him silently for a long moment. 
An at once, scalding tears rushed to her 
eyes; thunder-struck at such incredible 
weakness, she blinked impatiently and 
kept the drops unshed. Her husband, 
reeking with whiskey, his whole sham- 
bling appearance showing the bef uddle- 
ment of drink, had become in a flash 
strangely, ridiculously precious to her. 
He seemed at this moment the personi- 
fication of the lawless, adventurous life 
she was giving up. As she watched him, 
it was as if she were casting a sad 
glance over her shoulder at the vivid 
rush and insecurity of the irrecoverable 
past. It had never been the way of the 
good-natured, worthless Williams to dic- 
tate harsh terms. Absorbed by his own 
perverse impulses, entangled in his 
whimsical sdf-indulgence, he had let 
her go free and unrestrained. 

Irene, with a defiant toss of her small 
head, turned her attention to Dillon. 
He had just strolled up to one of the 
judges and was conversing with easy 
self-assurance. He stood confessed, the 
man of arrogant power, smugly secure 
in his money and over-weening influ- 
ence. Hb ruddy skin had the glow of 
heakh; his black eyes flashed a conde- 
scending authority; his whole body, an 
observer could somehow tell, was as 
sleek and well cared for as the hide of 
one of his horses. 

The two men presented a striking 
contrast, with the advantage all on Dil- 
lon's side; but in Irene's heart a fierce 
tenderness for her lanky, dishevelled, 
worn-out husband awoke. 

It was dark now and bitterly cold. 
The last class had been judged and the 
grooms were leading the blanketed 
horses out to the stables. In the dis- 



tance, one of the orchestra was lugging 
his shrouded cello through the emptily 
echoing grand-stand. The stenographer 
had collected her notes and put on her 
hat. Out in the ring one of the judges, 
stretching his arms over his head, gave 
vent to an audible yawn. 

Irene shivered under the oppression 
of her gloom. 

Williams smiled up at her. 

'^Aren't you a nappy little thing, 
though ?" he queried blithely. 

"Yes — ^happy as the devil," Irene told 
him with ill-concealed bitterness. 

CHAPTER rV 

A DIVORCE in the horse-show world 
is almost as casual and as easily run off 
as a marriage. Naming a woman as 
co-respondent doesn't damage her repu- 
tation; neither does it unduly affect 
one's friendship with her. So Irene, 
with a minimum of effort, shed a dusty 
skin and gained a brilliant new one. 
Williams got his generous settlement; 
Miss Lucille Edgar bought herself an 
extravagant motor. 

"It's sordid— but true,** Williams 
had commented ruefully. ''Even a co- 
respondent has her price.** 

In a month's time Lucille had ap- 
peared at the City Hall with Gregory 
Weston and taken out a license to marry. 

Irene and Dillon went directly to the 
Lenox farm after their marriage. It 
was a splendid estate. The house, a 
big white colonial dwelling with a two- 
storied portico of Corinthian columns, 
faced a sweep of smooth grass. Won- 
derful old elms stood guard everywhere: 
circular groups of them over-shadowed 
the level lawn; their high, straight 
trunks, like gray monoliths, bounded the 
winding driveway at regular intervals; 
a gigantic cluster of them surrounded 
the house, dwarfing its generous pro- 
portions and giving it a quaint, confid- 
ing, nestling aspect. 

To Irene, however, the stables held a 
fascination that the house, for all its 
roomy comfort, quite lacked. She really 
didn't care whether or not the furniture 
in her dining-room would have been the 
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boast of historical museums ; her inter- 
est in the spacious entrance hall, with its 
staircase that had been brought over 
from an old English country seat, was 
but cursory. Her excited glee was re- 
served for the stables. 

Ah — and the tan-bark ring, a vast 
edifice that no elm tree extant could 
reduce to insignificance ! She loved to 
look at the building from outside, let- 
ting her eyes roam over the acres of 
irr^fular roofs and counting silently all 
those weather-vanes in the shape of 
horses that glittered in the sun. The 
interior awed her, too. The ring itself 
was immense, with a wide gallery and 
a pointed roof spanned by massive 
beams. The smell of the place delighted 
her. Tan-bark and leather and the pun- 
gent f tunes peculiar to the horses them- 
selves ! The most famous of the prize- 
winners were housed in stalls about the 
ring; Irene fed them sugar and con- 
gratulated Shipley, the trainer, for the 
vivid little pictures on the sanded floor 
outside the stalls. 

The cow-bams and dairies Irene 
strolled through once with Dillon. They 
evoked about the same polite interest 
as the house itself. The tan-bark ring 
and the stables, however — ^these she 
came back to again and again with tm- 
diminished rapture. 

It was thus only gradually that Irene 
came to realize the essential change in 
her life. Absorbed by her delight in all 
the bright new discoveries a^ut her, 
she had let herself drift through the 
spring months and into the summer. 
Then at last she had awakened to the 
sense of the intimate solitude of it all. 
Here were she and her husband im- 
mured alone in the Lenox fastness. The 
period of annual shows was close at 
hand. Her oldtime friends must be 
already collecting for the itinerant fes- 
tivities. Apparently Dillon had n^- 
lected to get the blooded caravan ready 
for its pageant-like pilgrimage. 

"By the way, Tom" she reminded 
him one morning as they were making 
the usual round of the stables, "do you 
realize it's about time we quit pasture? 
We've got to get busy.'* 



He laughed indulgentlv. "Don't 
worry, my dear. I haven t been idle. 
Things are quite ship-shape." 

"You've really iJeen getting things 
ready?" She showed her surprise. 

"Oh, we run so smoothly here that 
there's never any obvious fuss," he told 
her, with just a suggestion of condescen- 
sion in his tone. 

She was silent for a moment Then, 
"But why didn't you tell me ?" she asked. 
"You know how I love to help." 

"There's no possible neca of your 
bothering about it," he returned. "Ship- 
ley and I can mana|;e alone. He's a 
competent fellow, Shipl^." 

"Yes indeed — I know that," she as- 
sured him. "Still, it does make me fed 
out of it, to have the whole business 
carried on over my head." 

Dillon, taking her hand, patted it con- 
ciliatingly. 

"That's exactly the point, Irene," he 
said. "We are rather out of it — both 
you and I. It's always been my idea to 
turn all the active work over to my men 
as soon as I married." 

She weighed this with wide-eyed in- 
tensity for a time. 

"You mean," she asked sharply at 
last, "that you don't intend to take any 
active part in shows now?" 

He nodded. "I want a rest, you see. 
I'd much rather just look on for a 
change." 

"But what the devil's the fun in 
that?" she flashed out. "Why, you'd be 
bored to death, sitting all alone in a 
box—" 

"No indeed!" he interrupted her. 
"You're forgetting that you'll be there 
with me, Irene. I shan't be alone in 
the box." 

"How can I be in the box and the 
ring at the same time?" she asked. She 
was standing still now and facing him 
with a steady defiance. 

"You won't be in the ring, Irene — 
that's the point," he returned, his voice 
good-natured but firmly commanding. 
"We shall go on exhibiting, of course. 
We're through with the horsy gang; 
though. I married you to get you out 
of that sordid mess." 
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She shook her head decisively. "You 
can't do it, Tom. I've always been in it. 
I couldn't get out — even if I wanted to. 
I'm no better than the others, you 
know." 

"Perhaps." He shrugged, dismissing 
the protest as unimportant. "It's non- 
sense to say you couldn't get out of it. 
As a matter of fact, you are out of it 
right now ; and you're going to stay out 
of it. So there we are, my dear. It 
seems simple enough to me." 

The strange part of this brief con- 
flict was that^ though it appeared to take 
Irene unawares, she yet had somehow 
expected it. Dillon cared for her — 
there was no doubt whatever of that; 
but to a man of his sort, love manifested 
itself by an aggressive attitude of pro- 
tection, combined with an indulgent 
show of superiority. 

It had always been taken for granted 
that he was a power. Once his infatua- 
tion for Irene had had its inevitable 
reward, the domineering strain in him 
asserted itself. Naturally, he had never 
been called on to act an unseltish part ; 
from the beginning he had displayed a 
staunch ^^tism to the world and had 
been admired for his unflinching hon- 
esty. So, in his tenderest aspect, he 
must needs preen a bit. A man of in- 
flexible self-assurance is often the most 
chivalrous, the most sturdily domestic 
of husbands; indeed, marriage offers 
him a supreme opportunity for the par- 
ticular form of old-fashioned tyranny 
that masquerades under the name of 
devoticm. 

Dillon had a suave pride in his mis- 
sion of shielding^ Irene from her former 
harum-scarum intimates; it proved to 
his own satisfaction his fundamental 
generosity and his ability to act for her in 
an emergency. There could really be no 
question now of equality in their rela- 
tion. It is surprising how many men of 
'wealth and easy sophistication display 
in a short time after marriage all the 
intolerance of more benighted, middle- 
class males. The wife, discouraged by 
the smug insolence of her adoring swain 
of a few months back, usually gives up 
the struggle and consents to be over- 
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ridden and intimidated. Irene was of 
a different stamp. 

Intrepid courage she had and a keen- 
ness for scenting out injustice. She and 
Williams, for sdl their random irregu* 
larities and their total inability to appre- 
ciate decency, had yet possessed an in- 
vincible sense of fairness. That had 
been the one firm standard in the pro- 
miscuous welter of their life. Even in 
the first months of her marriage, while 
she was still in the full tide of her en- 
thusiasm, Irene had been vaguely aware 
that her new husband was indulging his 
bent for bullying condescension. She 
could feel a tremulous joy in her ex- 
plorations and at the same time study 
the man who had given her so much. 

It had not taken her long to come 
to a full understanding of him. When 
he was content, he had as sleek a pla- 
cidity of mind as of body. The moment 
anything occurred to disturb his 
smoothly running brain, however, he 
lost his repose. A congested flush 
would steal over his face and he would 
beccmie heavily irritable ; it would be as 
if some turbid sediment within him had 
come to the surface, confusing and 
angering him ; and, in his choleric daze, 
a sullen, furtive craft would awake. 
Quick outbursts of temper, combined 
strangely with cunning, were the result. 
On these occasions, Irene would feel a 
baffled inability to make any straight 
appeal to his reason. 

She was by no means cowed, how- 
ever; all her bright, defiant bravery 
was still there to be tapped at need. 
Since she was fair, she could make 
generous allowances. Dillon tried his 
hardest to keep down his uglier traits. 
He did want her to be happy; his 
genuine love taught him a certain gentle- 
ness. Besides, he had, in a way, a 
right to complain of the bargain he 
had struck. He had confidently ex- 
pected Irene's indifference to ^ soften. 
He must be convinced now of his error. 
Of course it would never have oc- 
curred to her to shut him out of her 
bedroom ; but anything like real tender- 
ness she calmly withheld. 

She made no attempt to conceal her 
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anger that morning in the stables. 
They had walked back to the house 
in antagonistic silence. When they 
reached the wide terrace above the gar- 
dens, Irene perched herself on the 
balustrade and lit a cigarette; Dillon 
threw himself into a chair, his arrogant 
eyes on her straight, slim back. The 
struggle wasn't over yet. 

Her opening words had a quaint ir- 
relevance. **What do you expect me to 
do with all those new habits?** 

^IVear them, my dear!*' He was 
jovial. 

She ignored this. **The proper time 
to ten me yt)ur plans would have been 
in New York, when I was being fitted. 
You really lied to me, Tom, by keeping 
quiet That's the way it seems to me, 
anyhow.'* 

**Nonsense T' he scoffed. "I've never 
bothered to tdl people my plans. I 
don't intend to now." 

"But you knew / had no idea — ** she 
persisted. 

"I was content to let things sKde," 
he returned. "And I thoi^ht that 
when a woman married she was will- 
ing to give the man all her time for 
a few months. The very fact of my 
considering exhibiting horses this sum- 
mer ought to shut vou up and make you 
feel damned grateful." 

"But you should have told me.* She 
was firm on that point. Tve been 
honest with you — ^about everything. I 
don't see why you wanted to marry me, 
if you were determined to keep me off 
your horses. I'm not fitted for anything 
but riding." 

He laughed out his brusque amuse> 
ment. 

"You don't see why I wanted to 
marry you!" he echoed her words 
derisively. "Would you like the unvar- 
nished truth, Irene?" 

"Never mind." She tossed her half- 
finished cigarette away with impatience. 

Dillon got to his feet and, grasping 
her genially by the shoulders, an- 
nounced : 

"I suppose It's never occurred to you 
that you might get to work and have a 
child." 



Irene considered this witfi a r^ective 
frown. Obviously, the proposition had 
for her a startling noveftv. A tangible 
residue of an alliance! A compKcation 
of that sort was beyond tmderstandin^. 
To Irene and her irresponsible inti- 
mates, marriage had always been a 
happy-go-lucky affair of the present; it 
had had no connection whatever with 
posterity. 

"Wen?" Dillon broke the silence. 
"You're a bold little thing. You're not 
afraid, are you?" 

She laughed. "Of course not f But I 
just hadnt thought of it, Tom." 

"After all," he put it up to her, "you 
do owe me a lot, Irene. Every man 
expects some return on an investment 
I'm not asking a great deal. Most fel- 
lows wouldn't have to ask, you know." 

It was a direct appeal to her sense of 
fairness. She looked up at him, a frank 
response in her eyes. 

*^ou think it's my duty to you, eh?* 
she asked earnestly. 

"I certainly do, he returned. 

She nodded her head in thoughtful 
agreement. 

"An right then, we'U cafl it a bargain. 
By next year at this time, we'H be quits. 
Then I can do- as I please, Tom." Her 
tone had a matter-of-fact firmnesft. 
Prospective motherhood manifestly 
didn't appeal to her as an exalted mis- 
sion; it was a rather practical way of 
paying off an obvious debt. 

Dillon gave her an indulgent shake. 

"We'H can it a bargain," he said, as 
if closing a business deal. 

"You understand," Irene warned him, 
"that I shan't know what to do with it, 
after it's bom. I couldn't, to save my 
neck^ have any love for a baby." 

"Oh. that's what they aH say," Dnion 
returned imperturbably. 

With a gentle, sympathetic pat on her 
back, he turned away and stroned into 
the house. 

CHAPTFR V 

They left the Lenox farm the first of 
August. At every show, Irene in her 
box looked on at the gay activities of 
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the ring with ill-concealed rtp^. She 
fdt like an exile. It was as if, stranded 
in the uneventful present, she were 
forced to watch her own vivid past rush 
by her. The Dillon horses swept at a 
superb stride around the enclosure ; they 
won the usual number of blues and 
championships. They tossed their gal- 
lant heads at her, with an audacious 
fluttering of the cherished ribbons. All 
the sounds and sights and smells she 
loved came to her and exasperated her. 
Glamis, with a man on his back, cur- 
vetted capriciously to the lilting music; 
Cawdor, a nervous, malicious beast, 
shied at the bray of the bugle and aimed 
vicious kicks at the gn>oms who sought 
to restrain bim. The red-and-black 
Dillon traps whirred around the ring; 
the four-in-hand thundered by with a 
tantalizing jingle. Irene, as a penniless 
free-lance, had been in the midst of the 
gaiety. Now the finest of the horses 
were hers and she was a mere spec- 
tator! 

Dillon's interest always waned in the 
middle of the afternoon. Sitting beside 
her, he would yawn out his fatigue. 
Then he would get to his feet, collect 
her wrai)s and exclaim, "Oh-^et's go f' 

The signal would be a positive relief 
to Irene. 

"I wonder/' he mused once, "if I'm 
losing my interest in horses. Damned 
if it doesn't look like it." 

At first the old crew of Irene's inti- 
mates had taken casual possession of 
the Dillon box. Irene was delighted. 
Groups of three or four would saunter 
up from the ring, after a class, and 
throw themselves carelessly into the 
chairs with an innocent air of proprie- 
torship. Lucille Edgar brought her new 
husband along with her; old Weston, 
resplendent in plaids, would take up a 
spntwlii^ position in the front of the 
box, while his son Tom, perched on the 
rail, dangled his thin legs out into the 
aisle. Even George Williams ambled 
up and shook hands good-naturedly and 
joked in his fatigu^ way with Irene. 
This easy convivi^ity was doomed, how- 
ever, to a swift extinction. 

Dillon^ surly and flushed with impa- 



tience, let it go on for the space of one 
show. 

Then he announced : 

"Our box isn't going to be a half-way 
house for the rififrafif any longer." 

"Do you want me to snub them?" 
Irene asked sharply. "Because I won't, 
Tom. They're my own crowd — " • 

"You won't have to snub them," he 
returned. "I can settle them myself," 

At the next show the box was free 
of the birds of passage. 

"I didn't snub them," he informed 
Irene. "I simply informed them to 
keep out — gave them the gate. They 
understood." 

"Very well — but wait till next year," 
she said. 

The crowd that took the place of the 
riflFraff had the distinction of being 
Dillon's acknowledged friends. At a 
merely cursory glance, it would not 
have been difficult to diflFerentiate them 
from their predecessors in the box. 
The men had for the most part a sleekly 
cushioned appearance and a choleric 
tinge that betokened easy living and a 
fashionably high blood-pressure; they 
wouldn't have been at home on a horse's 
back. Their wives wore expensive 
gowns and usually betrayed the strain 
of a losing race against fat ; they lacked 
the tonic bluffness of women like Lucille 
Edgar. They were all older than Irene 
and their thoughts were unflinchingly 
focused on their own trappings. Slit 
could find no conversational meeting- 
ground with them. They panted after 
the fashionable world but never caught 
up with it. So far as genuine distinc- 
tion went, they missed fire ludicrously. 
The real horsy gang had more claims 
to recognition on that score. 

The point was, however, that these 
people had money and ownc^ their own 
horses. They were exhibitors and thus 
free of the professional taint. As Mrs. 
Dillon, Irene made one of their dimly 
enlightened sphere. They therefore ac- 
cepted her in all generosity ; but behind 
her back they could still laud their 
"democracy" in letting by-gones be by- 
gones. Dillon himself was genially cor- 
dial to them. It appeared to please him 
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to think that he codd set his wife on so 
privileged a pedestal. Irene often won- 
dered, with an impatient protest, whether 
her husband hoped at present to mold 
himself and her according to the preva- 
lent pattern. His friends and their 
stolid wives looked upon their horses 
as so many financial assets; but they 
hadn't a glimmer of true interest in the 
magnificent beasts. If it had been the 
vogue to exhibit one's diamonds, these 
people would have gone into the activ- 
ity with just the same patience and stu- 
pidity they displayed at horse-shows. 

"They make me sick/^ Irene told 
Dillon time and again. 

"Youll learn to like them," he would 
return, his tone implying that she must 
be educated up to their standards. 

Irene, in November, had come to the 
end of her resources. 

"Let's go back to Lenox, Tom!" she 
exclaimed. "I've seen enough horses. 
Give somebody dse the box for the New 
York show." 

"That's exactly my idea," he i^[reed. 
"Ill send Shipley down with a string. 
He can have the box." 

When they had been at the farm for 
a week, Irene suddenly announced one 
night at dinner, "I think I'm going to 
have that baby, Tom." 

"Good I" He gave her a frankly 
adoring smile. "You're keeping to your 
agreement like a man, Irene. Aren't 
you glad we made it a friendly under- 
standing?" 

"I never refuse a reasonable request, 
you know," she reminded him proudly. 

"I really don't think it would have 
made so very much difference if you 
had refused," he told her. He was un- 
able to resist this display of good- 
natured mastery. 

Irene bit her lips angrily. 

"You can be damned unfair, Tom!" 
she exclaimed. "I would never have 
said a thing like that." 

CHAPTER VI 

Irene accepted her ordeal with sports- 
manlike composure. Her health was 
excellent. Dillon tres^ted her with elabo- 



rate solicitude. He was always the 
aggressively protective husband, shidd- 
ing her from worries, keeping track of 
her diet, telling her many times a day, 
"Now, just forget about it, Irene. Don't 
brood, my dear." 

His every glance, however, was one 
of appraisal and invest^tion. He 
couldn't have focused her attentioa 
more effectivdy on her condition if he 
had gone about from morning till night 
with a tape-measure in his hands. Irene 
took his over-conscientious attentions 
for what they were worth. She saw 
him as the naively boastful male. He 
was unable to conceal his pride in his 
own share of the proceedings. After 
all, he'd been the fountain-head; Irene 
was merely the very precious tributary 
vessel. 

"Queer, isn't it, that the woman 
should have all the actual fuss and 
bother?" he would comment with mock 
humility. 

Though his ofKciousness annoyed her, 
Irene remained active and br^t and 
uncomplaining. She would see the 
thing throu^ without protest; she 
would get this duty sensibly off her 
mind. It did not occur to her that ^le 
was keeping up her spirits only by grim 
determination; she wasn't the sort to 
recognize symptoms of unhappiness. 
She spent much of her time in the sta- 
bles. For hours at a stretdi she would 
sit outside a stall strcddng the glossy 
nedc of one of the horses, snuggling its 
sensitive muzzle in her warm hand, 
conversing gaily with it and resting her 
cheek, in passionate tenderness, against 
its sleek, hot hide. Involuntarily, she 
sought this mute sympathy as a refuge 
from the arrogant, selfish love of her 
husband. As the months slipped by, 
her adoration centered fiercdy on 
Glamis. His trumpeting snort of rec- 
ognition, his impatience for her caresses, 
delighted her. She would gaze into his 
great liquid eyes and, rubbing his mane, 
would laugh at him happily. 

The doctors and nurses arrived in 
August At once everything was a 
bustle of preparation. 

"I say, Irene," Dilkm asked one eve- 
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Bing as he sat beside her and held her 
bands, ''shall I withdraw the horses 
from the Newport show next week?" 

He seemed to think that the whde 
mechanism of the universe should cease 
at the moment of the child's birth. 

"Of course not," she replied. "There's 
no need of keq)ing them out of things. 
We don't stay at home every time a 
snare foals." 

She still took a calm, unexalted view 
of her mission. 

On the first day of the Newport fes- 
tivities, the baby was bom. It wasn't 
till twenty-four hours later that Irene 
awoke from the swirling murk into 
which she had suddenly fallen — ^an 
outer limbo of existence, echoing with 
thunderous shocks. Over this field of 
desolation she had galloped on a horse's 
back, tearing a terrified way through 
tanked fences of barbed wire. 

Sie sighed, opened her eyes, and 
fotmd herself back from her fiendish 

Sunt and in her own bedroom at Lenox. 
Qlon stood beside her, a bundle of 
pushing fingers and toes in his arms. 

"Here he is!" he whispered, taking 
the cue of caution from the nurse's up- 
lifted, commanding finger. Bending 
over the bed, he displayed, for Irene's 
amroval, the drivelling, wailing, pur- 
plish face of his heir. 

But Irene was in no mood for senti- 
mentality or evasion. She shut her eyes 
tight and shook her head. It was 
his child; her own torture had given 
her no sense of a share in the pos- 
session. She'd done her duty — that 
was all. 

Dillon's gentle, cajoling voice beat on 
her tired brain. "Yesterday, when you 
were so sick, we thought the boy 
wouldn't live. We just pulled him 
through, Irene." 

She turned her head wearily on the 
pillow and sighed again. 

"Townsend says a woman should 
never ride horseback," Dillon went on 
softly. "Our first attempt came near 
fooling us." He was tenderly jocular. 

Irene opened her eyes wide ; she had 
read a threat into his words. 

^It's my first and last attempt," she 



told him sharply. "I'm through, you 
know." 

He put a soothing hand to her fore- 
head. 

"There, there!" he coaxed her. 
"There's no need of talking about that 
now, my dear." 

Impatiently Irene waved the baby 
away. 

"How are the horses doing at New- 
port, Tom?" she asked. 

Dillon was taken aback by her ab- 
surdly abrupt veer. He cradled his son 
to his breast with a new warmth, as if 
to comfort it for its mother's insolent 
indifference. A sullen, injured frown 
wrinkled his forehead. 

"You're not my idea — " he burst out, 
but checked himself to a proper re- 
straint. "Oh, the horses are doing well 
enough," he said, but his voice had an 
edge of annoyance. 

"I'm glad of that." A faint pleasure 
sounded through her words. 

Dillon's offended dignity still strug- 
gled for utterance. She had slighted 
him ; his pride could not brook it. With- 
out beine fully aware of what he said, 
he found himself hinting of an occur- 
rence that he himself had given stem 
orders should be kept from Irene. The 
involuntary impulse to hurt her had 
betrayed him. 

"That is, Glamis— " he began and at 
once bit his tongue with a furious regret. 

"Glamis !" Irene cried tremulously. 

"Oh— nothing much." Dillon floun- 
dered back to safety. "Threw a man 
and barked his own shins." His face 
was purple with chagrin and remorse. 

"It's not true!" Irene contradicted 
him firmly. "Glamis has been killed — 
I know it. Don't try to He about it. I 
want to hear what happened, Tom." 

Dillon took her gnm repression for 
a calm acceptance of the inevitable. 
Seizing her hand and stroking it with a 
nervous intensity, he stammered out his 
contrition. 

"I'm sorry — damned sorry, Irene." 
His voice shook. "I ought to be — "^ 

"Never mind!" She was strident in 
her impatience. "What happened?" 

Then he blurted out the truth. 
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"Glamis broke a leg. They shot htm 
yesterday." 

For a moment Irene lay still. Then 
her lips stiffened to a thin tense line; 
the muscles around her mouth had con- 
tracted and suddenly grown taut. She 
put a groping hand to her face and 
burst into convulsive sobbing. It was 
the first time in her life that she had 
cried with frank abandon. Irene her- 
self, in the full tide of her weq>ing, 
could still wonder at this weak surren- 
der. Only her illness and unutteraUe 
fatigue made it even faintly comprehen- 
sible. The horse's death would have 
hurt her at any time; but, with her 
abounding health, she could have made 
a fierce, tearless show of bravado. To- 
day, however, what she f dt she must 
confess helplessly. 

Dillon was protesting incoherently, 
"For God's sake, Irene — now, tot God's 
sake! You mustn't act like this. Come — 
be sensible !" 

She refused to be comforted. 

"I can't help it. If only I could have 
been there. ..." She drew her hand 
from his grasp and murmured in stub- 
bom self-vindication, "I can't help it — 
but I loved Glamis. I don't love the 
baby; II! never love it" Her words 
had a childish pathos. 

The resentment that had been smoul- 
dering in Dillon flared now. 

"You wouldn't have cared a damm if 
the boy'd died," he told her furiously. 
"You've got no real love or decency in 
you!" 

In his hot ngt he stumbled past the 
nurse, shrugging aside her indignant 
protest, and, striding out of the room, 
slammed the door after him. Then he 
felt the kneading tug of tinv hands at 
his left breast ; he was still holding the 
baby against hioL 

CHAPTER VII 

At the New York show in November, 
Irene rode the Dillon horses. Dillon 
had permitted himself tfie first great 
concession since their marriage. On 
that second day after her confinement 
Irene had suffered a dangerous rdapse. 



Her wiry strengdi had failed for « 
wedk to assert itself. Once abt'd 
gained control over herself, however, 
her recovery had been rapid. 

"Well," she announced one morning 
as she sat by her bedroom window, "yon 
nearly finished me, Tom." She be- 
trayed no rancor; she was merely 
making it clear to him that she under- 
stood the situation. "I'd never pre- 
tended I was going to love the baby, 
you know." 

Dillon had been tremendously sub- 
dued by his fright of the past week. 
He stood beside Irene now and, fiddling 
with a tassel of the window-draperjrp 
gave her a rueful smile. 

"I oughtn't to have let my temper get 
die best of me," he admitted. 

He couldn^ make his capitulatioii 
compile, however. 

"There's no doubt about it, my dear — 
you were nasty," he qualified his con- 
fession. 

"No," she denied it firmly. "I just 
wasn't able to get up any enthusiasia. 
I was side, and you and the baby bored 
me — that was all." 

"Oh wdl, lefs not talk about it," he pro- 
tested. "I've been thinking, Irene." He 
paused and, with absent-mmded absori>- 
tion, began to braid the silken string ot 
the tassel. "I do want to prove to yoa 
I'm sorry. How about a show, in the 
ring here, around the fifteenth of Janu- 
ary? For your birthday, you know — ^ 

"It would be splendid, Tom." She 
was eager. "We could have — ** 

He interrupted her qukkly. "The 
Thompsons and Moores and Remsons 
and people like that.** 

Irene looked up at him with canny 
amusement. 

''Your friends," she said. 

"Yes — ^my friends," he returned. 
"Mine and yours don't mix, Irene. It 
would be a damned fine party if we got 
the two crowds together for a private 
show." He was indulgently ironic. 

"See here, Tom." She nodded her 
head at him with decision. "If yo« 
really want to prove you're sorry, youTl 
please let me loose again with ray own 
gang." 
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•^Biit the trouble is/' he lied, finding 
himself in a corner, "I've already talked 
to Ted Moore and Charley Remson 
about it.** 

"Oh, very well." Irene conceded the 
point. "But there's the New York 
show. I can ride in that. I can be with 
my friends there." 

"You won't be strong enough — in 
November," he complained. "I can't 
see myself letting you overdo." 

She could scoff good-naturedly at 
that. "Nonsense! I shall be as well 
as ever in a month." 

She had already begun to pick flaws 
m his generosity. DiUon let go of the 
tassel and it banged smartly against 
the window-pane. He had somehow 
expected humble gratitude from her 
and quick, unqualified acceptance. 

"So you want to take in the New 
York show, too?" he asked with in- 
voluntary gruffness. 

"I certainly do," she replied. "I've 
told you zSX along that, after we got the 
baby off our minds, we'd be quits. 
I've been nice to your friends. I've 
let you be horrid to mine; now the 
least you can do is to be decent to 
them." 

"Oh— all right." He gave in; but 
he made no effort to conceal his surli- 
ness. He felt injured and showed that 
he did. 

"Shall we call this a bargain, too?" 
Irene put it up to him. "The other 
worked so well. This one will, if you'll 
keep up your end of it honestly." 

Dillon nodded his grudging ac- 
ceptance of her terms ; but in his heart 
an unreasoning resentment stirred. 
Irene had taken the control of their 
affairs away from him ; she had cheated 
him, filching the reins out of his hands 
by a skilful manoeuvre. 

It was very soon evident, in New 
York, that Dillon was failing to live up 
to his promise. No intentional malice 
prompted him ; confronted by the prob- 
lem in the concrete, his nature showed 
its inability to bend to any acceptance 
of events that aroused his rancor. 
With sullen disapproval he held himself 
aloof, refusing to take any part what- 



ever in the gaiety of the desultory, 
drifting crowd. It seemed to him at 
present that everything pointed to the 
grotesque folly of his marriage. For 
all his money and influence, he had 
been unable to effect the slightest im- 
provement in Irene. She was simply 
one of the professional gang; and 
Dillon, seeing around him all the scamps 
with whom she had been involved m 
the past, felt himself somehow an ob- 
ject of pitying ridicule. Each viva- 
ciously gossiping group he fancied 
was exchanging; banter at his expense. 
It was impossible for him to conceal 
his anger or keep from flaunting his 
superiority. 

Irene's spirits soared from the 
moment she swung into the saddle for 
the first class. The intoxication of the 
ring had swept over her. She had re- 
captured her precious birthright. In a 
flash the past year and a half had been 
obliterated. She was breasting the old 
bright current again; she could forget 
in her excitement that security had 
ever been hers. A rebellious courage 
surged up in her. Her eyes flashed a 
welcome to the blurred kaleidoscope of 
the boxes and seats under the glare 
of electricity; the dense, hot reek of 
the air seemed the whiff of freedom in 
her nostrils; the strumming music, the 
patter of applause quickened her heart. 
The bugle thrilled through her like a 
martial call to arms. 

At present, Cawdor was her favorite 
among the Dillon animals. His head- 
strong, impetuous temper recalled the 
dead Glamis and awoke in her a warm 
response; moreover, his adoration for 
her made him pettish, passionately 
jealous and as sensitive as a lover to 
her caresses. If her attentions lapsed 
for a moment into mere absent-minded 
stroking, he showed a savage resent- 
ment. Irene had often protested hotly 
to herself that no horse would ever 
take the place of Glamis ; but, in her 
care not to injure Cawdor's feelings, 
she had soon been tricked into a new 
affection that had all the intensity of 
the old. Cawdor had wheedled himself 
into the shrine that she had meant to 
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be Glamis's eternally. So she rode hitn 
ta triumph in every class in whkh he 
was entered. 

In her reckless happiness, all thotight 
of discretion or dignity deserted Irene. 
She was constantly bending over her 
pommel to joke with the judges; she 
laughed out her thanks for each ribbon 
and, gaily pocketing the prize-money, 
directed a military salute at the gallery 
as she sent her horse forward at a 
plunging leap. Even the grooms re- 
ceived cordial nods as from one good 
fellow to another. Her excitement 
gave her more than ever the aspect of 
a gallant boy. 

Between her classes, Irene ushered 
troops of her former intimates into her 
box. Just as in the old free-lance days, 
she would soon discover that the imme- 
diate vicinity held only George Wil- 
liams, with the others making a con- 
stantly shifting background. In the 
rear of the booc Dillon could be seen, 
glowering, scowling, making a fierce at- 
tempt to appear engrossed in the show 
over the shoulders of the riflFrafF. It 
was all a part of Irene's forgetfuhiess 
of the actual present that she should 
accept Williams without question on 
the former eround of understanding 
and comrade^p. The night, when un- 
dressing in the same room they had 
discussed the future, might have been 
but last night. 

Williams, as he lounged beside 
Irene, still smelled strongly of whiskey. 
His shoulders had the same tired droop ; 
his bony frame was even more star- 
tlingly visible in all its sharp angles 
under his riding-clothes. 

"But I've got no pet wolf at the door 
now," he told her casually. "I've been 
lucky as the devil." 

"Ah — I'm so glad, George!" Irene 
congratulated him by shaking one of 
his tobacco-stained fingers. 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

"Yes, I'm lucky," he mumbled. "I 
never minded being hard up, though. 
I don't care a damn for money." 

His gentle eyes met hers. He smiled 
at her quizzically. "Well — we had our 
fun, Irene." 



He lit a cigarette and tossed the 
match over the railing. 

They were silent for a moment. 

"Happy, Irene?" he asked at length. 

She nodded. "Yes— now." 

The laconic words told him the whole 
story of her married life. 

"We knew you'd come back into 
things," he returned. 

He got lurchingly to his feet. 

Irene sprang up and took bis arm. 

"Ill be back soonf" she informed 
Dillon as she brushed past him. 

"I'm leaving," he replied sulkily. 
"Can't stand this racket," and he jericed 
his head at his companions in the box. 
•*ni send the motor back for you." 

"Thanks, Tom." Irene gave him a 
bright, friendly smile. 

"I think he's trying to be patient, 
you know," she remarked to Williams 
when they were out of ear- Aot. 

"I suppose he is," Williams nrased. 
**He's a bit shaky still, of course. He 
hasn't got around to speaking to me 
yet. But good Lord, I don^t blame 
nim. Why should he speak?" 

Irene said nothing, but her ejrcs 
flashed. 

During the two nights that remained 
of the show, Irene set herself to 
examine Dillon. She had soon noticed 
that, in his heavy petulance, he was 
seizing every possible opportunity to 
be insulting. Once, Lucille Weston 
had swaggered nonchalantly tip to the 
box and, putting a hand on his shonlder, 
had asked, "Any room for me, Tom?" 

He glared up at her, then directed 
a glance of bearish disdain at her hand. 
He made no effort to clear the chair 
beside him of his coat and hat. 

Lucille, nothing daunted, snapped at 
him, "Well, can't you answer a civil 
question ?" 

Dillon, his haughty gaze on the rin|^, 
deigned to answer her at that. **This 
is my wife's box, not mine. Come in, 
if you want to. I've got no say as to 
wholl sit here and who won't. I should 
think )rou'd realize that by now." 

"Oh, all right." Lucille gave him a 
contemptuous smile and, sweeping his 
wraps off the unoccuf^ed chair, she 
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toaaed tiiem on his knee. '^Irene won't 
object to me, I fanqr/' she told him 
with a scomftil shrug as she sat down. 

"Naturally not. I daresay she's gtad 
to have you.'' Dillon at this moment 
intercepted a quick exchange of winks 
between Lucille and her husband. He 
jiaiqwd to his feet, flung his coat over 
his arm and stormed out of the box. 

"Don't be a goose, Lucille." He 
beard Irene's gay protest "Of course 
we want you — ^" 

So it went Irene was in no mood 
for compromise now. She under- 
stood that Dillon's hostility had be- 
ootne an uncontrollable force. She 
sensed a danger in his antagonism ; and 
ber spirit of gay'rebdlion received an 
added impetus from the realization. 
Still, as she watched his flushed face, 
with the dark blood conmted in the 
twelHng veins of his formead, she felt 
not oiSy d^ant but desperatdy un- 
easy. 

Dillon was in a towering rage; but 
more than once Irene caught in his 
hot lowering eyes a gleam of slow 
craftiness. He was pondering some 
scheme with caution and intentness. 
She knew tiiat lode of stealth; where 
Dilkm was secretive, he was also 
bafSingly dishonest. He was planning 
some tricky scheme of circumvention; 
Irene's intuition warned her of that. 

Her excitement kept her, however, 
from giving more than a glancing, 
cursory attention to her anxiety. For 
tbe most part, she was recklessly happy. 
Her moments of discouragement came 
when, during a brief musing silence, 
she would compare Dillon with Wil- 
Hams. A surge of tenderness would 
flow over her heart then: Williams 
remained the personification of the life 
die loved — the old mad scramble of 
riding and dissipation and queer fair- 
ness. A dirtinct vision of her Lenox 
futtire would shape itself swiftly 
against the bright backgrotmd of the 
present and, before it faded, would 
communicate a depression, stretching 
out as it did, a barren eternity of safety 
and smug domesticity. 
On tbe last night of the show, Williams 



issued a general mob-invitation to 
an impromptu midnight supper at 
Ddmonico's. He was standing just be- 
low Irene's box and, poking his head 
over the rail, he had tossed his convivial 
message carelessly at the Dillon guests. 
The project was hailed with joy. Irene 
gave her husband a swift inquiring 
glance ; he ignored it. 

Williams still bore Dillon no grudge 
for his unbroken silence of the past 
two nights. 

"How about it, Tom?" he called out. 
"You and Irenell join us?" 

"Oh, you're including mef" Dillon 
came bade with another question. 

Williams laughed good-naturedly. 
"Why, I'm hoping youll be the life 
of the party, Tom." 

"Thanks— but it's out of the ques- 
twn," Dillon told him. "If my wife 
wants to, she can go. She can go to 
the devil, if she wants to." 

The ludicrous boorishness of this 
struck even Dillon; he managed to 
bring out a faintly propitiatory laugh. 

Irene, bending over the rail, smiled 
brightly at Williams. 

"You're a dear, George," she said. 
"Of course 111 go." 

It was late when she got back to the 
hotel, but she went at once to Dillon's 
room. 

"I'm sorry to disturb you," she an- 
nounced, switching on the light beside 
his bed. "I have something to tcJl 
you." 

He threw a hand over his dazzled 
eyes. 

"Put that out, for God's sake!" he 
ordered impatiently. 

"All right, Tom." She obeyed him. 

In the darkness, she stood over him 
and remarked, "I've asked them all to 
our show in January." 

Dillon sprang up with an inarticulate 
bellow of rage. Thrusting her out of 
his way, he turned on the light. His 
eyes, peering at her, were bloodshot; 
with his massive chest and the taut, 
strained cords of his throat, he fright- 
ened her for a brief, dizzying mo- 
ment. 

Then Irene felt the resuf^ent tide of 
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her courage. She put up her head 
defiantly. 

"You didn't keep to your bargain, 
Tom," she said. "You've been damned 
nasty. I had a perfect right to ask 
anybody, after the way you acted. 
Your men friends can come to our 
show ; and if their silly wives don't like 
my kind, they can stay at home." Her 
voice had a challenging firmness. 

Dillon's rage still choked off his ut- 
terance. With brutal force he pushed 
her away from him. 

Irene grasped the night-table for sup- 
port. 

"There's no need of a row!" she 
cried. "You've behaved like a liar — 
that's all. / was justified. You can't 
be honest, you know, even when you 
want to, Tom. You've got some scheme 
in your head now — some plan to get the 
better of me. I've been watching you ; 
I can tell." 

They stood confronted during a long 
mcnnent of silence. Then Dillon shook 
himself out of his apoplectic daze. His 
wrath had dropped abruptly, as if her 
words had of a sudden cooled the tur- 
bulent racing of his blood to an equable 
beat. He gave her a slow, ugly smile. 
Then, shrugging her aside contemp- 
tuously, he threw himself onto the bed. 

"You're doing your best to make a 
damned fool of me," he mused aloud. 
"Just keep it up, Irene. Well see who 
does the crawling." 

"Ill risk it," she told him calmly. 

His only reply was a rumbling 
chuckle. 

"Put that light out and go to bed," 
he commanded peremptorily at length. 
"I'm tired." 

CHAPTER VIII 

During the next six weeks, Dillon 
spent a good part of the time in New 
York. When he returned to the Lenox 
farm he made a point of treating Irene 
with good-natured tderance; but there 
was sdwa^s a slow, ironic amusement 
in his attitude, an ill-concealed hint of 
imminent triumph. 

"There's no point in my asking you 



what's up," Irene commented once^ 
after he had returned from a mysterious 
excursion to town. "You wouldn't tdl 
me the truth. I wonder if you're plan- 
ning to stop our show at the last 
minute." 

"No indeed!" His face was in- 
scrutable. "I'm perfectly willing to give 
you your show, Irene — 

"Haven't I kept my word like a real 
sport?" he asked her genially on the 
January day that brou^t their guests 
to them, sweeping them on a snowy 
gale out of the jingling sleighs and into 
5ie warm fire-light of the great halt 

"Yes, you have," Irene acknowledged 
frankly. "Still—" She looked up into 
his guarded eyes and shook her head 
in perplexity. 

The private show proved an up- 
roarious success. To the accompani- 
ment of a fierce driving blizzard that 
turned the Lenox landscape into a 
swirling blur beyond the windows, the 
gaiety went its clamorous way. Half 
a dozen of Dillon's friends turned up 
with their strings of horses — but with- 
out their estimable wives. The profes- 
sional crowd could boast a full quota in 
its attendance. A string orchestra held 
sway in the afternoons in the gallery 
of the tan-bark ring; tucked away be- 
hind clumps of greenery in the drawing- 
room, they continued their tireless 
strumming of an evening. Both in the 
ring and at the house, servants were 
constantly throwing gigantic logs on 
the blazing hearths. The prizes, set out 
on a table in the lounge outside the 
ring, made as dazzling an array as the 
gifts at a fashionable wedding. The 
professional gang rode indiscriminately 
the Dillon, Moore, Remson and Thomp- 
son animals and trooped back to the 
house in absolute possession of arm- 
fuls of silver. Irene, the cordial 
hostess, gave over her own horses to 
the guests, keeping only the adored 
Cawdor for herself. 

As to the extravagance of Dillon's 
hospitality there could be no doubt. 
The wine-cellar yielded up its most 
precious freight. The dinners had sdl 
the heavy profusion any old English 
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squire ot tradition could demand; the 
long table, crowded with tankards and 
huge dishes whereon reposed headless 
turkqrs and partridges, possessed the 
informal evidence of some hearty, 
rollicking by-gone epoch. Till far into 
the night the trays of glasses circu- 
lated and the gambling ran a climacteric 
course. George Williams, still under 
the spell of his riotous good luck, won 
prodigious stuns. 

Irene and Williams were always to- 
gether. They strolled about arm in 
arm; they shared each other's childish 
zest in die merrymaking; lliey found 
themselves soldered tog^er in the old 
warm comradeship. In Irene there was 
stirring a queer maternal solicitude for 
this weary, shambling, dnmkenly 
muddled scap^oat When he lost his 
precarious balance on the stairs and 
came crashing down into the hall, it was 
Irene who helped him up and thrust 
bis cigar back into his mouth. She 
watched keenly the stages of his be- 
fuddlement each night; and, if his 
shsunbUng gait to his bedroom had too 
ominous a lurch from left to right, she 
sent a footman after him. 

"He may get as far as the bed," she 
would muse with perfect seriousness, 
"but he won't have the strength to take 
his clothes off." 

She took Williams candidly into her 
confidence. 

"I'm grateful to Tom, in a way," she 
told him. "He's done his level best; 
but the trouble with him is, he's so 
damned dishonest" 

DiUon and his particular friends had 
from the start adopted an air of cynical, 
shrugging tolerance toward the fes- 
tivities; they might have been a group 
of men-about-town who had slipped 
away from their own set to look in 
briefly on a gathering of the obscurer, 
gayer world. In the ring they watched 
the activities for a time, then, gravitat- 
ing tc^ether, sauntered away in a body ; 
it wotdd be hours before they showed 
up again. At dinner, they bantered one 
another over the lead of the others. 
Later, they would shut themselves into 
the billiard-room till bed-time. 



^I really don't mind that," Irene re- 
marked to Williams. 'If that is Tom's 
way of being decent, aU right." 

"He certoinly can't disapprove," 
Williams vouchsafed. "He's been in on 
much worse parties than this." 

Irene nodded 

"But you never can tell about a man 
like Tom after he marries," she mur- 
mured. "Some people, the minute they 
get a wife, think they've moved into a 
brand-new world." She paused. "That 
doesn't worry me, George. You see, 
I'm afraid Tom and the others are get- 
ting their heads together." 

Her voice rose to a defiant note as 
she reiterated the cause of her baffled 
anxiety: "The trouble is, he's 50 damned 
dishonest." 

At last, in a blaze of wintry stmshine 
on the white dazzle of the snow, the 
guests were herded into the sleighs and 
the great piles of luggage tumbled into 
the station-wagons. The jingle of bells 
could still be heard in the icy clearness 
of the air long after the traps had dis- 
appeared around a bend of the drive. A 
faint shout floated to Irene and Dillon 
in the door-way. 

She sighed. 

"Well, I'm sorry it's over," she con- 
fessed. 

"Come inside, Irene," Dillon said. 
"You'll catch your death of cold out 
here." His voice hekl a sharp authority. 
"Now we've got this party out the way, 
we'll have to settle down and come to a 
definite understanding." 

She walked past him into the house 
and he slammed the great door. 

CHAPTER IX 

A DEFINITE tmderstandingi The 
next morning Irene was to learn the 
stark facts from Dillon himself. He 
had waited for the moment when his 
plans should be complete; for all his 
arrogance, he had not dared to put the 
truth before her until compromise was 
out of the question. Throughout his 
weeks of furtive plotting he had 
vaguely realized the injustice of it all ; 
he had seen that there could be no oos- 
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sible chance of tricking out his scheme 
to even a specious show of righteous- 
ness. Irene's opposition would have 
been inflexible ; by no sophistical reason- 
ing could he have cajoled her into view- 
ing the matter with resignation. So he 
had resorted to cowardice. He had laid 
his mines secretly; but he possessed 
enough bullying strength to tell her what 
he had done after the train was lighted 
and the catastrophe unavoidable. And 
— the grim irony of it! — he could call 
it a definite understanding. 

Irene had been waiting for the dis- 
closure. She had not known what it 
would be. She had thought herself 
fortified ; but, for the first time in her 
life, she had fotmd herself crushed, 
beaten, utterly helpless. 

"You might as well know." His 
narrowed eyes, shifting from her face 
to the carpet at his feet, had a mingled 
look of surly craft and guilt. Bundled 
into a big fur coat, he had come to take 
leave of her; a sleigh was waiting at 
the door to drive him to the station. 
*'I*m selling every damned horse in the 
stables at public auction next week. 
I'm tired and sick of them." 

Now he'd got the words out, he was 
able to meet her gaze, was even able to 
achieve an expression of injured dig- 
nity. 

The mechanism of Irene's brain had 
come to a swift stop. She was aware 
only of an intolerable stillness. She 
shut her eyes tight. Then in an instant 
she felt the blood beating in her brain ; 
her mind had restuned its functioning 
at a crazy, dizzying speed. 

She opened her eyes. She was stand- 
ing in the middle of her bedroom. 
Dillon had gone. With a terrified cry 
she ran out into the hall and down the 
stairs. 

"Tom! Tom!" Her voice had a stri- 
dent, imploring note. 

Then she saw the sleigh flash swiftly 
past a window. 

She sank down and, with her throb- 
bing forehead pressed against the cold 
wood of the stair-post, burst into 
hysterical sobs. 

"He's a liar— a liar!" she repeated 



again and again in her futile wrath. 

All at once there came to her, dis- 
tinctly and startlingly loud in the quiet 
house, Dillon's gruff challei^ of weeks 
ago, "Well see who does the crawling." 

"/ won't!" Irene sprang to her feet 

As if Dillon stood beside her now, 
she lifted her head defiantly and choked 
back her sobs. 

"/ won't !" she reiterated aloud. 

She walked with a brave firmness up 
the stairs and into her own room. Then 
she threw herself on the bed and sur- 
rendered again to her passionate grief 
and her indomitable, blmd anger. 

The next four days were an agony of 
hopeless, baffled protest and indecision. 
It was with something like relief that 
Irene clung to the one inexorable truth 
in all the bewildering maze; the horses 
were to be sold ; the auction could not 
be prevented now. The newspapers 
jubilantly flaunted the tidings. "Tues- 
day night — at eight — at Durland's." 
The black lettering gave the last mark 
of dread finality to the event 

And then — Dillon would be coming 
back to her. She knew just how he 
would act. He would treat her sym- 
pathetically, indulgently. He mi||ht 
even confess to a regret that the thing 
had to be; but every glance and genial 
caress would force home his conviction 
that he had acted for her, that he had 
guided her where she could not guide 
herself. Irene had the vision of his 
return always before her eyes. She 
would cry out vehemently, projecting 
herself forward into the imminent 
scene, giving him her unswerving de- 
fiance and her implacable resentment. 
But what profit could there be in it all 7 
There lay her unsleeping fear. He had 
taken everything away from her; she 
had nothing left. She might parade her 
anger before him eternally ; it would not 
bring her any comfort. He had lied 
to her, broken down her defenses and 
beaten her; in achieving his dishonor- 
able triumph, he had made himself the 
one brute force in her life. 

The horses would be sold and Dillon 
would come back to her! She was 
without a weapon of any sort. 
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A weariness crept orer Irene. Now 
at least, after all her courage and her 
fine show of independency ^e was be- 
ghming to fed the crushing weight of 
Dillon's power. Her resistance, despite 
her ever-recurrent bursts of bravado, 
was weakening. She had never known 
persistent discouragement before; she 
was unable to cope with it. Her mood 
was deadening inevitably to that of re- 
sentful resignation. 

On Monday morning the gaOant 
cavalcade from the stables set out for 
the train. Irene stood at the door of 
the tan-bark ring and looked on at the 
intoleraUe pageant. The horses capered 
about irritably, capriciously; the sting- 
ing cold had communicated a goad to 
their feverish blood. Grooms were 
dionttng excited commands ; the animals 
riKX>k their fiery heads and stamped 
with petulant protest against tfie hsird, 
ringing ground. Gtwdor shied vi- 
ciously away from his attendant and 
badced at a mad dance into a groiq> 
of other horses that had just been let 
out of the stable. At once, everything 
was stampeding confusion. Shipley the 
trainer hurled himself into the fracas 
and narrowly escaped a kick in the 
head. Men were bemg jerked this way 
and that at the furious will of the 
beasts. A scared stable-boy took to his 
heels. Then Irene rushed forward and, 
shn^fging aside Shipley's protest, 
grasped Cawdor's rein. For an exciting 
moment she fought with him and 
pleaded eagerly with him. At length 
he quieted to her appeal; but his eyes 
still flashed rebellion and his whinny 
had an exasperated trumpet-note. Irene 
laughed up at him. 

^'You'd never give into injustice, my 
dear," she tdd him, as if in wistful 
apology for her own pitiful short- 
comings. 

•'Now, now!" she scolded him 
humorously for his pettish pawing at 
the earth. 

Coaxing and stroking him, she socm 
had smoothed out his ruffled temper. 
Then she put a hand to his mane and, 
drawing his head down, laid her cheek 
tenderiy against his tMritching muzzle. 



"Ill n§ver give you up I" she cried 
bf a sudden. 

The words startled her; she had not 
been fully conscious of what she said 
until the passionate pledge was out. 

In another moment the brilliant pro- 
cession had b^^un its clattering exit 
from the enclosure. The sun glanced 
on the polished flanks of the blanketed 
animals. The haughty heads stood out 
proudly against the keen sky. And 
these vicious, arrogant, warrior-like 
creatures were taking the straight road 
to the humiliation of a public auction! 

Irene watched them out of sight. Her 
eyes were flashing now with a bright, 
dauntless anger. The departure of her 
horses had acted like a martial clarion- 
call to her spirits. The blood that bad 
seemed coagulated oppressively around 
her heart had been set free. She drew 
her shoulders together with a swift ex- 
citement and tossed her head. All at 
once she had ceased to think of her 
husband as the one relentless factor in 
her life. Her heart raced at a gallop; 
a resolve had sprung up buo3rantly to 
meet her need. 

She ran back to the house. 

"When is that train leaving?" she 
asked the butler. 

"In just an hour, Madame." 

"I'm catching it. Have a sleigh 
here," she ordemi as she started up the 
stairs. Perceiving the look of amaze- 
ment on the man's face, she burst into 
a gay, exuberant laugh. 

At ten o'clodc that evening Irene 
was perdied on an arm of tl^ divan 
in the drawing-room of Williams' New 
York apartment. With a friendly hand 
on the man's shoulder, she leaned dose 
to him while he lit her cigarette. 

"But what the heU, Irene?" He 
showed himself at a loss. 

"I want all the ready cash you can 
spare, George." She elucidated the 
reason of her hasty visit. "And I want 
you to come with me to Durland's to- 
morrow evening." 

CHAPTER X 

The Dillon auction brought out a 
picturesque throng. All the ragtag 
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element, the camp-followers of the 
horse-show world, were there for the 
sheer excitement of the thing. Dillon's 
friends, pompously ccmsdous of them- 
selves as the notaSles of the gathering, 
arrived with their overfed, over-dress^ 
wives ; they made a brief parade of their 
important persons and then took in- 
conspicuous seats on the platform ; this 
retirement frcmi the public gaze was 
not prompted by modesty — rather by a 
shrewd laiowledge of their own worth. 
It really didn't pay, in a fashionable 
auction, for the potentates who were 
planning to buy to occupy front-row 
places. An auctioneer, with an eye to 
commissions, could make capital of an- 
other man's vain splurging. Dillon's 
friends were giving over the bidding 
into the hands of accredited agents — 
quiet, unassuming fellows who knew 
how to run out a bargain and who could 
interpret signals from behind their em- 
ployers' programs without drawing the 
attention of others to the mute ex- 
change. 

It was a conglcmierate crew — ^no 
doubt of that — in the Durland ring 
that night. A throng of the vulgar 
rich, a scattering of the really fashion- 
able, a dun collection of agents, a 
bright group of half-world beauties 
with sleek Jewish escorts, a swaggering 
delegation of professionals, a super- 
cilious jockey or two from the racing 
world, and, standing below the plat- 
form, a crowd of the riffraff! Up in 
the gallery an orchestra struggled for a 
hearing in the babble and din of ar- 
rivals. 

Irene and Williams had slipped in 
quietly. One of the pretty showgirls 
had nudged her Semitic companion and 
whispered rapturously, "That's Mrs. 
Dillon in the riding-habit ; she's just as 
stveet as her pictures." Otherwise their 
entrance had gone unheeded. They sat 
near the bade of the platform and 
smoked cigarettes. Irene showed her 
towering excitement only by an occa- 
sional tense whisper and a frequent 
3uick drawing together of her shoul- 
ers. 

"Tom's not here," she murmured 



once with a sigh of relief. "Thank 
God for that, anyhow." 

The first three-quarters of an hour 
proved uneventful. The horses knocked 
down respectable prices; they were the 
less noteworthy of the Dillon string 
and their names and performances 
elicited only a casual interest. The bid- 
ding went on, a polite, rather listless 
dumb-show for the most part. Some- 
times an agent would drawl out a bored 
initial offer; then the bartering would 
continue by signs to 'ts honorable con- 
clusion. 

Suddenly the orchestra swung into 
a gay rii3rthm of a Strauss waltz; at 
once, people had begun to crane eager 
necks. Shipl^ was on a horse's back 
and, with a sly smile of satisfaction, 
had started the animal around the ring. 

Cawdor! That one word had con- 
verted the occasion from the glum die- 
nity of obsequies to a triumphsmt laix. 
Cawdor, the most spectacular, glamor- 
ous name in the Dillon roll-call. It 
was as if a bright light had been flashed 
into the dim recesses of the spectators' 
memories; people found themselves 
looking back into the past, living over 
again with the proud horse M, his 
glorious victories of three crowded 
years. A surge of excitement swept 
over the gallery ; in a moment, a deafen- 
ing applause had broken loose, drown- 
ing the suave measures of the music 
in a clamor of handclapping and a 
sharp, staccato rapping of walking- 
sticks. 

Cawdor, mincing exquisitely to the 
rh3rthm of the waltz, had kept one 
quivering ear cocked for the welccnne 
of the human herd. When the clatter 
of recognition struck on his sensitive 
brain, he braced himself on his taut 
fore-legs and sent his hind-hoofs with 
mischievous gaiety into the air. Then 
he tossed his head high in response to 
the laughter of the gallery, snorted dis- 
dainfully and, with his front knees 
hugging his sledc breast in turn, swept 
around and around the ring in a shower 
of tan-bark. The performance had an 
aristocratic hauteur about it; the 
privil^;e of housing this animal in one's 
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stable must come Ugh. He had made 
the drcuit of the place a dozen times 
before the auctioneer could bring him- 
self to stop the triumphal progress. 
When Shipley at last reined the vain 
beast in, its sides were flecked with 
foam. It flashed a superb glance at 
its prospective buyers, coughed and 
blew the spume from its nostrils. 

Irene had lost her head utterly. She 
had clapped and stamped out her 
frenzied joy till she was wdl-nigh 
breathless. When she realized that the 
auctioneer was calling for bids, she 
jtmiped to her feet, saluted the man 
quaintly and called out on a clear high 
note, "Five thousand dollars — five thou- 
sand!" She had no realization of the 
amused flurry her abrupt appearance 
on the scene had created. 

That the Dillon auction was in the 
nature of drastic discii^ine no one had 
ever doubted. It was of course the 
irate husband's way of removing from 
a too reckless wife the means of {lay- 
ing with fire. It meant trouble and 
domestic friction; but somdiow Dillon 
had always been such a power it had 
never occurred to people that his in- 
tolerant decree might foment rebdHon. 
Irene, it was taken for granted, would 
be crying her heart out m Lenox while 
the sale went on. It was a decided 
shock to see her suddenly and jojrfulfy 
spring into sight. The temerity of it 
evoked whispered amazement and a 
subdued commendation. After all it 
was rather admirable. 

**Oh — damnT Charies Remson mut- 
tered and bit a comer of his program 
impatiently, '^'^hat's she doing here — 
in the name of all that's holy?^ 

He had already notified Dillon of his 
intention to buy Cawdor. Moreover, 
he had meant the horse to be a peace- 
offering for his wife; she had caught 
on to a recent irregularity of his and 
was raising a fearful row. He glowered 
at his agent and nodded encouragement. 

Irene, her shoulders thrown back with 
determination, carried the bids up by 
thousands. Her abotmding enthusiasm 
communicated itself to the agent and he 
shouted his offers back at her. 



'Ten thousand r* she cried at last, 
sweeping the amount up two thousand 
dollars. 'Ten thousand!" 

She glanced at the eager crowd and 
laughed jubilantly. 

At that, Remson, unable to keep out 
of the fray any longer, sprang from 
his seat. 

"Twelve thousand!" he yelled with 
impulsive wrath. 

"Fourteen !" she came back. "Fowr- 
teen thousand, Chariie!" 

This was greeted with chortling de- 
light by the gallery. 

"Oh, hdl !" Remson protested, '^ou 
can have the horse and welcome." He 
flung himself back into his seat. 

The hammer banged down; the vic- 
tory was Irene's. 

Still under the heady spell of her 
excitement, she squeezed WiHiams' 
arm jojrfully, then, pushing her way to 
the edge of the plattorm, ran down the 
steps. Without really knowing what 
happened, she let Shipley help her into 
the ring. And all at once she was 
looking up into Cawdor's blazing; 
jealous eyes! The next moment slw 
had put ter boot in the trainer's offered 
palm and felt herself being swung into 
the saddle. 

The gallery, indulgently appbusive, 
stirred her enthusiasm. She signaled 
her gajr gratitude. Cawdor, his right 
ear pricked to her murmured encour- 
agement, leaped forward under her. 
^e sent him ahead at a tearing gallop. 

"He's mine — mine?" she exult^, her 
silent chant of possession timed to the 
thudding hoof -beats. 

Suddmly, with a stifled exclamation, 
she tugged the horse back to an abrupt 
standstill. Dillon was leaning over the 
rail at her side. His face, darkly 
flushed, with the veins on his forehead 
purple and distended, showed his bKnd 
rage. He caught at the reins and jerked 
her over to the fence. 

"Get do'w'n off that horse," he com- 
manded. "Come here to me, Irene." 

He beckoned Shipley over to him. 
The trainer darted to Cawdor's head 
and Irene, slipping from the saddle, 
was lifted bomly out of the ring and 
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found herself standing face to face 
with Dillon. 

He tossed a combative glance at the 
humming, buzzing crowd. 

"We'd better not row here," he told 
her. 

Grasping her arm, he led her out into 
a deserted ante-room. 

"Now then!*' He pushed her away 
from him. "What are you doing 
herer 

Irene was coolly hostile. "I came 
from Len(»c yesterday — to buy Caw- 
dor, Tom." 

"You've made a laughing-stock of 
me," he burst out, "a joke before all 
my friends. And after all I've done 
for you!" He was shouting his 
generosity at her like an extravagant 
bOl that demanded payment. "I 
bought you, in the first place, for a 
good deal more than you were worth, 
remember, I've given you ever3rthing 
you wanted since — everything!" His 
voice rose harshly as he summed up his 
compelling grievance. "What in hell 
were you, anyhow, before, I married 
you?" 

Irene showed herself unimpressed by 
his vindictive rhetoric. 

"I had to buy Cawdor," she caught 
him up. "That's aU." 

"And you've made a vulgar show of 
the whole business." Her disobedience 
had dealt his pride a smarting hurt; 
but, though he might be the butt of the 
crowd's ridicule, he could still assert 
his scornful mastery of her. 

"Now you've got to be taught your 
lesson," he told her hotly. "You've got 
to be shown what common decency is." 

Irene refused to flinch at the threat. 

"You'd better be careful, Tom." Her 
voice was firm and defiant. "You 
won't get anywhere by bullying me." 

He fell into a moody, musing silence 
for a moment. Then, 

"So you bid the horse in," he said, his 
tone ominously gentle now. 

"I did." She gave him a calm level 
glance. 

Dillon laughed at her contemp- 
tuously. 

"See here, Irene," he put it up to her, 



"what are you going to do with it?" 

Without waiting for a reply he came 
a step nearer. His eyes had a fierce 
hot gleam in them. 

"Hell never go back to Lenox," he 
confronted her. "Hell never be put 
into a stable of mine. 

He was done with arguing; it was 
for him at present to press his au- 
thority. 

Irene bit her lips and a swift rush 
of .discouragement betrayed itsdf in 
an uneven intake of breaA. The utter 
hopelessness of the struggle had struck 
her ; all her blood seemwi to turn slug- 
gish around her heart. On the instant 
she had forgotten where she was. This 
was the moment she had dreaded; the 
ineffectual, exasperating scene she had 
associated with Dillon's return to 
Lenox. They stood there, implacably 
confronted. Any understanding, any 
chance of a compromise was out of the 
questi(Mi. They had stepped together 
into the intderable future. Irene's 
whirling excitement of the past two days 
had buoyed her up and narrowed her 
horizon. She had seen no further than 
her triumphant act of rebellion. Now 
it was as if a fog had lifted. She and 
Dillon faced each other, alone in a 
dreary universe. 

Then, all at once the subdued rumor 
of the ring reached her, and in a flash 
Irene, recapturing the present with a 
sweeping joy, realized that she could 
never go back to Dillon. Her revolt 
had not been, after all, a random, futile 
thing; it had been an escape into a new 
freedom, not a defiance for a day. 
Though she had not known yesterday 
that she was effecting a complete 
severance, she knew it now. That brief 
vision of the Lenox future, pressing 
upon her with a weight that seemed 
palpable, had given her all the fierce 
strength she n^ed. The marriage to 
Dillon had been a grotesque mistake; 
nothing could drive her under the yoke 
again. 

She raised her head with a proud 
independence. 

"It's no use, Tom!" she cried. "I'm 
going to do just as I please now. 
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Cawdor belongs to me — ^not to you. You 
can't dictate your terms any longer." 

"You're a fool!" he told her furi- 
ously. "You happen to belong to me, as 
a matter of fact. You've bought the 
horse with my money and you intend 
to keep him on my property." He 
turned away from her and started for 
the door. "He goes back into the sale 
now; and you'll return to Lenox — ^with 
me — in the morning." 

He tossed his ultimatum over his 
shoulder at her. 

Irene sprang after him. 

"Wait a minute." She seized his arm. 
"I d(Mi't intend to ship Cawdor to 
Lenox. Hell stay here in New York — 
with me." 

"What do you mean ?" Dillon wheeled 
around on her savajg^ely. 

"That I'm not going back with you I" 
she flashed out. "You've taught me 
my lesson with a vengeance, Tom. 
We're quits; and well stay quits." 

He twitched his coat-sleeve away from 
her. 

"You may just as well stop talking 
rot." He brought the words out in a 
measured, hammering monotone. "I 
still own the horse — ^and I still own 
you." In his arrogant conviction of 
proprietorship he let her see his brutal 
scorn. "I mean to get rid of one and 
keep the other, that's all. I've had 
enough of your damned nonsense. 
You're through with horses ; youll give 
your time to your child and me." 

Irene's nostrils quivered, as if she 
were filling them with the first breath 
of free air. 

"It's you I'm through with !" she ex- 
claimed. "Can't you see that, if it's 
a question of you or Cawdor, vou 
haven't got a chance in the world ? And 
you can't put the horse back in the sale, 
Tom. George Williams' money bought 
him — not yours." She looked fear- 
lessly into his face. "I don't care a rap 
for money or protection or what you'd 
call decency. All I'm after is fair treat- 
ment and George will give me that." 
Her voice mounted to a clear ringing 
note of joy. "I am going back to him 
tonight!" 

S. Set— Mar.— 3 



Only her bright, proud disdain saved 
her, during a tense instant, from phy- 
sical violence. Dillon had blundered 
forward furiously, blindly, his flush 
darkening and mottling to a purple that 
here and there showed a patch of turgid 
black. TTien her face had swum clear 
of the reeling confusion. Dillon peered 
at her with his narrowed, ugly eyes; 
and instantly he knew that he had lost 
her. His brute force was impotent, 
heavily helpless before her inflexible 
bravery. In her keen, unflinching an- 
tagonism there was a quality of absolute 
finality that struck in even on his 
choleric daze and forced home its proof 
of the immeasurable distance between 
them. 

Dillon, desperately striving to reach 
her by a last outburst of insolence or 
by a frenzied plea for an understanding 
parley — ^he had no idea what his 
strangled utterance might have been — 
found himself choked, unable to speak 
one of the passionate words. 

"No, it's not any use," Irene said. 
"I'm going back to him tonight." 

She walked firmly past Dillon and 
was gone. 

Emerging on the gay confusion of 
the ring, she beckoned Williams to her. 

"Let s go now," she whispered, slip- 
ping a hand into the crook of his arm. 
"We've got something to ceiebraie, my 
dear!" 

CHAPTER XI 

Mrs. Charlie Remson in her box at 
the Newport show was being ponder- 
ously didactic. "A woman who is worth- 
less can't stand respectability, even with 
millions to back it up. You know the 
old saying about the sow's ear — And, 
tfiough she's up to her neck in debt, 
she's still refusing to sell her horse to 
my husband. Sheer bravado, of 
course." 

"She shows the strain." The woman 
beside Mrs. Remson leveled a haughty 
lorgnette at the ring. "She must be 
tir^, by this time, of nursing George 
Williams through delirium tremens." 

"And there are people who blame 
Tom for getting the divorce himself !" 
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Mrs. Remson emitted an indignant 
snort, then veered abruptly to the sen- 
timental vein. "Tom deserves all the 
sympathy we can give him. And that 
darling child — simply his whole life, 
my dear. Poor motherless little thing — ** 
She sighed. "Charlie and I have 
just sent it a packing-case full of toys 
for its birthday. I can scarcely realize 
it — two years old. It seems only yes- 
terday—" 

They shook sad heads at the relent- 
less flight of time. 

"She is an inexplicable woman." 
Mrs. Remson confessed herself at a 
loss. "Why doesn't she marry the Wil- 
liams creature? Even if she has lived 
with him for years, the decent thing 
would be to legalize matters. For the 
sake of Tom's child, at least — " 

They relapsed into musing silence. 

"Such an uninteresting show !" Mrs. 
Remson looked wearily into the ring. 

"And such a poor attendance !" Her 
companion gave a bored glace at the 
gallery. 

It was the signal for departure. 
They got heavily to their feet. 

"Horse shows aren't what they used 
to be," Mrs. Remson commented with 
a melancholy smile. "Scattering the 
Dillon stables was a death-blow, Charlie 
says. It started so many others selling." 

Her friend joined in the mournful 
strain. "Yes — and automobiles — " 

"Of course — automobiles," came the 
hollow echo from Mrs. Remson. 

It was getting dark. A gust of eve- 
ning breeze, with a September sharp- 
ness in it, swept over the Cashio. The 
last class had been judged. The bugler 
was soimding taps over the grave of 
another Newport season. Irene stood 
at Cawdor's head and played with the 
championship ribbon he was proudly 



flaunting. Her smile had an undimmed 
radiance; the woman in the Remson 
box had stretched her imapnation to 
the cracking-point in her effort to 
glimpse a hint of unhappiness. Irene 
still had the unblemished porcelain-like 
surface of former years. At this 
moment her thoughts were on another 
Newport show. She was recalling the 
day on which Dillon had first permitted 
himself a display of mastery over her. 
She liked to glance back over her 
shoulder into her life with Dillon. The 
oppressive shadow of those years inten- 
sified the brightness of the easy-going; 
harum-scarum, adventurous present. 

Yes — Tom had taught her her lesson. 
He had proved to her that only as a 
frank freebooter could she keep fast 
hold of happiness. 

Williams ambled up to her and to- 
gether they caressed the capricious 
horse. 

"I have an idea I'm going to win 
a lot with the prize-money tonight, 
Irene." He laughed and a strong whiff 
of Scotch whiskey mingled with, the 
pungent reek of the horse. 

Irene patted the man sympathetically 
on his protruding shouder-blades. 

He ginned and put a lean arm around 
her waist. 

"We've got to get out of town some- 
how, you know," he reminded her. 
"And we've got to keep Cawdor away 
from the duns." 

Irene laughed up at him gaily. 

"Oh, it's a great life, George!" she 
exclaimed. 

She tossed her head in dauntless de- 
fiance of Fate and drew her slight 
shoulders together swiftly. 

"Youll win!" she assured him. 
'*We'll always get by somehow. I'm 
not afraid." 
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Death Mates 

By Anita Loos 



IT has always been my boast that I 
have kept a respectable house. It's 
hard enough to do, as any landlady 
in Philadelphia can tell you, but my 
lodgers have always been just the 
same to me as members of my own 
family. I've always watched their 
comings and goings and seen to it 
that they kept out of mischief just 
the same as though they were my 
own children. I seldom have anyone 
for very long, which, of course, is be- 
cause it is a transient neighborhood. 
That's the reason why I have to be 
so careful. But when the one lodger 
I could have banked on, a woman I 
have known intimately for fifteen 
years, who has been everything that 
a good Christian ought to be, sud- 
denly becomes a hussy overnight, 
spends her savings on immodest, col- 
ored undergarments, and dies under 
the most awful circumstances, caus- 
ing my house to be investigated, I 
simply give up. I'm through with 
trying to understand human nature. 

Ella Craigen first came to me fif- 
teen years ago — and she wasn't an 
entire stranger then. She was an old 
friend of Cousin Abbie's, who sent her 
to me because she was a stranger in 
Philadelphia and wanted a quiet, 
respectable place to live. 

I saw at once that she was a good 
girl. Her eyes weren't exactly 
crossed, but they had a sort of cast 
in them. She was very thin and 
pale. She had a sharp nose, very 
light blue eyes and thin lips, and was 
not given much to talk. She had a 
position teaching — ^which she held 



with honor up to the end. That 
shows what the Board of Educaticm 
thought about her! 

As I say — she was evetything that 
a good girl ought to be, all those 
years until the end ! There was only 
one thing about her that might have 
given me a clue. She did have beau- 
tiful hair. It was long and golden 
and very thick — although I will say 
that she never made a boast of it and 
always wore it straight back in a very 
modest, unbecoming bun. I suppose 
if I had been a professor of psychol- 
ogy that hair might have given me 
a clue. 

When I think of her as she was all 
those years! I thought — in fact, we 
all thought — that she was the most 
modest creature in the world. The 
men all used to notice it. I never 
knew she spoke to a man for over a 
minute in all her life. She always 
pretended to have the greatest con- 
tempt for them, and although she 
was so modest and all, I think she 
could have held her own against any 
of them. She had that sort of con- 
stant, righteous indignation that God 
gives good women for their defense 
in this world. 

Not only was she self-respecting 
and quiet, but she had a very bad 
case of heart trouble that made her 
all the more retiring. She had to be 
very careful to keep from excitement 
of any kind and always took two 
minutes to climb the stairs. She used 
to do it with her watch in her hand. 

After she had been with me about 
two years, we became quite friendly. 
She took the Nautilus and I took the 
Ladies^ Home Journal, and she used 
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to come downstairs two or three times 
a week and read aloud while I did 
my mending. She was great on im- 
proving the mind, and never did 
anything without making sure it 
would benefit her. 

She used to read the Ladie^ Home 
Journal from cover to cover to me, 
but always skipped the radical parts 
about sex and hygiene and such 
things. I'm just telling this to 
show how she fooled me for fifteen 
years. 

She never had a male caller, and 
very few women. There were 
other teachers who used to call once 
in a while when she was sick. About 
the only mail she got was a few 
motto post cards at holiday times. 
She had these mottoes hung all over 
her room. She was very advanced 
on New Thought lines. 

The first time I ever knew her to 
take any interest in men, whatsoever, 
was after the war started and then, 
of course, we were all trying to help 
the soldier boys, so I didn't think 
anything of it. She used to sit in her 
room night after night till sometimes 
one and two o'clock making New 
Thought scrapbooks for the wounded 
boys. She would get all worked up 
making them — she was terribly pa- 
triotic. I used to go up and try to 
make her go to bed. Her cheeks used 
to blaze and her eyes sparkle, and I 
knew it was bad for her heart. 

But she wouldn't listen to me. She 
used to say, "What is this in com- 
parison with what those brave boys 
are doing over there?" 

She really became half daft about 
the war. She had a map in her room 
and followed up every day with col- 
ored pins. 

When the wounded boys started 
coming back, she got worse. She 
used to turn out New Thought scrap- 
books at the rate of two a week. It 
took a great deal of her money, too. 

When the restrictions began she 
did more than her duty. She 
w^ouldn't touch sugar or meat and she 
got along with scarcely any heat or 



light. But in spite of everything, her 
health seemed to be improving — she 
had color all the time — and life. She 
was all stirred up. 

Then an incident happened — it was 
about the light restrictions. It al- 
ways took her about twenty minutes 
to comb her hair in the morning, as 
she was very neat about keeping it 
clean and healthy. When the light 
restriction went on she wouldn't turn 
on the electricity in the morning, 
and her room being so little and dark 
with only one window, she had to 
stand right in the window to get 
enough light to see at all. 

Right across the street is a big 
hotel — ^the Touraine, One morning 
as she was combing her hair at the 
window, she looked across and saw 
the boldest, foreign looking man sit- 
ting in the window — in his night shirt — 
glaring right at her. 

She was terribly mad (or so at 
least she told me), and she motioned 
him to get away, but he only grinned 
and went right on. She tried to draw 
the Swiss curtain, but then she 
couldn't see to put on her hair tonic 
— so she had to go and put on her 
waist and collar and comb her hair 
that way with him leering over at 
her all the time. She came down- 
stairs and told me that it was dis- 
graceful that this grinning foreign 
monkey could spend his time like this 
when our boys were fighting and 
dying over there. She never had 
much use for foreigners — ^and I think 
this was the first time she had ever 
been insulted by a man. She senned 
terribly upset — and I believed her ! 

She worked longer than ever on 
her New Thought books that night. 

The next morning when she came 
downstairs she was almost pretty, she 
was so lit up and excited. In the first 
place this foreign monkey had been 
at the window and behaved exactly 
like he did the morning before. That 
made her mad. But what made her 
excited was that they had 'phoned 
from the hospital that she could come 
down and help entertain the wounded 
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boys. She had made application 
months before. She had three of her 
New Thought scrapbooks under her 
arms, and was going down straight 
from school to read out of them to 
the boys. 

I told her to be careful of her 
heart — ^but she said the doctor told 
her that it was lots better. She had 
never felt so well in her life. And 
she sailed oflF. 

I could hardly wait for her to come 
in at dinner time. I heard several go 
upstairs — but no one went slow 
enough to be her. It got to be eight 
o'clock. Finally I heard young Mr. 
Ranee come in. He went to the hos- 
pital often to see one of his friends, 
so I went out into the hall and asked 
him if he'd been there. He had, so 
I asked him did he see Miss Craigen. 
He said yes, and told me what hap- 
pened. 

It seems the boys weren't advanced 
enough to appreciate her New 
Thought books, and there were some 
variety girl singers down there — all 
painted up and singing ragtime songs 
— so they didn't pay any attention to 
her at all. 

I rushed upstairs and listened at 
her door. Sure enough — she was in 
there— crying. She felt she couldn't 
face me and had run upstairs so I 
wouldn't know she had come in. I 
didn't know what to say, so I just 
tiptoed back again. 

The next morning when she came 
down she didn't say a word about 
what had happened. But she didn't look 
like she had for the last few months. 
She was pale and tired looking. But 
she was terribly indignant. The 
foreigner was still at the window in 
the Touraine. I think she was a little 
bit glad to have this to talk about, as 
it covered up the other, and how the 
boys didn't appreciate the New 
Thought. She went on quite a tirade 
about men, about how common their 
tastes were, and this one in particular, 
and said she'd show him his place if it 
was the last thing she did. 

That night, without a word, she 



came downstairs with her magazine 
and we had our evening just as 
though the war had never broken in. 
There was no talk of scrapbooks, and 
I noticed she tried to skip everything 
in the magazine about soldiers. That 
was our last night! When she went 
to go upstairs she told me that she 
was not going to endure the foreigner 
another day. She had done the best 
she knew how to help men and they 
didn't seem to appreciate it, and she 
wasn't going to let one of them make 
her life miserable. 

She went out earlier than usual the 
next morning, and I watched out of 
the front window to see what she did. 
Sure enough — she went into the 
Touraine. She stayed there about fif- 
teen minutes and when she came out 
her face was set and white. She 
went around the corner and I lost 
sight of her. 

She came in at the usual time that 
night — went upstairs as usual, taking 
two minutes. I could hardly wait 
to get up to her room and find out 
what she had done to that foreigner 
— but when I got there she didn't 
seem to want to talk. She was put- 
ting something away in the bureau 
drawer. (I found out later what it 
was, the sly thing I) She said she 
wanted to be quiet and go to bed, so 
I left her. 

Then came the morning I What a 
morning. Never again will I believe 
in anybody. 

She did not come down at her usual 
time. It got later and later and I 
beg^n to be worried. Finally I went 
upstairs and knocked. There was no 
answer. I knocked ag^in. No answer. 
I opened the door with my pass-key 
and walked in. There she sat — at the 
window. Her hair was down — it did 
look beautiful. But she was clothed 
in the most brazen pink-colored un- 
dergarment. From the waist up she 
might as well have had nothing on 
at all. Her face was smeared with 
rouge I I stood rooted to the spot. 
Finally I got my breath and said, 
"Ella Craigen!** She didn't answer. 
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I went over to her. I shook her. Her 
shoulder felt like ice. She was dead ! 
Her heart at lastl But on the thres- 
hold of death she had got herself 
up regardless in order to attract that 
foreigner across the street! And she 
had pretended all the time to hate 
him — she had gone over to the hotel 
on the pretense of complaining about 
him — and probably all the time it was 
only to see him closer. I was simply 
stunned but I did have sense enough 
to cover up her naked body and put 
her on the bed before I called for 
help. 

We sent across to the Touraine for 
Dr. Gregory. Before he got here I 
had rubbed the paint off her face and 
had her in a decent flannel night- 
gown. 

He was quite interested in the case 
— it seemed as if he had seen her be- 
fore — ^although I didn't think she ever 
went to him. I told him she died 
decently in bed — that was a white lie, 
Heaven knows ! He said that it was 
her heart — that she showed evidences 
of an emotional struggle of some 
sort. He could tell that because her 
nails had dug into the flesh of her 

falms and her face was all contorted, 
knew this was because her better 
nature had come to and the spirit 
had probably done its best to fight 
the flesh before she passed on. 

We finally got her buried quietly. 
But that woman certainly spoiled my 
belief in human nature. I am 
through with taking chances. 



n 



Dr. Gregory dropped into his club 
that evening after a trying day. He 
had had two deaths — one of them a 
heart case, a little old maid school 
teacher with whom he had had a pe- 
culiar experience the day before. The 
other, Lieutenant Bellini, the famous 
Italian Ace, who had been confined in 
his rooms at the Hotel Touraine for 
several months — a victim of shell 
shock. 

The Italian was an adorable boy — 



sweet, warm of nature and childlike. 
The doctor had learned to love him, 
as had everyone with whom the 
lonely, whimsical foreigner had come 
in contact. 

The doctor felt talkative and made 
his way toward a friend. 

"I see that Bellini died," the friend 
said as he looked up from his news- 
paper. 

The doctor settled himself in the 
easy chair, lit a cigar and beg^n his 
story. 

'Today," he said, "I saw death take 
two of the most contrasting natures 
— with a strange bond between 
them." 

The friend was interested and put 
down his paper. 

"Young Bellini had been in a bad 
way, nervously, for months," said Dr. 
Gregory, "when, one morning, I 
found him almost normal and quiet. 
Then he told me what brought it 
about. It seems that there was a 
woman in a cheap lodging house 
across the street who had appeared 
at her window and combed some 
beautiful yellow hair. Bellini had 
been terribly homesick, and the sight 
of that hair brought to his mind a 
little sweetheart he had had once in 
Venice. It cheered him so that he 
spent one whole happy morning — and 
even in the afternoon when his at- 
tacks came back, he kept amused, 
wondering if the girl would be there 
the next day. Sure enough she was — 
and every day after — and Bellini 
watched her and found calm and con- 
tentment. Of course I knew he 
couldn't pull through — but I was 
grateful for those few cheerful mo- 
ments he had. 

"Yesterday I was in the parlor of 
his suite talking with the nurse when 
someone knocked. It was the owner 
of the hair come over to complain 
and say that if the boy's interest in 
her didn't stop she would report it to 
the hotel. 

"She was a poor, little, faded out 
school teacher — with this incongru- 
ous mop of what one might almost 
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call voluptuous, golden hair. Puri- 
tan — of course, to the finger-tips, and 
full of righteous indignation. I ex- 
plained things to her and told her 
that if she was able to give this poor 
soldier a little camouflaged thrill, she 
ought to be happy to do it and mark 
it down as war work. I described the 
little Venetian sweetheart sitting in 
the window in her rose chemise (as 
Bellini had described her to me), 
smiling down on him as he lay in 
bed in the late mornings. I asked her 
why she couldn't go on combing her 
beautiful hair and bringing back 
those happy days to the poor boy. 
Of course that shocked her — poor 
soul !" 

The doctor smiled reminiscently, 
and went on : 

"I didn't mind shocking her a little 
bit — perhaps a good shock adminis- 
tered in early life might have made 
a human being of her. She was far 
from unattractive, in a way. How- 
ever, she was a true product of Puri- 
tan training and outraged to the very 
soul. She began to cry and said that 
men were beasts and that they didn't 
want good women to lift them to 
higher things. 



"It was useless to argue with her, 
and I was in a hurry, so I patted her 
on the shoulder, told her to think 
things over and see if she could find 
it in her heart to blame the poor 
homesick boy who had given his life 
to his country. She made some curt 
reply aboixt men in general, Bellini in 
particular, added a little slam at me, 
#n passant, and left with a set, hard 
expression on her face. 

"This morning, early, I was called 
over to the lodging house and found 
that the poor soul had passed away. 
Her heart had been in bad shape for 
years and she had evidently suffered 
some shock that brought on the final 
attack. 

"I no sooner got back to the hotel 
than I was ealled up to Bellini's room. 
He had had a bad night but had 
quieted toward morning. The nurse 
left him and, hearing no sound from 
his room, had not entered it until 
seven- thirty. When she did go in, 
she found him seated at his window, 
dead, his eyes staring out across the 
street, with a serene and beautiful 
smile on his face. But the most we 
could have asked for him was 
granted. He had a peaceful death!" 



li4EN while they are living have to get out of the way of automobiles and 
^* street cars, and when they are dead have te get out of the way of 
reclamation projects and reservoirs. 



'WO stockbrokers discussed the depth of their souls, 
dwelt on the subject of harmony. 
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By John T. Frederick 



rK)R a ntimber of years I have been 
f^ dewly interested in women. If I 
had been fortunate enough to have 
been bom in Islam I should have dis- 
tinguished myself in this regard C06L 
pavements, shadowy courts, voluptuous 
perfumes, as the setting for the con- 
summate loveliness of many women! 
But even in Christendom there are some 
opportimities, ... I know the first name 
of the girl at the cigar counter in my 
office building. I know which tables at 
the lunchroom are served by the less im- 
attractive waitress. I still hope to find 
a really comely stenographer. And the 
movies I When I visit my uncle in 
California, I shall go privately to Holly- 
wood and offer my services. Within a 
month or two, in all probability, in sight 
of all the audiences in America, I shall 
kiss Norma Talmadge! 

As we issue from the Pastime 
Theatre I clutch my wife's arm master- 
fully. *'We must catch the next car," 
I announce. "The furnace fire wUl be 
low." 

Financial ability has been mine from 
boyhood. Granted only a little neces- 
sary capital, I should start a chicken 
farm: two thousand hens laying two 
hundred eggs per hen per year, at fifty 
cents a dozen; two thousand capons 
weighing eight pounds each at fifty 
cents per pound. . . . With the profits 
I should stock a cattle ranch in northern 
Wisconsin : ten thousand acres at twenty 
dollars an acre, grazing five thousand 
steers which would gain two hundred 
and fifty pounds each at ten cents per 
pound. . , . Then I should go into oil. 



40 



probably, or comer the world's supply 
of some rare metal, or find the diamond 
mines in Arkansas. Presently I should 
be challenging the Morgans themselvesi. 
And meanwhile my palatial residence 
would be the resort of poets, painters, 
thinkers; I would be the Lorenzo of 
America. 

The street-car is crowded. The con^ 
ductor does not ask for our fares. As 
we descend to the bare street under the 
corner light, I finger the dune in my 
pocket. 

Most of all I am a man of bloody 
deeds. I am selecting in a catalc^^ue the 
high-power rifle with which I shall get 
my moose — ^yes, one or two illicit ones, 
perhaps — in the North woods next win- 
ter. That will be training for the part 
I must play in our next war — ^probably 
with Japan. In the event of sudden in- 
vasion, by means of airships or via 
Canada, I shall organize under the spur 
of necessity a desperate force of two 
thousand citizens. We shall throw a 
trench around the town. At this very 
point the advancing wave of the enemy 
will be halted. As a result of my ser- 
vices I will be made comrnander-in- 
chief . Or perhaps I will command the 
air squadron that vnW blow Tokio into 
smithereens. 

As I enter the room, my small son 
rears his head from the covers and leaps 
out of bed. "My candy!" he demands. 
"You get back there!" I yell at him. 
"Didn't I tell you not to get out on the 
bare floor f Now you mind me!" I 
apply my palm fiercely to his thinly^ 
clad rear. He howls. 
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Repetition Generale 

By H. L. Mencken and George Jean Nathan 



§ 1 

rHRENODY,— Where is the 
graveyard of dead gods? What 
lingering mourner waters their 
mounds ? There was a day when Jupi- 
ter was the king of all the gods, and 
any man who doubted his puissance 
was ipso facto a barbarian and an 
ignoramus. But where in all the 
world is there a man who worships 
Jupiter today? And what of Huitzilo- 
pochtli? In one year — and it was but 
five hundred years ago — no less than 
50,000 youths and maidens were slain in 
sacrifice to him. Today, if he is remem- 
bered at all, it is only by some vagrant 
savage in the depths of the Mexican 
forest. Huitzilopochtli, like many 
other gods, had no human father; his 
mother was a virtuous widow; he was 
bom of an apparently innocent flirtation 
•diat she carried on with the sun. When 
be frowned, his father, the sun, stood 
still. When he roared with rage, earth- 
qii^es engulfed whole cities. When he 
^rsted, he was watered with 10,000 
gallons of human blood. But today 
Huitzilopochtli is as magnificently for- 
gotten as Allen G. Thurman. Once the 
peer of Allah, he is now the peer of 
General Coxey, Richmond P. Hobson, 
Nan Patterson, Alton G. Parker, Ade- 
lina Patti, General Weyler and Tom 
Sharkey. 

Speaking of Huitzilopochtli recalls 
bis brother, Tezcatlipoca. Tezcatlipoca 
was almost as powerful: he consumed 
25,000 virgins a year. Lead me to his 
tomb: I would weep, and hang a 
amronne des perUs! But who knows 
where it is? Or where the grave of 



Quetzdcoatl is? Or Tlaloc? Or Chal- 
chihuftlicue? Or Xiehtecutii? Or 
Centeotl, that sweet one? Or Tlazol- 
tcotl, the goddess of love ? Or Mictlan ? 
Or Ixtlilton? Or Omacatl? Or Yaca- 
tecutli? Or Mixcoatl? Or Xipe? Or 
all the host of Tzitzimitles ? Where are 
their bones? Where is the willow on 
which they htmg their harps ? In what 
forlorn and unheard-of hell do they 
await the resurrection morn? Who en- 
joys their residuary estates? Or that 
of Dis, whom Caesar found to be the 
chief god of the Celts? Or that of 
Tarvos, the bull? Or that of Moccos, 
the pig? Or that of Epona, the mare? 
Or that of Mullo, the celestial jackass? 
There was a time when the Irish revered 
all these gods as violently as they now 
hate the English. But today even the 
drunkest Irishman laughs at them. 

But they have company in oblivion: 
the hell of dead gods is as crowded as 
the Presb3rterian hell for babies. 
Damona is there, and Esus, and Drune- 
meton, and Silvana, and Dervones, and 
Adsalluta, and Deva, and Belisama, and 
Axona, and Vintios, and Taranucus, 
and Stdis, and Cocidius, and Adsmcrius, 
and Dumiatis, and Caletos, and Moccus, 
and Ollovidius, and Albiorix, and 
Leucitius, and Vitucadrus, and Ogmios, 
and Uxellimus, and Borvo, and Gran- 
nos, and Mogons. All mighty gods in 
their day, worshipped by millions, full 
of demands and impositions, able to 
bind and loose — all gods of the first 
class, not pikers. Men labored for 
generations to build vast temples to 
them — ^temples with stones as large as 
hay-wagons. The business of inter- 
preting their whims occupied thousands 
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of priests, wizards, archdeacons, cvan- 

?dists, haruspices, bishops, archbishops, 
o doubt them was to die, usually at 
the stake. Armies took to the field to 
defend them against infidels: villages 
were burned, women and children were 
butchered, cattle were driven off. Yet 
in the end they all withered and died, 
and today there is none so poor to do 
them reverence. Worse, the very 
tombs in which they lie are lost, and so 
even a respectful stranger is debarred 
from paying them the slightest and 
politest homage. 

What has become of Sutekh, once 
the high god of the whole Nile Valley? 
What has become of : 



Rc8hq)h 


Baal 


Anath 


Astartc 


Ashtoreth 


Hadad 


El 


Addu 


Nergal 


Shalem 


Ncbo 


Dagon 


Ninib 


Sharrab 


Melek 


Yau 


Ahijah 


Amon-Re 


Isis 


Osiris 


Ptah 


Sebek 


Anubis 


Molech 



All these were once gods of the 
highest class. Many of them are men- 
tioned with fear and trembling in the 
Old Testament. They ranked, five or 
six thousand years ago, with Jahveh 
himself; the worst of them stood far 
higher than Thor or Wotan. Yet they 
have all gone down the chute, and with 
them the following; 



Bil6 


Gwydion 


Lcr 


Manawyddan 


Arianrod 


Nuada Argetlam 


Morrigu 


Tadg 


Govannon 


Goibniu 


Gundfled 


Odin 


Sokk-mimi 


Llaw Gyffcs 


Memctona 


Lieu 


Dagda 


Ogma 


Kcrridwcn 


Mider 


Pwyll 


Rigantona 


Ogyrvan 


Marzin 


Dea Dia 


Mars 


Ceres 


Jupiter 


Vaticanus 


Cunina 


Edulia 


Potina 


Adeona 


Statilinus 


luno Lucina 


Diana of Rhesus 


Saturn 


Robigus 



Furrina 


Pluto 


Vcdiovis 


Ops 


G)nsus 


Meditrina 


Cronos 


Veeta 


Enki 


Tilmun 


Engurra 


Zer-panitu 


Belus 


Merodach 


Dimmer 


U-ki 


Mu-ul-lU 


Dauke 


Ubargisi 


Gasan-absu 


Ubilulu 


Elum 


Gasan-lil 


U-TinHlir ki 


U-dimmer-an-kia 


Marduk 


Enurestu 


Nin-HMa 


U-sab-sib 


Kin 


U-Mersi 


Persophone 


Tammuz 


Istar 


Venus 


Lagas 


Bau 


U-urugal 


Hulu-hursang 


Sirtumu 


Anu 


Ea 


Beltis 


Nirig 


Nusku 


Ncbo 


Ni-2U 


Samas 


Sahi 


Ma-banba-aima 


Aa 


En-Mersi 


Allatu 


Amurm 


Sin 


Assur 


Abil-Addu 


Aku 


Apsu 


Beltu 


Dagan 


Dumu-zi-abzu 


Elali 


Kuski-banda 


Isum 


Kaawanu 


Mami 


Nin-azu 


Nin-mah 


Lugal-Amarada 


Zaraqu 


Qarradu 
Ura-gala 


Suqamunu 


Zagaga 


Ueras 



You may think I spoof. That I 
invent the names. I do not. Ask your 
pastor to lend you any good treatise 
on comparative religion: you will find 
them all listed. They were all gods of 
the highest standing and dignity — gods 
of civilized peoples — worshipped and 
believed in by millions. All were 
theoretically omnipotent, omniscient and 
immortal. And all are dead. 

§2 

Deus Nobis Haec Otia Fecit.— Th^ 
marvel is that the hiunan body lasts so 
long. Consider the stomach. Think 
of the things that go into it in the course 
of a year : grease, staphylococci, bones» 
sinews, cartilages, caffeine, ethyl alco- 
hol, castor oil, ginger, pepper, mustard, 
mayonnaise, live oysters, hair, gravel, 
chicken pin-feathers, sugar, starch. 
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ptonudnesy green apples, seeds, cettulooe, 
soar milk, tobacco juice» paprika, sati- 
age-skins, contaminated water, citric 
a«l, blood, vin^iar, garlic, embalming 
fluid, bad air. Eat mustard, and you 
CBt jdlyl isothiocyanate (QHrNCS), 
a violent poison; when applied to the 
skin it raises huge blisters. Put pepper 

00 your tomatoes, and yoM assault your 
nracosa widi capsictn (C9H14O2), a 
sabstaaoe that is even more irritating. 
Take a dose of castor oil to repak ^ 
damage, and you reinforce the allyl 
isothioc3ranate and capsicin with rici- 
mckdc add (C16H14O8), a poison so 
violent that it is Ae cause of a definite 
disease, ridnism, the chief symptoms of 
which are hemorrhagic gastroenteritis 
and icterus, i,e., jaundice. Yet the 
htmian stomach goes on taking in and 
disposing of such stuff, year in and 
y«ar out, sometimes for nearly a cen- 
tury. Of all the wonders of God, cer- 
tainly it is one of the chiefest. Let us 
remeioiber it the next time we pray. 

§3 

L* Amour. — It is difficult for even the 
most ddlful actors to keep such a play 
as Ibsen's "Hedda Gabler" from de- 
generating into a farce. The reason is 
not far to seek. It lies in die plain 
fact that sudi transactions as Ibsen sets 
forth — a silly woman's efforts to be 
heavMy romantic, the manoeuvres of a 
diabetic lover, the cuckolding of a hus- 
band wearing whiskers — are intrinsi- 
cally f ardcaL All love affairs, in truth, 
are farcical — that is, to the spectators. 
Have you ever observed one in real 
life without grinning? When I hear 
tiiat some old friend has succumbed to 
the blandishments of a woman, how- 
ever virtuous and beautiful, I laugh. 
When I hear that they are quarrelling, 

1 laugh. When I hear that she is carry- 
if^ on with the curate of the parish, I 
laugh. When I hear that her husband, 
in revenge, is sneaking his stenc^rapher 
to dinner in an Italian restaurant, I 
laogfa. And so do you. But when you 
90 to the theatre, the dramatist often 
adcs you to wear a solemn frown while 



he displays the same nonsense — that 
is, Mrhile he depicts a fat actress as go- 
ing crazy when she discovers tfiat her 
husband, an actor with a face like the 
abdomen of a ten-pin, has run off to 
Asbury Park, N. J., with another 
actress who pronounces all French 
words in the manner of Akron, O. 

The best dramatists, of course, make 
no such mistake. In Shakespeare, love 
is always depicted as comedy — some- 
times light and charming, as in 'Twelfth 
Night,** Iwt usually rough and buf- 
foonish, as in "The Taming of the 
Shrew." This comic attitude is plainly 
visible even in such plays as "Hamlet^' 
and "Romeo and Juliet/* In its main 
outlines, I suppose, "Hamlet" is proper- 
ty looked upon as a tragedy, but if you 
bdieve that the love passages are in- 
tended to be tragic then all I ask is 
that you give a sober reading to tte 
crfloquies between Hamlet and Ophelia. 
They are not only farcical; they are 
obscene; Shakespeare, through the 
mouth of Hamlet, derides the whole 
business with extravagant ribaldry. As 
for "Romeo and Juliet," what is it but 
a penetrating burlesque upon the love 
guff that was fashionable in the poet's 
time? True enough, his head buzzed 
with such loveliness that he could not 
write even burlesque without making it 
beautiful — compare "Much Ado About 
Nothing" — ^but nevertheless it is quite 
absurd to say that he was serious when 
he wrote this tale of calf-love. Imagine 
such a man taking seriously the love 
spasms and hallucinations of a cutie of 
14, the tin-pot heroics of a boy of 18! 
Shakespeare remembered very well the 
nature of his own amorous fancies at 
18. It was the year of his seduction 
by Ann Hathaway, whose brothers 
later made him marry her, much to his 
dismay. He wrote the play at 45. Tell 
it to the Marines ! 

I have a suspicion that even Ibsen, 
though he seldom showed much humor, 
indulged himself in some quiet spoof- 
ing when he wrote "A Doll's House," 
"Hedda Gabler," "The Lady From the 
Sea" and "Little Eyolf.** The whole 
hist act of "Hedda Gabler" could be 
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converted into burlesque by changing 
ten words; as I have said, it is almost 
always burlesque as bad actors play it. 
In the cases of "Ghosts" and "The 
Master-Builder" there can be no doubt 
whatever. The former is a piece of 
buffoonery designed to make fun of the 
fools who were outraged by "A Doll's 
House"; the latter is a comic piece 
fotmded upon personal experience. At 
the age of 60 Ibsen amused himself 
with a harmless flirtation with a girl of 
16. Following the custom of her sex, 
she todc his casual winks and cheek- 
pinchings quite seriously, and began 
hinting to the whole neighborhood that 
the old boy was hopelessly ^one on her, 
and that he intended to divorce Frau 
Ibsen and run off with her to Italy. 
All this gave entertainment to Ibsen, 
who was a sardonic man, and he be- 
gan speculating as to what would happen 
to a man of his age who actually yielded 
to the gross provocations of such a 
wendi. The result was "The Master- 
Builder." But think of the plotl He 
makes the master-builder climb a 
church-steeple, and then jump off! 
Imagine him regarding sach slap-stick 
farce seriously! 

The world has very little sense of 
humor. It is always wagging its ears 
solemnly over elaborate jocosities. For 
600 years it has slobbered and sweated 
over the "Divine Comedy" of Dante, 
despite the plain fact that the work is a 
flaming satire upon the whole Christian 
hocus-pocus of heaven, purgatory and 
hell. To have tackled such nonsense 
head-on, in Dante's time, would have 
been to flout the hangman; hfgnce the 
poet clothed his attack in an irony so 
delicate that the ecclesiastical police 
were baffled. Why is the poem called 
a comedy? I have read at least a dozen 
discussions of the question by modem 
pedants, all of them labored and un- 
convincing. The same problem obvi- 
ously engaged the scholars of the poet's 
own time. He called the thing simply 
"comedy"; they added the adjective 
"divine" in order to ameliorate what 
seemed to them to be an intolerable 
ribaldry. Well, here is a "comedy" in 



which human beings are torn limb f rcwn 
limb, boiled in sulphur, cut up with red- 
hot knives, and flUed with molten lead! 
Can one imagine a man capable of such 
a poem regarding such fiendish im- 
becilities seriously? Certainly not 
They appeared just as idiotic to him as 
they appear to you or me. But the 
Palmers and Burlesons of the day made 
it impossible to say so in plain language, 
so he said so behind a smdce-screen 
of gaudy poetry. How Dante would 
have roared if he could have known 
that six hundred years later the Presi- 
dent of the United States, as a good 
Baptist, would take the whole Uiing 
with utter seriousness, and deliver a 
nonsensical harangue upon the lessons 
in it for American Christians! 

The case of Wagner's *'Parsifal" is 
still more remarkable. Even Nietzsche 
was deceived by it. Like the most 
maudlin German stock-broker's wife at 
Baireuth he mistook the composer's 
elaborate and outrageous burlesque of 
Christianity for a tribute to Christianity, 
and so denounced him as a jackass and 
refused to speak to him thereafter. To 
this day "Parsifal" is given with all 
the trappings of a religious ceremonial, 
and pious folks go to hear it who would 
instantly shut their ears if the band 
began playing "Tristan und Isolde.** 
It has become, in fact, a sort of *'Way 
Down East" or "Ben Hur" of music 
drama — sl bait for luring patrons who 
are never seen in the opera-house 
otherwise. But try to imagine sudi 
a thumping atheist as Wagner writing 
a religious opera seriously! And if, 
by any chance, you succeed in imagining 
it, then turn to the Char-Freitag music, 
and play it on your victrola. Here, is 
the central scene of the piece, the 
moment of most austere solemnity — 
and to it Wagner flts music that is so 
luscious and so fleshly — indeed, so 
downright lascivious and indecent — 
that even I, who am almost anaesthetic 
to such provocations, blush and gi^e 
every time I hear it The Flower 
Maidens do not raise my blood-pressure 
a single ohm; I have actually snored 
through the whole second act of "Tris- 
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tan." But when I hear that Char- 
Freitag music all of my Freudian sup- 
|>resstons begin groaning and stretching 
Aeir legs in the dungeons of my un- 
conscious. And what does Char-Freitag 
mean? Char-Freitag means Good 
Friday. 

§4 

The CriHc as Gentleman. — It is im- 
possible for the true critic to be a gentle^ 
man. I use the word in its common 
meaning, to wit, a man who avoids of- 
fense against punctilio, who is averse 
to an indulgence in personalities, who is 
ready to sacrifice the truth to good 
manners and good form, and who has 
respect and sympathy for the feelings 
o€ his inferiors. Criticism is intrinsically 
and mevitably a boorish art Its prac- 
titioner takes color from it, and his gen- 
tiemanliness — ^if he has any— promptly 
becomes lost in its interpretative 
labyrinths. The critic who is a gentle- 
man is no critic. He is merely the 
dancing-master of an art. 

§5 

Impressionism and Expressionism. — 
Impressionism : the expression of an im- 
pression. Expressionism: the impres- 
sion of an expression. 

§6 

A Needed Reform. — Now that boot- 
l^ging, once confined to the South and 
Middle West, has taken on the propor- 
tions of a nation-wide business, enlisting 
millions of capital and aflFording a live- 
lihood to thousands of investors and 
wage-earners, it is high time to look 
into its methods and its personnel, and 
to take measures against its corruption 
by abuses. Legally, I suppose, very 
little can be done. The legislative arm 
is paralyzed by the idiotic constitutional 
assumption that the public sale of alco- 
holic liquors has ceased. But the his- 
tory of the common law (as lately ex- 
pounded very doquently by Prof. Dr. 
Koscoe Potmd, of Harvard) shows that 



the same difficulty has been encountered 
very often in the past, and that it has 
been surmounted successfully. What 
the legislatures can't do, our grand and 
petit juries can*, do, and must do. That 
is to say, they must devise means of 
regulating bootlegging, so that those 
practitioners of it who are honest may 
be protected from unfair competition, 
and those who are scoundrels may be 
whipped of justice. One bood^ger of 
the latter variety, peddling poisonous 
synthetic gin in a large city, is sufficient 
to discredit the whole profession. 

In the cA^ daN's of the regulation of 
what is called vice," before vice cru- 
sading dispersed prostitution to aH 
parts of our larger cities, the practi- 
tioners of the venerable profession were 
supervised, in certain enlightened cities, 
by a device which might be conveni- 
ently applied to bootlegging. Even in 
those days, it will be recalled, it was 
theoretically unlawful to keep a bor- 
dello, and any woman keeping one was 
liable to summary arrest. This liability, 
of course, exposed the proprietors of 
such establishments to constant black- 
mail by the police, just as bootleggers 
are now bladcmailed by the prohibition 
enforcement officers. In order to put an 
end to the abuse^— which caused the 
ladies to rob their patrons, just as the 
bootleggers now rob their customers — 
the appropriate judicial officers set up 
a system whereby every oflFending 
Jerebel was formally brought into 
court, once or twice a year, and forced 
to pay a fine. If she had conducted 
her establishment in an orderly manner 
and there were no complaints against 
her, that fine was small. If, on the con- 
trary, she had permitted disorder on her 
premises, she was fined heavily. If, 
finally, she had connived at anything 
downright criminal, such as the garrot- 
ting of a Y. M. C. A. secretary or the 
robbery of a United States Senator, she 
was sent to jail, and her place ordered 
closed. 

This system, though plainly extra- 
legal, worked admirably. The learned 
judges in charge of it were enabled to 
confine "vice" to appropriate neighbor- 
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hoods, to divorce it from robbery, and, 
most important of all, to prevent black- 
mailing by the police, who invariably 
practise the art when the way is open. 
The vice crusaders, when the white slave 
btmcombe of nine or ten years ago gave 
them their chance, destroyed the scheme 
by appealing to the letter of the law 
(cf. Matthew XXIII), and so the 
ladies of the town were scattered, and 
now they settle wherever they may and 
carry on their business in the ferocious 
manner of curb-brokers or small-town 
bankers, and the police prey upon them 
in a wholesale and lamentable manner. 
The net result is that the amount of 
money they take from the average 
American city is three or four times 
what it was under the system displaced, 
and the incidence of what is melli- 
fluously called social disease, despite the 
improvements in prophylaxis, is at least 
twice as great. So much for the prac- 
tical benefits of "moral" reforms. 
What I suggest is that the abandoned 

i)lan be revived, and applied to the boot- 
eggers. As things stand, there is no 
way of controlling them. A bootlegger 
who manufactures bad gin out of 
cologne spirits and juniper oil is just 
as able to pay the graft demanded by 
the police as a bootl^;ger who observes 
the strictest ethics of his profession, 
and so deals only in the genuine 
smuggled goods. In fact, he is more 
able to pay it, for his margin of profit 
is much larger. The consequences are 
visible on all sides; outrageous prices, 
universal distrust, and a great deal of 
mysterious illness. If, now, the proper 
judicial officers should take the matter 
mto their own hands, summon all 
known bootleggers before them, lay 
down reasonable rules for the conduct 
of the business, and keep it in order 
by a system of graduated fines, there 
would be an immediate fall in prices, 
the police would be unable to carry on 
their present blackmailing, and innocent 
men and women would be protected 
from the dangers of poisoning. Say a 
bootlegger oflFered one a case of genuine 
Scotch whiskey, and it turned out on 
examination to be an Italian imitation. 



with crudely forged labels. One would 
simply take a specimen bottle to the 
judge, a note would be made of it, and 
when the oflFending bootl^^ger came up 
for his annual, or semi-annual, or 
monthly inspection he would be fined 
$1,000, and perhaps sent to jail. By 
the same token it would be possiWe for 
the clients of a thoroughl^r reliable and 
honorable bootlqjger to spaak for him 
when his turn came, and •• have his 
fine reduced to a purely nominal sum. 
It will be objected, of course, that 
this scheme woiild violate ftc law — the 
same objection, precisely, tkat the vice 
crusaders made to the brothel r^[ulatioa 
that I have described. But the choice, 
it must be manifest, is «ot between 
violating the law and not violating the 
law, but between violating it decently 
and in order and violating ft corruptly 
and dangerously, as is done now. If 
anything in this world is plain, it must 
be that no conceivable scheme of en- 
forcement will ever make the large cities 
of the United States actually dry. In 
the smaller towns it may be possible, 
at least theoretically, but certainly no 
one not idiotic looks for it to happen 
in such places as New York and 
Chicago. The present scheme is simply 
a scheme for debauching the police — 
and the cost of debauching them must 
be borne by the consumer. Worse, it 
tends to degrade the bootl^;ger — in 
fact, to make him a professional crimi- 
nal, with all a professional criminal's 
lack of conscience. He has no definite 
standing, his rights are not protected, he 
is subject to the competition of the 
lowest sorts of scoundrels. No wonder 
he occasionally works off a case of 
raspberry juice as vermoiUh, or sells a 
barrel of crudely reinforced near-beer 
as a barrel of authentic HMes! You 
would do the same if your business 
were invaded by a horde of pkkpockets, 
ex-policemen, jockeys, apartment house 
janitors, street-walkers and other sudi 
criminals, and you had to submit to the 
arbitrary and unconscionable extortions 
of an indefinite number of enforcement 
officers, always changing and always 
rapacious. 



Digitized by 



Qoo^^ 



ReperiTioN gan^rjle 



47 



My plan, I need not argue, would 
riso greatly improve the morale of the 
enforcement force, and so inspire it to 
an honest efiFort to take and jail all of 
fte current f oi^rs of labels, refillers of 
bottles, and manufacturers of wood 
akohot liqueurs. The trouble at present 
is that the temptation confrontmg the 
enforcement officers is almost irresis- 
tible, and that even when one of them 
manages to resist it he must never- 
theless face the public suspicion that 
he has succumbed. Popular cynicism, 
in fact, now bathes the Prohibition spies 
and agents provocateurs with all of the 
cruel doubts that it used to heap upon 
Snnday-school superintendents. No one 
seems to want to admit that it is pos- 
wble for them — or, at all events, for 
scmie of them — to be honest. 

This is unjust. I believe that a good 
many of them are absolutely honest, 
even today, and that many more would 
be honest if it were not so difficult. 
They carry on an enterprise that is in- 
trinsically hopeless, just as the enter- 
prise of putting down "vice" is 
intrinsically hopeless. If they were per- 
mitted to abandon it, and to concentrate 
their effort upon lesser enterprises of 
a more feasible character, they would 
improve in morale, and also in morals. 
No man can do good work if impossi- 
bilities are demanded of him. To ask 
any body of men, however ingenious 
and however conscientious, to reduce 
New York— or Chicago, or San Fran- 
cisco, or Philadelphia, or Boston, or 
Baltimore, or Pittsburgh, or any other 
large town — ^to actual dryness is to ask 
an impossibility beside which jumping 
over the moon sinks to the estate of a 
paiior trick for paralytics, and squaring 
the circle becomes a recreation for 
morons, or even for Congressmen. 

I am often accused of failing to make 
my criticisms of life in the Republic 
constructive— of tearing down without 
building up. Well, here I offer con- 
structive critidsm. My scheme is 
simple, convenient, inexpensive, and 
safe. It would diminish roguery. It 
would put an end to the ctwruption of 
the police. It would protect the inno- 



cent. Which great American city wiH 
be the first to adopt it? 

§7 

Reply to a Remonstrance. — Never- 
theless, my dear fellow, simply try to 
imagine Beethoven playing golf! Or 
jotnine a Rotary Club ! Or reading the 
Phila«lphia Ledger! Or voting for 
Harding! 

§8 

Observation No. 314 — It may not al- 
ways be true, yet it has been my ex- 
perience to find it common, tfiat love 
and a precisely conducted household do 
not often go together. When I see a 
home meticulously managed, I gener- 
ally feel, and learn subsequently, that 
the love of the man for the woman and 
of the woman for the man has been 
chilled in the degree that their house and 
home have been brought to a point of 
machinelike operation. Love and butlers 
are not handmaidens. Laughing love 
and the happiness that comes of it are 
given to carelessness and disarray, at 
least in some measure. Perfect routine 
is a stranger to them. No woman who 
loves a man deeply, wildly, passionately, 
has ever been a perfect housekeeper. 

§9 

Moral Reminiscence. — In my appren- 
tice years as a literatus I made a living, 
like many others, as a dramatic critic 
for a daily newspaper. Compared with 
certain others I was ignorant, but com- 
pared to the great majority, even of old 
practitioners, I was extremely well- 
informed, and hence very cocky. 
Worse, I had a waggish pen, and knew 
how to make the booboisie snicker. 
This gift, exercised upon the poor mimes 
who frequented the town of my resi- 
dence, frequently cast a blight upon the 
box-office, and so the local Frohmans 
often complained to my paper, and even 
demanded that I be cashiered forthwith. 
But that paper was so rich that St 
could afford to be virtuous, and every 
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time the Frc^unans complained I simply 
threw on ten or twenty more amperes 
of my mockery, and drove a few more 
hundreds of possible patrons away 
from their houses. Finely, they gave 
it up. Then I tired of my job, and 
quit. 

Who was right, the Frohmans or I? 
I had no doubt in those days that I 
was right. I have no doubt today that 
the Frohmans were right. On the one 
hand stood a group of reputable busi- 
ness men who had invested their money 
in a lawful business, and were trying 
to make a living at it; on the other 
hand stood an irresponsible young man 
who deliberately tried to cut down their 
profits. I do not say that I was wrong 
about the plays and players they offered 
to the boobs ; on the contrary, I believe 
that I was usually right. But the es- 
sential thing is that I was absolutely 
without conscience or responsibility in 
the matter — ^that the worst that could 
have happened to me would have been 
the loss of my job, and that this was 
very unlikely and I knew it to be un- 
likely — ^that, to all intents and purposes, 
I was enga^d in a combat in which 
my antagonists could and did suffer 
grievous wounds, whereas I myself 
stood as secure against injury as if I 
had been armed with Excalibur. 

That was years ago, before experience 
of the world had brought me sense, and 
before foreign travel had awakened me 
to a consciousness of honor. I was 
young, and hence a savage. But I often 
think of it today. And whenever I 
think of it, the thought intrudes that 
this, fundamentally, is what is the 
matter with the whole art of criticism : 
that every critic is in the position, so 
to speak, of God, and has no responsi- 
bility save to his own decency. He can 
smite without being smitten. He chal- 
lenges other men's work, and is exposed 
to no like challenge of his own. The 
more reputations he breaks, the more 
his own reputation is secured — and 
there is no lawful agency to determine, 
as he himself professes to determine in 
the case of other men, whether his 
motives are honest and his methods are 



fair. God Himself is less irresponsible^ 
for He at least must keep the respect of 
the theologians, or go down to ruin with 
His predecessors, all flung into the 
ash-heap for high crimes and misde- 
meanors, but the critic is judged only 
by public opinion — nay, by a very 
narrow and special opinion — and if he 
is a clever man, if he really knows his 
trade, he is himself the chief influence 
in forming diat opinion. 

§ 10 

Vox Populi, — Sometimes, of course, 
the great masses of human Fords and 
Camels are right about this or that, 
just as the rev. clergy are sometimes 
right. They were right about slavery 
in the United States; they were rigli 
about Bryan ; they were nght now and 
then during the late war. But if the 
fact revives your belief in their intelli- 
gence, go read the arguments whereby 
the Abolitionists goaded them into the 
Civil War, and the reasoning whereby 
McKinley and Mark Hanna rescued 
them from the Bryan madness in 1896, 
and the preposterous nonsense with 
which Woodrow wooed and won tiiem 
in 1914, 1915 and 1916! 

§ 11 

The Penalty, — One of the harshest 
burdens that a civilized man living 
under a democracy must bear is this: 
that all his acts are ascribed to sordid 
and degrading motives, i,e., to the sort 
of motives that would move his fellow 
citizens if they were capable of his 
acts. In many years of controversy, 
chiefly with Methodists, Prohibitionists, 
the petty variety of pedagogues, poli- 
ticians, anti-vivisectionists, osteopaths 
and other such vermin, I have noticed 
that they constantly assume that I am 
as venal as they are, and hence in- 
capable of maintaining any opinion 
without being directly rewarded for it. 
The Prohibitionists, in the old da3rs, 
accused me of being in the pay of the 
brewers ; today they accuse me of being 
in the pay of the bootlq^iers. The 
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Methodists, when I object to their buf- 
foonerieSy diarge that I am a secret 
agent of Rome. The osteopaths and 
their associated quacks hint that I take 
a retainer from the Medical Trust, 
!>., from such fdlows as the Mayo 
brewers. Dr. George Crile and Dr. Wil- 
Ham S. Halsted. And when I am not 
accused of accepting money I am ac- 
cused of sycophancy, of cowardice, of 
superstition, or of some other peculiar 
weakness of the Homo boobus. Dur- 
ing the war, every time I loosed a cackle 
against American hjrpocrisy and knavery 
I was denounced either as a hireling of 
die Wilhdmstrasse or as a German 

Etriot of almost Rooseveltian im- 
cility. After the war, when I pre- 
sumed to speak out against the 
shysterism of the American courts, the 
extravagant tyrannies of Burleson, 
Palmer et al. and the poltrooneries of 
the American Legion, I was damned as 
a Bolshevik, i.e., as a mixture of brigand 
and idiot. 

I formally protest against these 
libels, and give notice that I shall chal- 
lenge them hereafter in a very waspish 
and unpleasant manner. In my own 
case, of course, they do no practical 
harm, for I have no desire for the 
favorable opinion of the proletariat, but 
in other cases they obviously work 
against the good of the country. 
Imagine an educated and self-respecting 
American going into politics — not for 
selfish ends, but for the altruistic and 
patriotic purpose of displacing at least 
one thief from the public trough, and 
of raising at least one voice against 
the prevailing stupidity, corruption and 
dishonor. How many Americans of the 
mob would actually believe in his bona 
fides? Not one in a hundred thousand. 
The others would assume as a matter 
of course that he was animated by the 
same low motives that would move 
ihem in like case — in brief, that his 
a|q>arent decency was no more than a 
mask to hide an interior villainy — that 
he was out, in the common phrase, for 
what he could get out of it. Every 
intelligent American knows this to be 
true, and so it is very rare for an 
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intdligent American, if also honest, to 
go into politics. The r^ult is visible 
daily. Our politics is so d^raded that 
its most ordinary and routine practises 
would di^^st and humiliate a society 
of polecats. The men who could im- 
prove it are kept out by the mob's be- 
lief that they are members of the mob 
themselves, and thus share in its venality 
and subscribe to its code of honor. 

§ 12 

Clothes and Music. — ^Although there 
doesn't seem to be much sense in die 
remark, I yet believe that fine music 
and fashion somehow do not jibe. I 
don't believe that one can get full 
pleasure out of fine music when one 
IS all dolled up ; Beethoven can't be pro- 
foundly enjoyed in a swallowtail, nor 
the songs of Schumann in ddcollet6. 
Fashion is all right for the banalities 
of the operatic stage, but truly beau- 
tiful music and neglig6 go best together. 

§ 13 

Personal Notice. — ^Every mail brings 
me a letter urging me to contribute 
money to this great cause or that, or 
to consecrate my God-given literary 
talents to it, or to bore my friends with 
solicitations about it, on the loftiest 
patriotic and altruistic grounds. Ser- 
vice, spelled with a capital S, seems 
to be a shibboleth that is extraordinarily 
effective against the pocket-books and 
tear-ducts of the American boobery. 
If it were not for their susceptibility 
to it, the Y. M. C. A. would go bank- 
rupt, and all the other swindles that 
are aimed at them would show a heavy 
falling off in receipts. May I be per- 
mitted, therefore, to give formal notice 
that, for the purposes of all such 
thimble-rigging schemes, I have not the 
honor of being a boob? Not a cent of 
my funds sh^l ever be devoted, with 
my consent, to the uplift of my fellow 
men. Never willingly shall I gfive any 
aid, direct or indirect, to the spread of 
Christian snivdization in any part of 
the world. As for what b^mes of 
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the RepubGc after I am dead, I hereby 
make public that I do not care a single 
damn. 

5 14 

Off Again, On Again. — ^In the days 
of genuine morwirchy, now everywhere 
denatorized t^ the international iipKf t, 
one of the chief argumei^ against it 
was that it exposed the life and limb of 
the subject, to say nothing of his 
property, to the exigencies of dynastic 
interest. That is to say, it was argued 
that war was waged arrf peace was 
made, not in the interest of the whole 
population, but simply in the interest 
of the ruling family. In particular, 
this dharge was frequently brought 
against the Hapsburgs, whose insatiable 
land hunger was sometimes calamitous 
to the peoples they ruled. 

A sound objection to monarchy, it 
must be obvious. A true Kll. But I 
am unable to see that democracy has 
brought any appreciable improvement. 
In the old days policies were determined 
by the self-interest of the king; today 
ihey are just as surely determined by 
the sdf-interest of the reigning dema- 
gogue. If it was Frederick the Great's 
desire to cut a figure in the world that 
got Prussia into the first Siksian War, 
then it was quite as plainly the late 
Woodrow's desire to cut an even gau- 
dier figure in the world that got us into 
the chaca maxima of the Paris Con- 
ference. A demagogue, like a king, is 
simply a man with a special gift of 
iniiaming the childish ima|^ination of 
the masses. The king does it by virtue 
of his position ; the demagogue hy virtue 
of his talent for nonsense. In eadi 
case the best thought of the country 
affected is frequently arrayed against 
the performer, and the best interests 
of that country (as proved by subse- 
quent events) are actimlly damaged, but 
in each case the mob follows the flag 
and the band-wagon. 

The truth is that dynastic interests 
probably offer a far less serious menace 
to national well-being, taking one day 
with another, than the purely personal 



interests of such political moontebuilcs 
as Lloyd Geoige, Ctraix^U, Ebert, 
Briand, Oemenceau, Roosevelt, Schei- 
demann, Lenin, Trotzky and Wilson. 
A king may be extrenidy sdfish, but 
the very ctynastic considerations that 
make hrni so also make him look iirto 
the future; he has a son and a grand- 
son to con^dder as wdl as himsdf . But 
a demagogue under democracy, if he 
knows anything at all, knows that his 
time of period is necessarily limited — 
that soon or late the mob will depose 
him, and substftute some rival charlaitaii. 
Hence he has far less reason than the 
king has to consider any national 
interest that may be opposed to his 
private and immediate interest. He can 
rock the boat all he pleases, knowing 
Tery well that some other quack will 
have to right it after it upsets. More- 
over, a demagogue under democracy 
lacks the professional pride and con- 
scientiousness that even the worst king 
usually has: he comes from a much 
lower class, and is quite devoid of any 
aristocratic sense of honor. Knowing 
how brief his tenure is, it is hard for 
him to convince himself that his private 
interest is identical with the best inter^t 
of his country — usually an easy matter 
for a king. Who believes that Llcqrd 
George, for example, if he thought that 
he cmild extend his own time in office 
by doing Ei^and some gross disservice, 
would refrain ? Who believes diat, widi 
an imbecile mob bawling for national 
suicide and an intelligent and patriotic 
minority seeking to hoM it back, he 
woukl go with 9ie mmority? Or that 
Briand would? Or Vtviani? Or 
Hardmg? Or any of the ex-shoe- 
makers and country schoolmasters who 
now rule and ruin Germany? 

§15 

The Short Story. — ^Every day I re- 
ceive at least one short-story manu- 
script from some author or other who 
tells me in an accompanying note that 
he (or she) was advis^ to send it to 
Thb Smart Set by a professor in one 
of the apparently innumerable schools 
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of short-story writing. I do not know 
at first hand what is taught in such 
seminaries, or what the experience and 
intelligence is of the peds^ogues who 
teach it, but this I do know: that all 
such stories turn out, on reading, to be 
very bad. More, they all seem to be 
bad in the same way. That is to say, 
they all represent efforts to devise an 
"original" plot, and then to fit charac- 
ters to it. Really good short-stories, I 
believe, are concocted in an exactly op- 
posite way. That is to say, the author 
first visualizes a character, and then 
imagines him in a series of situations. 
If the character is seen clearly, if the 
atithor visualizes him as vividly as we 
visualize the people all about us, then 
the nature of the situations is of minor 
consequence : the result is bound to be a 
good story, even if crudely written. 
The best stories of the world are quite 
devoid of what bad authors call plots. 
But they are full of accurate and pene- 
trating observation. 

As I say, I have no personal ac- 
quaintance with the obscure gentlemen 
who profess the science of fiction in 
the academies of the Republic, but 
judging by the work of their pupils I 
venture the guess that they suffer from 
the same handicap which oppresses the 
teachers of English. That is to say, 
they are quite unable to perform de- 
cently the business that they essay to 
teach. I doubt that any university, even 
in America, would employ a teacher of 
chemistry who was unable to make an 
ordinary urinanalysis correctly, or a 
teacher of German who could not read 
the Staats-Zeitung without a dictionary, 
or a teacher of mathematics who was 
incompetent to solve a simple equation, 
but when it comes to the writing of the 
En^^ish language, a far more difficult 
enterprise than any of those that I have 
mentioned, they seem to hold that any 
reasonably literate man (or woman) is 
good enough. The result is visible in 
3ie atrocious style of the average 
educated American. If you want to 
discover the sources of the American 
business letter, with its idiotic circum- 
locutions and its painful misuse of 



words, simply go to the text-books of 
the rhetoric professors. There you will 
find the same clumsy thinking, the same 
flatulent bombast, and the same magni- 
ficent anaesthesia to the rh3rthm5 of the 
language. I know of no such text that 
is not a shining example of bad writing. 
Even the best of them too often sug- 

fests a handbook of therapeutics by 
.ydia PInkham. 

The trouble with all of the professors 
is that they try to account for good 
English by sawing it into sectioAS and 
filing it in pigeon-holes. Tkeir books 
are all full of solemn nonsense about 
various divitkms and sub-divisions of 
style. Ther« are, in fact, only two divi- 
sions in En|?lish : good English and bad 
English. Tne former is achieved by the 
simple process of putting clear thoughts 
into plain words, with an ear ever alert 
to the cok>r and rh3rthm of those words. 
If the thought is muddled, then no con- 
ceivable art will ever make the writing 
good. And if the words are obscure, 
then no iBmginable reader wHI ever un- 
earth the thought. There are no other 
rules. The better a writer's mastery 
of words, of course — that is, the firmer 
and more extensive his grasuD upon his 
materials— ^e more gracefully and pic- 
turesquely he will be able to express 
his ideas. But unless he has been 
taught that he must first reduce those 
ideas to simplicity and clarity — or has 
learned it by the study of sound writers 
— then he will never be able to write 
decently, no matter how diligently he 
sweats through the donkeyish cate- 
gories of the rhetoric professors. This 
capital fact is not taught in the lecture- 
room for the plain reason that very few 
such professors are aware of it They 
apparently believe that the writing of 
English is simply a matter of memo- 
rizing a mass of nonsensical definitions. 
It is actually a matter of forgetting all 
definitions. I am firmly convinced, in- 
deed, that a man who knows just what 
an epiploce is, or an epistrophe, or an 
asyndeton, will never be able to make 
a good one, just as an anatomist who 
has dissectea half a dozen head of 
women will never thereafter desire 
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to kiss one, or even to speak to one. 

To return to the professors of fic- 
tion, they apparently corrupt and 
obfuscate the art they profess m mudi 
the same way. What they concentrate 
their attention upon, judging by the 
product of their pupils, are the im- 
material externals of story writing — 
the little tricks that are worthless unless 
there is sound stuff behind them. 
O. Henry seems to be the idol and ideal 
of all these pupils — an author who 
never created a single living character, 
and whose chief admirers are readers 
of the Saturday Evening Post and 
school-teachers. The tridcs of O. Henry, 
laboriously taught to imbeciles by 
worse imbeciles, spoil nine-tenths of 
the stories that I have to read every day. 
I struggle through the intricacies of a 
complex plot, with a moving-picture 
surprise at the end, only to discover 
that the people of the tale are stuffed 
dummies, without either souls or gtz- 
zards. The cheap magazines are full 
of such puerile stuff. Its manufacture 
becomes a great industry. But who 
ever heard of a manufacturer of it 
emerging from the sweat-shop, and 
writing anything honestly describable 
as literature? Literature is not written 
by tricksters, but by men and women 
who begin by observing the Kfe about 
them, and who are so profoundly moved 
by it that they are impelled irresistibly 
to record their observations. A true 
story-teller never has to study text- 
books on the concoction of plots. 
Whenever he sees a human being he 
imagines a plot suflicient for him. 

It is common for rhetoricians to make 
a distinction between plot and style — 



that is, between tfie content of a stoiy 
and its manner. This distinction is 
largely imaginary. Any man who can 
imagine a moving story about genuine 
human beings and who has enough com- 
mand of the language to express his 
ideas — any such man can write what 
deserves to be called good English. 
Whenever you find bad English — that 
is, tedious, blowsy and obscure English 
— ^you will find that muddled thiiJcing 
is at the bottom of it. Such muddled 
thinking explains most of the obscurity 
of Henry James. James, to be sure, is 
sometimes unintelligible to the general 
and hence repellent, simply because he 
deals in ideas that are above the mental 
reach of the general, but not infre- 
quently those ideas pass beyond his own 
reach too, and then he is tangled and 
stupid. At the other extreme is Dreiser, 
a man often denounced because his 
style is without ornament. To the un- 
critical it therefore seems to be without 
distinction. But when Dreiser is deal- 
ing with anything that he has visualized 
clearly — say the character of Muldoon, 
or Jennie Gerhardt at Lester's funeral 
— ^his English is actually beautifully 
clear, direct, melodious and charming. 
He then writes vastly better than any 
of his critics. When he writes badly — 
that is, artificially, painfully, obscurely 
— ^it is simply because the ideas he is 
seeking to convey are not clear in his 
own mind. Are his philosophical essays 
hard to read? Then it is because the 
thinking behind them is muddled. 
When his thoughts are sound and 
well-ordered, as in **Art, Life and 
America," his style is sound and wdl- 
ordered too. 



Digitized by 



Qoo^^ 



Rupert Goes on the Loose 

By S. N. Behrman. and J. K. Nicholson 



I 



FREEPORT, Illinois, hasn't stopped 
talking about Rupert Honey- 
well yet. It probably never will. 
Everything about him has become a 
tradition: his miraculous vests, his 
lowing ties, his samovar, his personal 
idiosyncracies, his startling views of 
mondity and that crowning event which 
caused his expulsion from Kenton's 
dassic halls. It seems hard to believe 
that Rupert, who now rules a cult of 
his own in the literary world, once 
belonged to Freeport and Kenton Col- 
I^. But he did! While in Free- 
port he did teach sociology at Kenton. 
He did live with the three Martin spin- 
sters. He did attempt, in that chaste 
environment, to perpetrate an orgy of 
Babylonian wickedness. All true ! 

But to go back. Rupert was twenty- 
seven then and he came to Freeport to 
get leisure to write his novel. He had 
been endeavoring to write it in his 
lodgings in Greenwich Village, but he 
found that atmosphere too distracting. 
There were too many parties, too many 
attractive bobbed heads, too many 
dabblers in psycho-analysis and its 
allied arts. Unconsciously he had 
drifted into the way of being a typical 
Villager: that is to say, a person who 
finds conversation easier than creation. 
Every time he started to write his novel 
along came one of the gang who sug- 
gest^ something more interesting. 
And off he went without another 
thought of his Great Work. 

Things had been going on this way 
for some time, until one day, whm 
Rupert was taking a constitutional 
around the Square— one starry morn- 



ing about two A. M. — ^the trutfi broke 
in upon him. He must get away 
from all his pleasure-loving playmates. 
That was it — ^he must get away. But 
how . . .? 

In his mail box next morning, as if 
in answer to his rather baffling query, 
he found a letter from a teacher's 
agency asking him if he cared to teach. 
There was a position open for an in- 
structor in sociology at Kenton Col- 
lege, Freeport, 111. Would he accept 
it? He went out to The Early Bird 
for a cup of black coffee. He wanted 
to think it over. By noon he had wired 
his acceptance of the berth. 

It was with a sense of immense re- 
lief that he got on the train at the 
Grand Centrd that would take him 
as far as Chicago on his way to Free- 
port. For a week he had been partial 
and dined. There had been farewell 
suppers at The Pink Goose, The 
March Hare, The Little Nest and other 
rendezvous of the esoteric. 

As he settled back comfortably in 
the Pullman he congratulated himself 
on outwitting the Village. Most of 
his artistic friends secretly dreamed of 
being famous and moving to the steam- 
heated apartments uptown. But, since 
living in the Village kept them from 
working enough to become famous, 
they never moved. 

"Freeport may not be much, but it 
is nearer Park Avenue and author's 
royalties tfian Washington Square," he 
decided. 

All of which may be true enough in 
theory, but Rupert, alas, was leaving 
his temperament out of account. Hav- 
ing beoi no farther West than Wee- 
hawken he visualized tiie calm peace 
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and quiet of a college town — a prairie 
Athens. His classes, he mused, would 
be few and he would have an immense 
leisure for writing. Witfi his novel 
finished he would go back to New 
York a lion. . . . 

However, poor Rupert didn't know 
Freeport ; he didn't know Kenton Col- 
lie; and he didn't know the Martin 
sisters. 

II 

Freeport didn't look t^ mudi as 
he got off Ac train, but Rupert didn't 
mind tfmt. You coiddn*t expect much 
of these small towns. Hadn't he read 
•Main Street?'^ The coHcge, he fan- 
cfed, was removed from the^ town, 
austere oM ivy-covered buildings, a 
noHe, elm-shaded campus, a trans- 
planted Academy. 

So he gathered up his luggage with 
cheerful confidence and got into a 
moth-eaten vehicle known as a rock- 
away. Rupert told the driver he 
wanted to be taken to Kenton College, 
and, after about twenty minutes of 
rockingaway the hade stopped before 
a ramshackle brick building, almost 
flush with the road. Rupert, who had 
been thinking over the third chapter 
of his novel, woke up startledly from 
a brown-study. 

"I said I want to go to Kenton 
Colleger 

"This here's itl" annoimced Ae 
cocker emphatically. 

About a dozen young f dlows, wear- 
ily gaudy skull-caps, were standing 
about Ae doors. They carried books 
under Aeir arms. CouM it be Aat 
Aey were students? Rupert thought 
they looked Hke farmhands on a holi- 

But what depressed him most were 
Ae buildings of the college itself, of 
which, as far as he could see, Acre 
were two. There was the dilapidated 
structure in front of which he stood, 
and another one to the rear which 
fooked like a dormitory. Just across 
Ae road he noticed a cow-pasture with 
upright crossed posts at either end. 
Rupert was not a devotee of aAIetics> 



but he fancied Aat Ais was Ae foot- 
ball field. . . . His heart sank. 

A few moments later one of Ae stu- 
dents was ushering him into the office 
of President Judson. Rupert had im- 
agined that that executive weuld re- 
semble Hemy Ward Beeclier. What 
he saw was a baldish little man in a 
musty suit, wiA a worried expression 
on his face of a housewife who had 
mislaid the dust-pan. 

"I am Mr. Honeywell — Rupert 
Honeywell," said Rupert sti%. "You 
had my telegram, I hope." 

"Oh, yes ... oh, yes. . . . 
You see, Ais is registration day . . . 
very busy . . . detail 
administration and so forA. Happy 
to see jrou Aotigh." 

And President Judson extended a 
cold, clammy hand to Ae new m emb er 
of his faculty. 

in 

Almost from Ae first Kenton and 
Freeport began to btizz about Rupert 
No one jtist like him had ever been 
seen before. He secured rooms in the 
home of the Martin sisters — Aree 
middle-aged spinsters who eked out 
Aeir existence by keeping one boarder, 
Prof. Walters, who had taught Latin 
for twenty years, had lived with the 
Martins up tmtil the time of his death, 
which occurred shortly before Ruijert'ii 
arrival. It was at President Judson's 
suggestion Aat Rupert became Prof, 
Walter's successor in the Martin house. 

Soon Ae fumishin« of his room 
became a topic of hu^ed conversation 
among college circles. 

The Martin sisters, who were at 
once shodced and fescinated by the 
transformation wrought by Aeir new 
boarder in Aeir plain, wall-papered 
chambers, were not long in spreaifing 
the astounding news^ He had all of 
the old plush furniture removed and 
replaced them wiA his own Aings 
which he had sent on from New Yoi^k. 
The walls he covered wiA Assyrian 
prints; drawings by Aubrey Beardsley, 
decadent and moributid la^es dyin^ 
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gracefully of strange ailments. Miss 
Isabelle Martin declared that those 
pictures made her feel quite "spooky." 
In one comer of his room he placed 
his beloved samovar, an article of fur- 
niture upon which his landladies looked 
with great distrust. And the lighting! 
Candles burned from wall-sconces — 
Rupert would allow nothing else. 
There was a Buddha crouched in a 
miniature temple; there were photo- 
graphs of Gredc sculptures which 
somdiow seemed more naked than the 
sculptures themselves; there were 
bizarre cushions strewn about; and 
there was a nargehli pipe. And, as 
Hester Martin said, the smell of in- 
cense about the place was positively 
indecent ! 

Rupert Honeywell's rooms, he called 
them his "chambers," became a sort 
of by-word around the college. Their 
notoriety was the sort that hovers 
about a chamber of horrors and a 
seraglio. The townspeople talked 
about Rupert's lodgings with a subtle 
feeling tfiat they were being very 
naughty. And naturally all this upset 
Ae Martin sisters very much, as they 
were good Baptists with a pew and an 
ancestral stained-glass window. 

When Rupert became conscious of 
the furore his chambers created he got 
into the habit of asking favored pupils 
to drop in for tea, and once he actu- 
ally gave a party which was attended 
by several faculty members and their 
wives. The effect on his visitors was 
sensational. The trappings, so com- 
mon to Greenwich Village, shocked 
the Kentonites beyond words. Rupert 
read to his visitors from decadent 
Frenchmen they had never heard of: 
Verlaine and Huysmanns, Rambaoud 
and Villiers de L'isle Adam. He also 
preached a philosophy of subversive 
estheticism that shocked and fascinated 
them. Through all this Rupert became 
something of a Cult among the stu- 
dents. A little group of serious think- 
ers gathered around him that imitated 
his tastes and repeated the tales of his 
eccentricities. 

It could never be said of Rupert that 



he was popular at Kenton, but he 
achieved the higher distinction of being 
considered "strange" and "interesting.'^ 
Until one day— or rather one evening — 
there came a change. And the sad 
part of it was that poor Rupert was 
perfectly unconscious of the havoc he 
had wrought with his own position. 

It was at the reception at President 
Judson's house that it happened. Ru- 
pert came to the festivity arrayed 
m his marvelously tailored evening 
clothes, a white gardenia in his button- 
hole. From the first he stalked about 
with lat^^uid detachment, not unlike a 
cockatoo among sparrows. He had a 
habit of liftii^ a sofa pillow to the 
mantel-shelf and leaning against it, 
puffing a cigarette through a long ivory 
holder. At intervals he would bestir 
himself and bend over the shoulder of 
one of his colleague's wives to mutter 
something mildly shocking. Becoming 
bored with the insipid rqwirtee Rupert 
at last retired to a divan. The evening 
should not be entirely lost. He would 
create a new chapter for his novel. 
Thus he sat, oblivious of his surround- 
ings, Kke Rodin's Thinker. 

Suddenly, as if he were Archimedes 
in the bathtub, he jumped up and 
shouted "Eureka I" 

The company, sipping tea and eating 
ginger snaps, was startled. Mrs. Jud- 
son, a mild, somewhat blue-nosed lady, 
inquired whether Mr. HoneyivcU were 
not well. 

"I should say sol I've just thought 
of something that has been troubling 
me for wedcs. It's a point in my 
novel I" 

"Won't you tell us what it's about?" 
asked Mrs. Judson innocently. 

"Certainly," said Rupert. 

He feh quite amiable having just 
settled a knotty point. 

"You see, my book tells about a 
young man who doesn't get on very well 
with women. He likes them but he is 
unable to get on with them. He's 
lived with several — ^about four or five 
by Ae time the book's half through. 
But always his attitude has been merelv 
experimental. Each time he has left 
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the particttlar woman in disgust; none 
has been able to hold him. . . .*• 

A decided chill pervaded tfic room. 
And Rupert misinterpreted the chill. 
He thought it was skepticism. 

**You think this attitude incredible," 
he cried, slightly nettled. Then let me 
tell you it's true! Because I am the 
hero of the book, and I know what I'm 
writing about Every one of those 
women — I've known all five — inti- 
mately . . . why, I nearly mar- 
ried oncl** 

IV 

It took Rupert nearlv a minute to 
realize that tficse good people were 
actually shocked. The silence that set- 
tled on the Judson parior was appal- 
ling: he found, after a few moments, 
that no one was speaking to him. So 
in a little while he said good night to 
his host and hostess and left. 

The next day President Judson 
called him into his private office and 
berated him for his conduct of the 
night before. Rupert defended himself 
stoutly; he had told only what was in 
his novel and his novel was strictly in 
the best tradition of modern realism. 
The president ended by telling him that 
if he expected to continue teaching in 
Kenton he must conform to the views 
of the community. 

And tfien while die head of the col- 
lege had Rupert on the green carpet 
he proceeded to bring other charges 
against him : for instance, he had never 
appeared in church, he had been seen 
smoking on the campus, and he was 
delinquent in his attendance of faculty 
meetings. Rupert felt that he ought to 
protest indignantly in behalf of per- 
sonal freedom and academic liberty, but 
he could say nothing. He left Presi- 
dent Judson without a word. . . . 

From that day the taste of Freeport 
and Kenton College became bitter in 
Rupert's mouth. He was desperately 
bored by ever3rthing connected with 
education. He longed more than 
ever for the freedom of his beloved 
Village. Here there were no con- 
certs, no theatres, no kindred spirits. 



He brooded over his lot so intensely 
that he found it impossible to work on 
his novel. 

But for six more weeks Rupert stood 
it He attended to his professional 
duties, but as soon as he was through 
he would rush to his haven and forget 
the Philistines playing the piano and 
reading Baudelaire. President Judson 
and the Martin sisters congratulated 
themselves, for they thought that he 
was well disciplined. They mistook 
his apathy for obedience. 

One day a friend of his in New 
York, an artist, sent him a picture he 
had just painted, but which on account 
of its "advanced technique" he had 
been unable to sell. Rupert loved it — 
a startling study in the nude — and 
hung it on the wall over his bed. Upon 
returning from his classes next day 
he found it in the waste-paper basket 
and a note on his table which read : 

We cannot have such immoral pictures 
hanging on our walls. If you can't do with- 
out such things we shall have to ask you to 
find other (juarters. We don't feel as diougfa 
we were living in a moral house with tint 
naked woman hanging there. 

Isahelle Martm 
Hester Martin 
Ida Martin 



That note infuriated Rupert more 
than anything that had happened since 
his arrival in Freeport. It was the 
last straw. Why was he embittering 
himself, tarnishing his aesthetic soul in 
this God-forsaken place? He would 
leave at once ! They were impossible I 
In his heart lurked the spirit of re- 
venge. Yes, he would leave, but before 
he left he would do something to shock 
this miserable little collie town. He 
would exit like a villain in a blaze of 
scandal. He would give them some- 
thing to really talk about . . . ! 

In his endeavor to cool his ire he 
took a walk. He wanted to think. For 
two hours he tramped the country roads 
trying to devise some way in which to 
shock the natives. As he was passing 
through Freeport on his way back he 
saw that the focal **Opera House** was 
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Kt tip and that garish three-sheets in 
front announced that "Oh Daddy!" 
the gay nrasical success, was playing 
tiiere that night This was the type of 
theatrical entertainment which satisfied 
tJie com-fcds, he thought contemp- 
tuously. . . . But he stOK)ed ! An idea 
had struck him ... a wonderful 
idea. It was the very thing, of course ! 
The visit of "Daddy" was providential, 
fittle short of miraculous. . . . 

Rupert was as excited as a school- 
boy. He went up to the box-office and 
bought a loge (the Opera House did 
not have boxes — it had loges) for the 
performance. Then he went back to 
his rooms and changed his clothes. He 
dressed with exquisite care. . . . And 
as he dressed he sang. For the first 
tmie in months he was happy. He was 
going back to New York again. This 
was to be his last night in Freeport. 
And he meant to do his best to make 
it memorable for himself and for 
Freeport. 

Purposely he entered his loge rather 
late, just as the overture began. He 
fdt conscious of the buzz that went 
over die house. In the first place 
theatre-goers in Freeport didn't dress; 
and in the second place it was pretty 
well known about town that he was on 
the faculty at Kenton. And the faculty 
never attended the theatre except when 
some worn-out Thespian descended in 
their midst with Sludcespearean reper- 
totre. 

All through the show — whidi was a 
dreary melange of cheap jokes and 
jazz — Rupert made himself con- 
spicuous by winking at several of the 
diorus ladies. By the end of the per- 
formance the audience was watching 
Rupert as much as it was watching the 
proceedings on the stage. 

When the curtain went down Ru- 
pert, exhilarated by the notion tiiat he 
was plajnng a stage-door John for the 
first time in his life, went around to 
the alley, and waited for the girls to 
come out. 

After a time two of them appeared — 
a brunette and a blonde. He lifted his 
silk hat and asked them whether they 



wouldn't go for a bite with him at En- 
dicott's Caf6. The girls readily agreed. 
They had already put him down as a 
"nut" and there had been a wager made 
back-stage as to who would "get" the 
unsuspecting Rupert. 

Rupert had purposely suggested En- 
dicott's rather than the more elaborate 
Commercial House because the former 
restaurant necessitated a walk half the 
length of Market Street. Escorting the 
two coryphees he walked down the 
street. By the time they reached Endi- 
cott's most everyone who had been to 
tiie theatre had seen them. He was 
quite happy as he noticed die sensa- 
tion he was causing. 

These show-girls were the first non- 
puritanical people Rupert had met 
since he left New York. They re- 
freshed him with their naive sophisti- 
cation, their sprightly jollying. After 
Rupert told them that he was from 
New York and going back tomorrow 
they warmed up to him. One of them, 
Connie, die blonde, played put-and- 
take with him on the table cloth. Ru- 
pert was really having a good time! 

The cafe was full of people and they 
stared at Rupert's party with astonish- 
ment and envy. This fact spurred him 
on to greater effort in the way of mak- 
ing himself conspicuous. At one point 
he arose and proposed a toast to wine, 
woman and song that could be heard 
all over the room. The girls seconded 
him noisily. Agnes, die brunette, suc- 
ceeded in getting the waiter's confidence 
to the extent diat he gave her the ad- 
dress of a local bootlegger. Connie 
wrote the name and address on Ru- 
pert's shirt-front, and the three left 
the restaurant like three children on a 
lark. And they talk about that supper 
party in Endicotf s to this day. . . . 

The bootlegging gentleman provided 
diem with a quart of doubtful com 
whiskey, and armed with this and some 
bottles of ginger ale they hired a hack 
and rode to the Martin residence on 
Buckeye Street. The house was dark 
and Rupert cautioned the girls to tread 
softly, as the sisters must not be 
awakened. 
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Rupert's rooms reminded Comiie of 
a fortune-telling booth she had once 
tended at Coney Island. But she liked 
it, and said she "couldn't imagine an 
honest-to-God place like this in a hick- 
town." They built a fire in the grate 
with Rupert's text-books and some pro- 
found essays on Municipal Govern- 
ment in Ecuador written by members 
of his classes. Rupert put on the soft 
pedal and played Ae piano, while his 
companion did "asthmatic" dancing. 
Tiring of this they had a pillow fight. 
Then Connie, who could not stand 
much whiskey, hega^ to cry. She sob- 
bingly told Rupert how she was the 
sole support of a widowed mother in 
Erie, Fa. It cost him twenty-five 
dollars to console her, but it was 
worth it. 

By that time Rupert was conscious 
of stirring below stairs. The Martin 
sisters evidently had been awakened by 
their party and were listening to what 
was "going on." He decided that they 
must have something to listen to. As 
the corn whiskey diminished, their 
spirits rose. In a loud voice Rupert 
made a most wonderful speech full of 
aesthetic theory, in which he endeavored 
to make clear to Connie and Agnes the 
true principles of art. The problems 
of truth and beauty which had puzzled 
men for ages he easily explamed to 
them. He found the girls a remark- 
ably intelligent audience. Whenever he 
stopped for breath Connie yelled for 
him to "Go ahead !" He used a lot of 
queer sounding words the girls thought, 
but he was all right. Wasn't he, 
girls ? . . . He was. . . . 

And downstairs, the Martin sisters, 
quivering with excitement, drank in 
every word. 

Finally, about three in the morning, 
there was silence in Rupert's rooms. 
The sisters consulted each other in be- 
wildered whispers. What should they 
do? Hester was for going up to his 
door, knocking, and demanding that he 
leave the house at once with his hus- 
sies. But the gentler Isabelle would 
not allow it. She reminded them of 
the scandal. 



^ After several hours of this indeci- 
sion the three finally made up their 
minds to beard him in his den of 
iniquity together. They stole quietly 
up to his door and op^ied it What 
tfiey saw shocked them beyond tiieir 
wildest dreams. There were two wo- 
men in Rupert's room! Not mie, mind 
you, but two! Both of them were 
lying abandonedly across Rupert's bed, 
sound asleep. Rupert himself was 
curled up in a grotesque posture on a 
rug under the samovar. And he was 
awake f He was fully drasaed and star- 
ing at them with a sort of triumphant 
gleam in his eyes. • . . 

Rupert never forgot how the three 
sisters looked as they stood there, their 
eyes fixed on the bed— direc middle- 
aged Graces staring at two Dis-graces. 
After a horrified moment the sisters 
flew downstairs. And a moment later 
Rupert saw them crossing the yard in 
their shawls, headed in the direction 
of President Judson's residence. . . . 

He got up with a shout of laughter, 
put on his hat and overcoat, and 
gathered his traveling bags tog^er. 
Rupert hadn't drunk as much as he 
had pretended; as a matter of fact he 
had spent the night getting his bags 
packed and leavin|^ instructions for the 
disposal of his things. 

When the Martin sisters returned 
some time later with Preskknt Judson 
they found that Rupert had departed. 
But there was a note frcmi him on 
the table addressed to tfie president of 
Kenton College, which they lost no 
time in reading: 

To the Rifht Honorable President: 

My intuition tells me you will soon be here 
to read this note. I am forced to resign my 
position on the faculty of your admirable in- 
stitution. I find that the atmosphere of your 
commtmity cramps my style. 

May I ask a final favor of you : Please see 
that the two voung ladies, who are now sleep- 
ing so peacefully on my bed, make ^eir tram 
for Lebanon on time. They told me they are 
to play there this evening. And if you could 
see your way to taking them to breakfast yoo 
would greatly oblige 

Your humble colleague, 

Rupert Honeywell, 
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Taggard Tries Them Out 

Bjf Amanda Benjamin Hall 



«^ HALL I go on rcadsag from 
^ whexe we kit off?" aak«l Miss 

JSJllgM. 

"UflV first you mtgjit rtn^ up tiie 
hoflpttaV' suggested her pBtient with 
the satbiaction of the side man who» 
ia an etastic strctdi o£ boredom, finds 
some task for his angd to perfonn 
dmd feels himsdf vicariousiy active. 
'Tell them it nrast be a blonde this 
timer 

Jimngr Taggard smiled wfatmstcally 
tapped the arms of Ms diair as» 
with the primmest poss&Ie sigh, Miss 
Kmgl^ acceded. Ih-ohably in all the 
wtoid there was not a more perfect 
example of what a trained ntirse should 
look like nor of how one should be- 
have. 

"Post-Graduate?" spoke her quiet, 
concise voice into the transmitt^. 
'^ve me die supervisor's office. . . . 
Miss Godwin, this is Miss Knight 
apoUng. • . . My patient has Ss* 
nissed the extra nurse, Miss O'Brien, 
mr rsdier die dismissed hersdf. He 
wants a fresh one tomorrow. Send » 
Uonde diis tune; please I" She flushed 
at Ibe indignity of the menage. ^No,. 
I said b-1-o-n-d-e, a nurse widi gold 
hmr. He likes it as bri^ as pontic ; 
he — er— especially denmnds an oma- 
■aental perscm. .... A Miss Smithers, 
yott say, freshly graduated?" She 
deferred to her employer. "Miss God- 
win can send a very pretty 3rouag 
person, but she's had no outside ex- 
perience!" 

He made a careless gesture. 

"Wdl, sa much the better. Yoit tell 
Old Mother Hubbard I want a fre^ 



dofwny chick to divert me, and her 
duties will not be very arduous." 

"And tdl her," he interrupted him- 
self with amiable petulance, "that the 
last brunette was on color. Hair merely 
mud<^, and the only strain of red was 
in her disposition.'* 

The last conchiaion brought a smile 
from Miss Kni|^t. 

"Miss Godwin says that she will do 
the best she can for you.'^ 

"Heighoi," breadied the invalid and 
leaned bade in his chair with the idle^ 
shallow speculation of a child. "Won- 
der what she'll be Kke ! It occurs to me 
that a blue-e)red woman with pure 
gold hair would light up this whole 
damned, dark apartment like an ex- 
plosion. Wfaoct do yoxx say, Bunny?" 

He hs^ insisted upon the nickname 
because Miss Knight had been chris^ 
tened "Beatrice," because she disap- 
proved of familiarity, and because he 
drew a perverse pleasure from out- 
raging htr noticms of propriety. She, 
was so holy, he tdd hersdf, so pre- 
posterously conventional I 

"I think," returned Miss Knight^ 
characteristically, "that the apartment 
isn't dark at all. If s fairly flooded 
with scmUghtr 

Taggard Arew back his head and 
laughed. 

"Bunny," he observed, "jrou'te as 
literal as the day of apple dumplings! 
The word Marie* is su8cq)tible to sev^ 
eral interpretations. Any place is dark 
to a riiut-in, especially when there's 
no one to amuse him. If you weren't 
as solemn as a plume off Grant's 
hearse — " He lifted his hand warn- 
isf^. "Oh, yes, I know you take per- 
fect care of me and Aat you're going 
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to say Vm free to find someone in your 
place, but you know it can't be done. 
The Lord certainly designed you for 
efficiency, but He forgot to make you 
aware that you are a woman. It's so 
dismal having to remember that you're 
a nurse and I'm a patient when we're 
only two caged human creatures after 
all. It keeps us from discussing reali- 
ties. Btmny, do you know anything 
about love?" 

She said with hauteur, "I have 
nursed two cases of it!" 

Again he laughed, and this time the 
mirthful tears tiled his eyes. 

So contagious was his laughter that 
Miss Knight's lips relented and showed 
the edges of her really delightful teeth. 
She did not smile often and Jim counted 
each time as a rare aesthetic experi- 
ence. As has been stated, she was 
nearly a perfect professional product. 
The sun came to marvel over her uni- 
form and could find no blemish; its 
white was as dazzling as a snowdrift 
at break of day. The trim apron em- 
braced her with a smooth band, the 
starched, mannish collar with two little 
gold rivets in back, though fatal to an- 
other woman, proved only that her 
head was superbly set from whatever 
angle you viewed it. She censored her 
hair like a Greek goddess, and Jim 
Taggard could never decide whether 
she was wholly complacent or wholly 
indifferent. Had she bared her throat 
or let that vigorous dark hair have 
its way, Taggard, the lover of wo- 
men, must have seen her beauty signal- 
ing. 

But she did none of these things. If 
his life was a failure she made it a 
successful one. She ordered his af- 
fairs with relentless precision, buttoned 
her collars in back and did her duty by 
the supernumerary nurse he employed 
to keep him amused. Jim called her a 
tyrant and bedeviled her shamefully in 
order that she might not guess how 
much in awe of her he felt. 

Taggard was a fool, no doubt, but 
a stran^^ely charming one. In the jut 
of his jaw, the merriment of his eye, 
the sensitive, affectionate mouth sur- 



vived the old Jim Taggard, but his 
lines were new and die traitorous 
streaks of gray in his hair had fallen 
like frost overnight. 

"Shall I go on with tbe reading?" 
Miss Knight again inquired, and was 
answered by gloom. 

••Yes, I suppose you may as well, 
since you have no other parlor accom- 
plishments. Look, Bu — Miss Knight, 
at the gray roadster skulking by and 
that lud^ dog at die wheel. I'd like 
to step into his boots. I'd make that 
lean panther hum — " 

She was used to hit tfiwarted im- 
pulses and for die second time die book 
was discarded, for she knew that in 
the happy hunting-ground of his imag- 
ination he was cutting up the Fordham 
road with a vista to conquer and all the 
winds of the world yielding him ri^t 
o' way. Before his accident befell lum 
Jim Taggard had taken his amusement 
very seriously. He loved all that 
money can attract and that in turn at- 
tracts money. He loved a pursuit 
and a lavishing. He was the sort of 
dependent animal that cannot be left 
alone without symptoms of melancho- 
lia. That was why the blow had fallen 
so hard when he met wiA his acci- 
dent. 

Characteristically, it came about 
through pleasure; a party of diem 
chasing out to a dance place on die 
Merrick road and Jimmy, as it wcre^ 
settling the score. The others, there 
were two men and a girl, were flung 
clear of the heavy car, but Tacigard 
was somehow pinned under ana one 
leg so badly crushed that it became im- 
mediately necessary to amputate below 
the knee. 

The realization of his loss, however, 
was not the hardest thing he had to 
face during those first ghasdy weeks in 
the hospital. He knew, of course, that 
his physical status, diat wonderful, 
coursing fitness, was destroyed for all 
time, but his mind was still rich with 
the sap of living. His friends would 
stick close now, he felt certain, and 
when he was able to go home he pic- 
tured a lively fraternization. And just 
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at first he was not disappointed in 
uiein. 

Abnost daily Miss Km^t, his con- 
sistent ntiTse from the start, would an- 
nounce Charlie VanderpooJ, or Harri- 
son Drew, or Dolly Flanders, the three 
who had been in the motor, and many 
otters, greatly his debtors, and they 
would all pretend that he was right as 
a trivet. But more limp and infre- 
quent grew these calls till Jim recog- 
nized that it was becoming a dreaded 
ordeal for them to visit hhn, that pity 
rendered them awkward and ^e^ could 
9 not now conceive of him as their play- 
fellow. And finally, to the tmspewc- 
alSe pain of Jim and iht indignation of 
Nurse Knight, ihey eased away alto- 
gether, and he was left with the stiff, 
starchy girl who looked like an angd 
on a Christmas card, who gave him 
meticulous care and never a word of 
sympathy. Of all people on earth they 
seemed the two least likely to under- 
stand one another. 

''She thirfcs I'm a rake," Jim told 
himself almost immediately, and added 
for sick revenge, **I think she's a prig. 
We couldn't talk— oh, not in a mfllion 
years r 

But it became an engrossing game to 
shock her sensibilities widi his rude 
bruit of the world, to soil her antiseptic 
consctonsness. 

"I'm not her kind of patient,*' he 
tfivined logically. "I'm — Fm one of the 
Hgh-timers that her mother and the 
Methodist minister warned her against. 
SheTl take offense and get herself 
transferred." 

He bragged of his unregjenerate 
fc ach dor life, so lately interrupted, and 
waited for her to leave. Btit Miss 
Knight, though, as he told hhnself, 
utterly w itfi o u l humor, was not devoid 
of standmess. Once sbe did say with 
sdy sarcasm, a trifle pityingly, too, *'It 
must be considerable comfort to you 
now to know that you left no stone 
tmtumed." 

In the bitterness of his abandonment 
his only makeshift was one of benefi- 
cence. He drew pretty nurses by the 
tnagnet of his starved interest and gen- 



eTt>6ity and his gifte were legion; in 
return he asked oiriy that they aooord 
him a Httle hectic gaioty. But always 
wh^i be tired of the game he wotdd 
ring for Miss Knight and rest himself 
in her cool composure. Once, only 
once, he offered her a gift, and that 
time her Mush went delicacy down 
the backs of her ears and her curt re- 
fusal cut him to the heart. When lie 
was ready to leave the hospital he 
bemoaned. 

''How can I get along without all 
these cunning creatures? I have it. 
Bunny: I'll always keep a lesser nurse 
to wear the cap and bdls. Thank G<)d, 
there's still one legitimate way of hav- 
ing company. Sie must be good- 
lo^ng and vivacious to qualify, and 
if I tire of one face 111 order another. 
What about it?^ 

"As you choose," was the unemo- 
tional response; **but thqrll have to 
take their orders from me, unless, of 
course, you marry one, when 111 hand 
in my resignation." 

"Good Lord," thought Jimmy, "when 
my poor Bunny dies there must cer- 
tainly be an autopsy to find out what- 
ever became of her sense of htunor." 

Nevertheless the crabbed suggestion 
stayed with him significantly. Mar- 
riage! He had hitiierto been too occu- 
pied and too fickle to consider it seri- 
ously. Then, too, being one of the 
most eligible bachelors in town, his 
initiative had suffered. But all was 
changed now. He was damnably 
kmely and pathetically needful. A 
nurse less than any other sort of 
woman would be apt to fed revulsion 
toward a cripple, and, anyway, mirses 
were the only women he saw. His 
faithful Bunny was out of the question. 
As well warm up to a totem pole I 

There had been a Miss O'Brien 
whom he had strongly fancied, and 
who, in turn, had made a great play 
for his affection. But it had been 
proved that Miss O'Brien was affianced 
to a young interne, and merely toler- 
ating Taggard for the sake of the bene- 
fit accorded her. 

And BOW, after a healing lapse of a 



Digitized by 



Google 



62 



TAGGARD TRIES THEM OUT 



week, was come a second nurse, one 
chosen by tfie twinkling eye of Miss 
Godwin, the supervisor. Miss God- 
win had known Taggard at the hos- 
pital and had since learned that his 
whims were as monstrous as his for- 
tune. And combing among her can- 
didates she had paused before Miss 
Lucy Smitfiers, and said "Ah 1" in- 
spiredly. 

II 

Of all the young women it had been 
her lot to handle. Miss Smithers was 
certainly the most difficult. She had 
not wanted to be a trained nurse, hav- 
ing a penchant toward the stage, and 
she revenged herself for the accident 
by teJcing all the liberties that she 
dared during her years of probation. 
She wore her hair bobbed and it was 
the color of pollen. Her mouth was 
curly and marred by no disfiguring in- 
telligence, and she popularly enjoyed 
the reputation of being "a terror." 

Miss Godwin, who was a firm be- 
liever in a mission designed for every- 
one, had been at a loss to point Miss 
Smithers' till she heard of Taggard's 
reqirements. Judging from the amount 
of amusement which callow internes 
found in her, she was Heaven-ordained 
to tickle Adam's funnybone. 

This audacious person, pink as a 
June rose and with yellow hair fluffed 
out beneath her muslin cap, would have 
walked unabashed into the presence of 
the Lord. 

"Miss Smithers," announced Miss 
Knight in the same colorless voice 
with which she heralded his meals or 
his nap-hour, and though Jim, being 
sensitive to names, winced at the 
"Smithers," he was ready to be re- 
freshed by the demure-qred girl who 
sauntered in and regarded him fatalis- 
tically. 

Miss Smithers saw a clean-cut man 
of about thirty-seven leaning forward 
in his wheel-diair and dominating the 
room with his nervous virility. 

"Good morning," he said, with a 
rather charming inclination of the 
head. "I am glad Aat you have come. 



Won't you sit? Ah, I »ee tfiat you 
don't lower yourself down with your 
hands. That is gratifying. Miss 
Knight has told you, no doubt, that 
my requirements are particular, so you 
won't object if I ask a few questions." 

Bobbed Hair sat and smoothed the 
velvet cover of the chair with sensuous 
appreciation of its texture. 

"Not at all," said she, quite frankly 
pleased by the situation in which she 
found herself, the combinatioa of a 
perfectly duclqr apartment and a mil- 
lionaire patient 

"Are you," began Taggard, **fond of 
the theatre?" 

"Oh, yes, Mr. Taggard, I like it bet- 
ter than znyihing else. It has been 
said that I missed my vocation. I 
should have become an actress." 

"Then you will be willing to sec 
three plays a week for me. I diii^ 
you cannot digest more. Remember it 
is I who am seeing them by proxy. I 
require someone who oan remember 
the best songs and some of (tie jokes. 
Do you sing?" 

"Do-re-me-fa," she dared, then 
cocked back her head and looked to 
see how he would take it He took it 
amusedly. 

"Not bad at all. And— er — have 
you any other name beside Smithers? 
One that won't slide off the tongue so 
annoyingly." 

"Angelica," her smile adoiowledged 
the humor of it as bestowed upon one 
whose eyes were imps of deviltry. 

"Angelica," if you will permit me — 
another question. Do you know how 
to dress?" 

"I am dressed," she said obtusely, 
and Taggard smiled. 

"Not that way. While rou are here 
you will discard your uniform. Miss 
Knight is my nurse. You will be my 
companion ... my entertainer!" 

"Not really?" she leaned forward 
boyishly. "I don't know what the 
supervisor would say to that, I'm sure. 
I'm supposed to be professionally 
employed." 

"You are professionally employed 
You're as necessary to my recovery as 
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the cfc c til c massage and stiychnia. 
Just to look at you — at that extraordi- 
faty gold hair sends my mental barom- 
eter soaring. You're sure it isn't 
plated?" 

*Tfou mean peroxide? No, it grew 
Hre that. . . r 

TPlardon me," said Miss Knight at 
fliis juncture, putting her head in the 
door. •TTie tailor was here and I 
refused to pay him for the suit he 
ruined.'* 

"That's nonsense. The poor chap 
must lire, and if you don't pay him 
hell bdlow round all morning." 

•Tie's already gone. I put him out." 

TIow — put him out?" 

•'I took him hf the shoulders — he's 
oot very btgf* 

Taggard laughed his tribute. 

•'Then why the interruption?" 

•TTiere's a straw suit-case here. I 
wanted to know if it belongs to Miss 
Smithers." 

"A straw suit-case," shivered Jim 
fastidiously. •'No, of course it isn't 
Miss Smithers'. It couldn't bel" 

Miss Smithers was discomforted. 

"Oh, but I'm afraid it is. It be- 
kmged to my sister in Arizona. It 
never rains in that country," and she 
hastened to reclaim it. 

••She's a sunbeam," eflFused Jim to 
his dragon at the end of a wedc ; "no — 
sunbeam's too wishy a word. She's a 
dynamo. I tdl you. Bunny, that girFs 
got the stuff in her of a great little 
actress! A few good dotfies make an 
astounding difference, don't you think?" 

•T[ think," said Miss Knight, severely, 
]ret straig h tening his pillow with a 
tamd as light as love, "that if your 
pride would permit ytm to walk or to 
get out in the world you wouldn't 
need a vaudeville star to restore your 
healthr 

"That shows what a cross-grained 
woman you are, Bunny! You know I 
can't get used to the idea of exposing 
flie wedc of my poor person to the 
public gaze. Fd rather stay home with 
one sympathetic soul beside me — and 
that doesnt mean you," he added 
ncanmg^y. 



•'Certainly not. I'm not in tfie least 
sorry for you. You're as robust as 
any other man and very badly spoiled 
in the bargain. There! In her bluff 
way she had made him exactly com- 
fortable, had set his cigarette stand at 
his dbow, his magazines within readt, 
and now straightened, smiling. "Will 
jrou have milk or orange juice?" 

"Neither," he begged incorrigibly. 
"Ill have whiskey and soda." 

"Bad business! Ill make it milk 
just for punishment." 

But even Miss Knight, who found 
nothing in Angelica of a hdpmate and 
very little of the professional s^nrit, 
was prone to understand Taggard's 
growing infatuation. That girl was a 
witch! She would romp home from a 
play, rouse both Taggard and Miss 
Knight, and with inimitable spirit give 
them a r6sumc of the musical comedy 
she had attended. She could dance a 
little, could smg just well enough to 
get by, and had sufficient daring to be 
funny. Very soon she was adopting a 
manner of ridiculous patronage toward 
Taggard that would have been brazen 
had it not been so comic. 

"Did his Grumpy scold and bully? 
Then his Angel wiQl be good to himT 
She would mince in with the morning 
mail on a silver tray, would feed him 
bonbons, would bring him a dish of 
fruit on her head, or a dgarette on a 
satin cushion; she taught his parrot to 
swear, she accepted Ae carte blanche 
that he gave her and stretched it to the 
limit, charging him with so many pur- 
diases that Nurse Knight was scan- 
dalized. 

"It isn't right— It isn't decent," she 
objected, with a lift to her miraculously 
straight nose. "You're spoiling that 
giri, Mr. Taggard. How is she ever 
going back to nursing again?" 

"I don't know, and I'm sure I don't 
care. Bunny! What good does my 
money do me, anyway? My friends 
don't give a whoop for me — that's been 
proven — not even enough to let me go 
on spending for them. As for you — " 

She made a little sound of rebuff. 

"Oh, you needn\ take offense," he 
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interrupted crossly. "I was only going 
to suggest that you let me give you a 
new prayer book or an umbrella I'' 

The two women were as far apart as 
the poles. Angelica, the butterfly, was 
constitutionally unable to understand 
Nurse Knight, who toiled assiduously 
night and mom and burned the mid- 
night oil over Jim's intricate accounts. 
She saw her ordering, directing tfie ser- 
vants, dealing with tradesmen, pre- 
paring Jim's food the way he liked it, 
and thought 

"She's a regular machine. And here 
she might be woiking the easiest kind 
of graft." 

Ill 

Hour after hour Miss Knight lis- 
tened to an inconsequential conversa- 
tion between her patient and Angelica, 
and marked how the man who hid his 
sensitive horror of what had befallen 
him under the cloak of whimsicality 
made shy overtures to the small favor- 
ite. Only she who had shared his dis- 
appointments, his pain and disability 
for months could guess what finer sub- 
strata lay beneath his light exterior. 
She knew that, although Taggard's 
methods of seeking devotion were mis- 
guided, he was always hoping for 
some tangible and sustaining affection 
tiiat should be his raft on the bewilder- 
ing waters of life. She watched him 
graspinp^ for straws, and sometimes she 
grew sick at the futility of his folly, 
grew sad at the childishness of his 
optimism. 

Would he never learn that money 
bu)rs nothing of value? When she 
pitied him most intensely she was al- 
ways careful to be harsh, feeling in 
some blind way that her positive quali- 
ties must compensate for his weaker 
ones. Angelica she could not blame 
any more than you blame a derelict 
pussy loose in a dairy and lapping up 
all the cream in sight. And Taggard 
she did not blame simply because— he 
was Taggard. Each day now he would 
confide his innocent findings. 

"Environment's a great molder. 
Bunny ! Have you observed how easily 



Angelica falls into the life of a lady?" 

For once Miss Knight was taken un- 
aware. It was late evening and she 
was helping Taggard make me difficult 
transition from his wheel chair to bed. 
Suddenly the great, richly paneled 
room with its exquisite fumishinsSy its 
high, carved bed and shrouded tamps 
stabbed her witfi an impression of the 
familiar thing, suddenly realized. It 
was his room, the room where his help- 
less fate had been involuntarily linked 
with hers. 

Without being exactly oonsdous of 
it — she was always too busy for self- 
analysis — she had been happy in this 
room, happy in perhaps a deeper sense 
than is generally understood. She re- 
viewed long hours of vipl beside him, 
quiet interludes spent witfi books of 
travel or adventure, she recalled his 
many beratings, his trying exactions, 
days when she had fought his disillu- 
sion with the strongest weapons she 
knew ! She looked at him as he sat on 
the edge of his bed, a dressing-gown 
of dark blue silk half open across his 
throat, his face alight with this new 
enthusiasm and thought. 

"He's bound to do it — he's bound to 
go from the frying pan into the fire; 
Then — 111 have to pve up struggliiq; 
for him — ^111 probably never see this 
room again." 

Coid witfi a fear of self-revealment, 
she hastily set out his night things and 
withdrew. Almost like a girl she fled 
to her room, passing Angelica's open 
door as she did so and glimpsing the 
favorite lounging luxuriously on her 
bed with a box of bonbons, a horrible 
example of what money and mis- 
directed kindness can do to destroy 
stamina. 

She closed her own door and stood 
trembling beside her dressing-table. 
She was only two years the senior of 
that pampered young creature who was 
enjoying the bachelor's bounty and 
who would most probably become his 
wife. She examined her face anx- 
iously and noted that it was paler than 
usual, that there were faint circles of 
fatigue beneath her eyes; not fatigue. 
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perhaps, but the mark of some more 
wearing exaction. She remembered 
Angelica's babyish hair, and pulled the 
pins hastily from her own, letting it 
fajl about her shoulders, thick and 
softening, the color of leaf mold in a 
forest pool. He might see that her 
hair was beautiful, too, if she chose to 
let him. But Nurse Knight's instinct 
was to hide, always to hide what was 
beautiful about her, even when it was 
only her feeling^. 

The sudden ringing of the night bell 
set her nerves jangling. She had 
never kept Jim waiting, and now she 
twisted up her hair, wiped her eyes 
and marched in. Taggard was in bed 
when she opened the door of the big 
room, but the light from one remain- 
ing lamp threw a pallor across him. 

"What do you mean by leaving me 
like that?" he asked irritably. "You 
know I have to be read to sleep " 

"I've been thinking," she said with 
a face as guileless as a May day, "that 
it might be well for you to break in 
Angelica. The fact is, Mr. Taggard, 
I've decided to take a vacation as soon 
as it is convenient for you to let me 
go. . . . 

"Vacation?" He propped himself 
erect in bed, as though such a thing 
had never been heard of. "You're 
joking!" 

She stood stiffly at the foot of his 
bed, her hands clasped before her. 

"I find tfiat I'm tired out. I'm hav- 
ing headaches." 

"Not really? What a brute I am 
not to have noticed I But what's to 
become of me?" 

The selfish note of dependence ran 
throu^ her like a tremor. 

"Miss Smithers is a graduate nurse. 
You forget she came in that capacity." 

He drew a troubled hand through his 
hair. 

"I confess I had forgotten! But 
she's so young. Bunny, so inexperi- 
enced — " 

"She's only two years younger 
than I!" 

"Is it pos — " He closed his lips. 
"Then you're twenty-seven, Bunny. 

S. Set— Mar.— 5 



Why, you're just a diild yourself — " 

She turned aside her head, feeling 
his gaze suddenly aware. 

"But who'll run the establishment; 
who'll pay the bills and — and — " 

"Miss Smithers can do all that grad- 
ually. I'll teach her. . . ." 

"I see. . . ." He accustomed him- 
self slowly. "And will you stay 
until we're sure things have adjusted 
themselves ?" 

"I'll stay till all the wheels are turn- 
ing," she promised with a slight smile, 
though her heart was cold. "Now 
shall I send Miss Smithers — " 

But at the door he made another de- 
taining gesture. 

"Oh, Bunny, I — ^that is, if you please, 
I should like to eive you quite a mag- 
nificent vacation. In the pale light 
she saw that, remembering her many 
rebuffs, he was flushing sensitively. 
"Would you let me take care of sll 
that for you, or is it too much to grant 
a mere patient?" 

Her corner of the room was dark, 
and he could not see the large tear that 
overflowed one eye. 

"There's no reason," pursued Tag- 
gard's voice, "why you should not visit 
one of the Bahamas that we've been 
reading about, or any other place of 
interest. At any rate, will you con- 
sider letting me send you?" 

Her answer was a long time coming, 
and it impressed him as being curiously 
muffled. 

"Perhaps," was what she said. 

Five minutes later Anmlica was 
standing beside his bed, uniformed and 
questioning. 

"Miss Knight told me to put this 
on," she said, a thought sullenly. "Am 
I taking orders from her or from you?" 

Taggard saw the droop of her mouth 
and condoned her childish temper. 

"I never issue orders to people I'm 
fond of. I prefer to make requests. 
Angelica," savoring the novelty of the 
news, "you're to be my nurse while 
poor Grumpy takes a rest How does 
that strike you? Do you think you can 
limit your horizons again — for mv 
sake?" 
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He saw her breast rising and faffing, 
Ae deliberate ctirb that *e held on 
herself. She was eridently ftnrf)Kng 
for words of assent that should carry 
conviction. Btit kxwiing eolossafly 
were tfie tasks she had seen Miss 
Knight perform, the vision of that re- 
^>onsible figure bending over a desk 
t91 late at night, the image of Miss 
Knight assuming all disagreeable obli- 
gations with imcomplaining effici en cy . 
And Angelica, who for the first time 
ill her life had tasted freedom, quafled. 
The play-time was ended and she was 
sufficiently keen to know that one may 
qualify as a companion much easier 
tfian as a goddess of the domestic ma- 
chine. 

**Oh,** she said brokerfy, **do you 
^ink I ever could?" 

*That depends on your strength of 
purpose.** 

Immediately he had said it he knew 
she was not strong, that in his fatuous 
need of something soft and lovable he 
had not wanted l^r to be strong. She 
picked up the book beside his bed and 
took Miss Knight's accustomed seat. 

"I'll — m try," she quavered and be- 
gan to read. 

Curious the difference that the mere 
donning of that uniform brought 
about. Whereas tiieir relationship had 
been one of easy give and take, of 
flirtatious banter, now a real constraint 
lay between them. Taggard, being the 
finer, sensed it first, and Angelica, feel- 
ing it in him, was troubled. It is the 
imwritten law that dignity must exist 
between a nurse and a patient. Her 
reading was not the most successful 
performance in the world. She was 
jumpy and uncertain, she slurred over 
sentences and pronounced abominably, 
so that at the end of fifteen minutes 
his nerves were raspii^. Finally she 
stopped altogether. 

"I don*t see how anyone can get 
round those Hindu names for places 
mnd things. Anyway, it's awfully dry, 
don't you thiric? Shant I try a novel?" 

"No," he said almost in exaspera- 
tion, •'111 try to sleep now, H you will 
fix the windows right." And when, 



after much directing, she achieved lihc 
technkjue of proper ventBation, he re- 
lented of his impatience. •^Angdica, 
you've been such a sporting playmate 
tfiat I know you ought to make a btffly 
nurse. Only, I'm cantankenms and 
used to Bunny's ways. Well have to 
be patient wiA one another." 

•'An right,** she agreed ; *only I guess 
Gnunpy was right, Mr. Taggard. I 
guess I am spoifcd for usefulness.** 

"Nonsense," he said. "Good-night, 
now. Waken me at eight, please. And 
pleasant dreams to you !** 

But Angelica*s drean» were not 
pleasant. To have her Arabian Nights 
experience so ruddy interrupted was a 
jolt, and she Wamcd Miss Knight for 
deliberate conspiracy against her. Tag- 
gard had adored her in her frivolous 
capadty, her talent for keeping him 
amused had amounted to genius, and 
there were the gifts, the theatres, the 
pretty dresses, whidi she had feh her- 
self free to enjoy. And now to go 
back to nursing, especially to foflow in 
the footsteps of that cold automaton, 
Beatrice Knight, who was so familiar 
with his Hk^ and dislikes as to be 
almost a part of him — ^it wasn't fair! 

Next day when the doctor, a cde- 
brated practitioner with a keen weather 
eye, called for his usual remonstrance 
with Taggard's shut-in policy, he ab- 
sorbed the situation. Miss Knight, the 
unappreciated, was about to abandon 
him to the mercies of the giri whom, at 
the hospital, he had b^ird called a 
•*baby vamp." As he was leaving. 

''You'll walk," he said, crypticaBy, 
"as soon as your concdt wfll let jrou. 
But I doubt, my dear chap, if youll 
ever be able to see!" 

IV 

Now, what the deuce had he meant 
by that, wondered Taggard, who could 
not see what the departure of Miss 
Knight or any other circumstance of 
his disability had to do with a lade of 
discernment. He sought to capture the 
dusive meaning and failed. 

In the meantime the consciousness 
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that Miss Knight was packing affected 
him oddly. He wanted the poor girl 
to go, he told himself persistently, and 
yet deep at the bottom of his heart was 
a mortal resentment. In the room 
where he spent most of his time he 
could hear her comings and goings in 
the corridor, even the arrival of the 
wardrobe trunk which she had pur- 
chased and had sent home from the 
store. 

He sat always in an attitude of acute 
listening, yet was annoyed if anyone 
remarked on his tension. It would 
seem that at least she might show a 
little human interest by coming in. But 
no, she was instructing her understudy 
and she preferred to remain behind the 
scenes. So Angelica, or Miss Smithers, 
as she had now automatically become 
for him, played her feeble rdle, and 
Taggard in frank ennui yawned and 
listened. He could not endure An- 
gdica's milk punches or the doubtful 
delicacies whidi she half-heartedly pre- 
paredy and the readings had been aban- 
doned altogether. He wished that they 
might recapture the first fine careless 
spirit they had known, but the sight of 
her uniform set a barrier. She was 
pining for her lost freedom, and a 
great dullness lay between them. 

Angelica, no less than he, looked in 
dread toward Miss Knight's departure, 
and at last, the ill hiunor of each ag- 
gravated by the little rubs of day by 
day, flie word of discontent was spok- 
en, and once spoken could not be 
unsaid. 

"It's no use," Angelica burst out, 
after a rumpus with the cook audible 
even to Taggard in his sanctum, "I 
can't step into Gnmipy's shoes. I — ^I 
don't want to, anyway. Nursing is bad 
enough, but having to shoulder the 
whole responsibility is another. Youll 
have to mid someone else, Mr. Tag- 
gard." 

Taggard locdced at her almost with 
pathos. 

''I'm an unutterable crank as a sick 
man," he declared, ''and I'm a poor 
executive when it comes to bossing 
servants. There was never any S3rstem 



here till Bunny made one. And now 
that she's goii^ I don't see what they'll 
do unless you stick. I've tried to give 
you a good time because they're few 
enough in anyone's life, and, in turn, 
won't you — won't you stand by me?" 

In her eyes, shallow as brookside 
violets, was a veiled antagonism. She 
burst into defiant tears. 

"It isn't as though your money 
wouldn't get you anything you need. 
You can have fifty nurses from the 
hospital tomorrow. ... I did like it 
when I could do as I pleased, but — I 
simply hate responsibility." 

He looked at her with a sudden so- 
bering of the mouth, a stricken appeal 
of the eyes. He supposed he had been 
a bit smitten wiUi her just at first, a bit 
hopeful of her always. She was so 
young and pretty and so — breakable. 
That was just the word, "breakable." 
The first touch of responsibility had 
broken her, and he saw her now like 
Humpty Dumpty, in pieces, and knew 
no way of putting her together again. 

"Angelica," he said queerly, ''are you, 
too, going f* 

But she only covered her face and 
fled from him, and he heard her des- 
perately seeking cover in her room, 
sniffling loudly like a healthy, outraged 
child. Then little sounds of fevered 
activity, then someone treading the cor- 
ridor on tiptoe and the secret closing 
of a door. Darkness deepened in the 
mellow room where there was only a 
grate fire from which to draw the illu- 
sion of cheer, and Taggard's head was 
wedded to his bosom. He scarcely 
heard Miss Knight when she entered, 
once more heavenly in white after many 
days. A fragrance of soothing seemed 
to come with her, spices and ointment 
for his wotmds which were many. And 
in his spent gratitude he forgot to 
wonder why she had put on the uniform 
again for so short a while. 

"Miss Smithers has gone," she said 
to hbn, and her voice ran as smoothly 
as a sleigh. "So, if voull let me, 111 
help you to bed. . . . 

She very carefully did not see his 
expression vrhfn he lifted a haggard 
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licad, *too sad even <or ir^i^r, tut «be 
must have smfled inwardly at die way 
he lent hhnsdf te her miniftnttioiis. 
And presently they were again in their 
oM accustomed roies, Taggard against 
his pillows and Miss Knight veated in 
Hhe warm aureok of the lanq). 

He lay for a long time, ea[d)arn«ed 
by the knowledge that ^y held be- 
tween them, the knowledge «£ his de- 
sertion, his contimieus dcKtrtioas. 
Then, slowly, he forgot to fce ashamed. 
He was concentrating his facalties upon 
that halved head wi^ ^es gently down- 
cast like those of a saint — fmA a 
canonized one, to be sure, %a^ a woman 
compotmded of love and diarity .and a 
tiny, girarded sense of fun. He imd at 
last ^scovered her deUcionmeaB, ami 
lie was strangely moved by fais dis- 
covery, thrillingly elate. It was as 
though in the realization of her he be- 
held beauty's ingrained pattern stand- 
ing clear of the warp of life. And 
though the extreme ^onoeption noigfat 
fade, he had seen what he luid 
seen. 

He started, half ashamed of his 
-emotion. 

He remembered that she <was but 
twenty-seven years old, and se mcllnug 
^R^spered that she had tricked inm. If 
she had concealed her beauty it was 
that its power naglit te potait If she 



had fet him tbmktiiat'Shefaad«o sense 
joi huntKir it was but to perpetrate nieve 
neatly her little tricks. Thei»e bad been 
Miss O'Brien whose testing she had ac- 
complished, and Angriica whose h^al^ 
she had disproved. And new there was 
no further mention of a vaoBticm. 
Would a wiH>lfy dismterested woman 
^have acted in this -way? 

A slow smile taigged at his lips, but 
even as he smiled he felt on them the 
taste erf salt, fiy GeBrfe,:heiknew what 
the doctor meant now, all ri^oL He 
bad sought weakfy, desperately, to he 
salvaged by a woman's Isire and these 
it had bsoi tuider :his 'eyes isom lie 
beginning. Pity ^Ac Uind! 

She was sitting ^cimtetttf uUy m the 
low chair beside him, just as she had 
always sat. He tiAiied his eyes. 

^'And so they go!" he temaiked sui- 
denly with a great show of indifferenoe. 
"I suppose you'll he the next?" 

*n. r she coantered. "Oh, no, I thiiric 
not!" and she picked up the book of 
travel with brave compoause. 

He closed his eyes for the mooe 
delicious sense of her, aear, iaviag, yet 
hiding her love. He gBJre no sign «f 
ffuesstng her secret. For a Httle he 
wanted to live in the security of it. 

''Shall I," she asked demurely the 
old question, "go on from where we left 



TM/TIEN a mm loi*s tkmt§htful, the natmal query is, What is ke ikmkimg 
^^ c^ofitf When n -wmnan twks ihoughtfid, the query is, Whomis ehe i himki u g 
tj^outf 



n^HE trouble wi0i marriage is that there is u wkeie lot of imtittlme, 4KStt no 
referendum. 
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The Higher Learning in America 

V 

The University of Michigan 
By G. D. Eaton 



rr is a source of regret to me that I 
cannot give a picture of the Univer- 
sity of Michigan that was. It comes 
to me only in a fragmentary way, in 
scattered l^ends from the townfolk. I 
don't say that the university was then 
better or worse, but somehow I regret 
the passing of the time when men kicked 
freely over the traces ; somehow or other 
I r^^et the passing of the days when 
Ann Arbor was filled with young, 
hedonic devils, when today's high- 
school marking system was unknown, 
when Hallowe'en foimd the wooden 
sidewalks burning in the roads, when 
the unpopular freshman was thrown 
into a mudhole about where the big 
library now stands. 

Once a poverty-stricken freshman 
pleaded that the suit he had on was all 
that he possessed in the way of clothes. 
Swash I And he went into the slimy 
hole where the biologists collected 
Protozoa. Afterward tfie persecutors 
took up a collection so that the victim 
could buy a new suit. 

My second-story room was once in- 
habited by a husl^ young fellow whose 
bed was on the floor above. He was 
accustomed to undress in the room be- 
low, to put on his pajamas, and then, 
instead of going up the stairs, to swing 
himself out of the window which faces 
the street, and climb up over the roof 
ledge into his dormer sleeping room. 

In this house, before there was segre- 
gation of the sexes, both men and 



women had rooms. They were trusted 
not to bring "dishonor" upon the host, 
and they never did. There used to be 
the great fun of the fellows and girls 
locking each other in their rooms just 
before classes. The girls once had to 
slide down the clothes chute in order to 
get to an examination, and as in joke 
bodes and vaudeville, the fat girl was 
stuck. 

I never read any of Jack London's 
adventure books without thinking of the 
days when the saloons in the "down- 
town" section of Ann Arbor were 
brightly lighted, with tangy, muskv, wet 
smells exuding every time the swinging 
doors flew open. Inside was the roaring 
of song, or resonant vcHces rich in laugh- 
ter ; inside men sat over their beer and 
carved huge initials in the table tops. 
They swore great Viking oaths, with 
black threats at the team that was to 
meet the Varsity on Saturday coming. 
Had a professor flunked one of them on 
a "bluebook"? Well, the professor 
could go to hell ! The unfortunate one 
would drink deep and say he didn't |ive 
a damn about the professor. And often 
enough he didn't. 

Once a pet squirrel, grown overfat 
and sluggish from too many tidbits, was 
run over on the streets. With much 
pomp and trappings a funeral was 
staged. 

There was a little restaurant here — 
Tuttle's — where a gray-bearded old man 
trusted everyone, where bills became 
enormous, where bookkeeping was un- 
known, where girl students did not 
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enter, though they were not forbidden. 
The old man used to boast that he never 
lost a cent. If the fellows went away 
without paying they sent the money 
from home. 

ft was the same at ^Bop" Bmcraft's 
place. He, too, trusted the men in a 
free and large way. 

Today the students' fear of the police 
is laughable. At one time they feared 
nothing; they were ever ready for a 
row and were seldom worsted. But 
once they did not come out on the top 
side. There was a circus in town and 
nearly all the men in the university 
meekly paid admission to the stand, 
laughing in their slaves at the fun to 
come. The ring-master tried to stop 
the hoots with which every act was 
meted. He sqppealed to their sense of 
honor, their respectability, their intel- 
ligence as college men, their honor as 
Christians and gentlemen. He was 
derided for his pains. Suddenly a num- 
ber of horses were trotted into the 
ring, hitched to chains, and cracked 
with whips. The whole stand went 
down and then nearly a hundred roust- 
abouts with clubs charged the struggling, 
surprised students. Never, in the his- 
tory of the university, had they suffered 
such an overwhelming defeat. 

Yet it must not be presumed that 
Ann Arbor was rowdy. I am informed, 
on the contrary, by those whose word 
I can trust, that the commimity was 
very fri?*ndty, and in the main, peace- 
able and serious. The outbreaks were 
sporadic None the less, at uncertain 
intervals, the whole student body wel- 
comed the chance of a row. 

It is a little sad, a little hard to 
realize that these Hyperborean spirits 
are now staid, gray headed, Puritanical 
outwardly, predatory inwardly, "bereft 
of the fine carelessness of yotrth. For 
the most part they are intolerant, comic- 
sheet characters boasting of their cdk^e 
days and doing their most to keep their 
sons, now on the campus, along the 
Christian path of high endeavor. 

Times have changed. The saloon is 
replaced by the Midiigan Union, the 
men-students* club, a big buiMing, 



hotel-like inside. In the basement there 
is a travesty of a bar, where sweetish, 
sickening, pallid drinks are served. In 
one corner of this "taproom" strident 
jazz emanates from a mechanical 
piano. The table tops are JtiH being 
carved, but often the initials appear in 
a feminine scroll instead of in the old 
huge, square-cut letters. Overhead the 
table tops from a defunct and tradi- 
tionally gforious saloon are screwed to 
the ceiling. Once in a great while a 
blithe spirit enters with a quart and 
mixes his own drinks at one of the 
tables. 

Old Man Tuttle has passed away and 
the new restaurant bearing his name 
se« far more girls than men ; the cash 
Tester glitters ironically over the 
counter. **Pop* Bancroft has passed 
away as well, and his restamiant, as it 
stands today, is a combination of caring 
place and something else, I forget what 
— a grocery store perhaps. 

But there still are places where a 
man may go with empty pockets, 
breathe a word into Ae proprietor's 
ear, and receive a hearty, "Sure! When 
you get it. That's all right.** "Rex's," 
•'HepV "Jack's!- 



II 



The glint of the sun xm the windows 
of the Michigan Union, the worn, 
wooden steps of West Hall, the faded 
blue dome of University H«ffl, the por- 
cine pillars of Memorial Hall, the 
ochrous, red-brick Tappan Hall, the 
ornamental boulders carved with dass 
dates, the dass trees, the class bendhes, 
all g^ve me a musty forelxxfing that 
makes the rush of feet and voices tm- 
utterably sad. An old professor with 
a cynical but kindly dttwp to his moirth 
watched a laughing group pour out of 
a building. "My God! The pity of it!" 
I heard him say. Then he added, •*!( I 
weren't such a damned coward I'd shoot 
mysdf." 

The stately Tudor building, Martha 
Cook dormitory, one of the throe for 
giris, is almost across from the presi- 
dent's home. I wonder soraetimes if 
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that house is as garishly furnished as 
the two reception rooms on the first 
floor of the dormitory. How many 
girls, I ask myself, are there in Martha 
Cook dormitory? How many atoms 
of potential unhappiness, inarticulate 
romance, sophistry, trustfulness, skepti- 
cism? It interests me far more than 
calculus ; it is more indeterminate. 

Ann Arbor is a beautiful place, the 
most pleasing town that I have ever 
been in. It lies on an old glacial 
plateau surrounded by morainal hills, 
some steep, precipitous, some sloping 
with a pure Hogarthian line of beauty. 
Along the steeper side the Huron River 
winds, and across the river are other 
hills equally steep and a little higher, 
an excellent vantage point from which 
to view Ann Arbor, either green in 
summer, or slate-grey and white in 
winter. 

For the most part, the streets are 
wide and beautiful, marked by preten- 
tious fraternity houses here and there. 
There are thousands of trees. From the 
Michigan Union tower one can scarcdy 
see the town on account of them. I 
like especially the yellow glare of the 
maples in autumn along south Univer- 
sity avenue. And I like the great 
clumps of lavender that the lilac bushes 
make on the lawn of the Union in the 
springtime. 

Ill 

The publications of the university 
arc interesting despite the vapidity en- 
forced by a cautious, grandmotherly 
faculty. First and foremost is the 
Michigan Daily, I am forced to laugh 
at its flabby editorials — pitiful attempts 
to recall the old swashbuckling spirit 
which fled as collie men became 
younger, more impressionable, more 
easily dominated by Puritan zealots, 
more easily guarded by pedantic Sir 
Hudson Lowes, strait-laced and afraid 
of the state. The Daily furnishes news, 
however, campus, load and national, 
with a fair amount of accuracy and 
judgment of news values. 

In fact, the young men on the staff 



do wonderfully well, considering the 
obstacles. There is an iron hand grip- 
ping the paper at all times. Once, when 
a fiery old science professor launched 
into a blistering article against the 
oratory department, there was quite a 
scene at the Daily office. The article 
went into print and half the nm was 
made when the faculty guardian angel, 
somehow or other, caught sight of the 
sheet. At two o'clock in the morning 
the jaded staff was filling the hole with 
clippings from Detroit papers. 

The Gargoyle is the htmior magazine 
and is issued each month during the 
school year. When it becomes satiric, 
in its veiled way, at the expense of 
local institutions, or when it buriesques 
local idiots and idiocies, it is enjoyable, 
but most of the time it is tame enough 
and no better than Life or Judge. I 
doubt if it is as good. 

The Michigan Chimes, also issued 
monthly, is thoroughly lack-lustre. It 
publishes the worst stories ever written. 
It contains stuffy articles by stuffy 
alumni, advice from self-made Michigan 
men, ponderous, unreadable stuff from 
the local savants, praise of poor books 
of fiction written by graduates. It is, 
in fact, no good at all. 

Whimsies, a "purely literary" publi- 
cation brought out every two months, 
was started more than a year ago by five 
girls. It came out first in mimeographed 
form and carried no names. It had a 
mysterious post oflice box number and 
it caused much wondering. While 
incognito it received a deal of adver- 
tising from the staff of the rhetoric 
department. Then, after two mimeo- 
graphed issues, a twain of rhetoric pro- 
fessors arranged with a local publisher 
to have it printed. In spite of all these 
machinations of the rhetoric department 
the publication claims to be "completdy 
free from academic influence." This 
year it has dropped its faculty adviser 
and there are both men and women on 
the staff. It has turned out some sur- 
prisingly good verse, but its prose is 
among the worst to be found; essays 
in the manner of amateur Deep Think- 
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ers, idiotic fairy tales, and an occasional 
Victorian, invertebrate story. 

The Michiganensian, the annual, is 
too much like all coll^ annuals to de- 
serve any mention. 

The alumnus magazine is completely 
stodgy, gossipy ; a sort of country news- 
paper social column misplaced. 

There are a number of other periodi- 
cals of technical trend, of acaifcnaies, 
associations and faculty cliques. They 
nuty be interesting to dieir respective 
groups bat very KtSe that is worth while 
in a general way is to be fo«md in them. 

IV 

There are so many dubs, organica- 
tions and fnttemities at Ann Arbor 
dat almost anyone may belong to some- 
thing or other, once the Freshman year 
is past. Personally, I am the <wily one, 
so far as i know, who does not belong 
to any. 

I have no grudge against the f nter- 
nities; the^ are gener^y peopled with 
the braimest, most agreeatble, aoost 
convivial students on the campus. I 
am welcomed at a number of them 
through my friends. The other clubs 
and associations, so far as I can see, are 
almost completely silly. Almost aU of 
them are faculty run. In fact, one of 
them, Stylus, a giris' literary oiiganiza- 
don, recruits its members at the rec- 
ommendation of the rhetoric faculty. 
Everywhere one goes on the campus one 
sees or hears something of these asso- 
cmtions : debating societies, a philosophy 
society, honor societies, three vetenms' 
organizations, a half dozen literary so- 
cieties, engineering societies, societies 
:4>parently without puipose, societies 
ad infinitum. 

Athletics seem to be on the wane, 
perhaps due to the fading rugrodness 
of spirit and freedom among the stu- 
dents, perhaps due to the fact that the 
universitT^'s former pride, the football 
team, no longer conquers everything 
before it. 

Still, there is considerable interest m 
the games. At the only game that I 
ever attended there were over thirty- 



five thousand spectators. I did not en- 
joy it myself, but the picture was 
amazii^. After the first quarter I 
looked at masses rather than individ- 
uals, the clumps of struggling men, the 
blotches of odor in the stands, i 
wondered why the bands were there. 
When they played, Ae dieer leaders 
kept the stands in an uproar and if the 
bands were capable of making music 
ihffy were not heard. I wondered at 
the cheo-s. A man in back of me kept 
ydling 'Touchdown Midtiganl" even 
into Sie last quarter, when Michigan 
was thorot^ly beaten and far from its 
goal. Somehow this whole spectacle 
9tnH:k me as paliietic. Here was a 
mass of human bdngs, some tiarty-five 
thousand, in vident accord-^^aid over 
what? 

The game ended. 

It was lost. The members of die 
band brought by tiie opposing team 
turned their hats backward, struck up 
a tune, and marched from the field 
along with the spectators, stiff frc»n 
sitting three hours on the cold con cr ete 
stanck. For a few days there were 
cries of "Another coach !" and then all 
was quiet again. Banners and bunting 
went down until the next game. 



Several times I have said that there 
has been a change of spirit at Michi- 

rin. I may have been arbitrary, but 
think not. What the townspeople tell 
me certainly justifies what I liave said. 
I glean this from the Chicago Graphic 
of April 4, 1891 : 

Regarded from tfie standpoint of the stn- 
dent. life at the University of Midbigan is 
characterizod by « froedom ami simplicity 
9uch as lew odlleges can ofifer. There are 
no dormitories, no priees, no markings in the 
classroom, no compulsory attendance at 
chapel, no attempt to regtilate habits or bs90> 
ciations. The student is treeited as a cititen 
and is left to manage his own private affairs 
to suit himself. He is accountable to die 
university only for his studies. 

The only thii^ in M tins tbat now 
holds tnie is that there is not oomptil- 
sory attendance at chapel (I am grate- 
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ltd far eren tilts little), afetougk every 
sttideflt fe bombarded by rd%ioits ctr- 
OBfatrs. After readk^ the miticle I oon- 
dude that ettber the writer was 4nmk 
or that times have greatly changed. 

We now haiTe dmrutories (for wo- 
men), schobirslBps, prizes, mwrkings in 
ttie ttessroon, a Dean of M«ii, a Dean 
«f Women, cocoitless committAes to 
r^uSafee hoasing, organnatkms, at- 
tendance. We have stndeMt coimcas 
and conanittees to reguhfte wluft the 
lacntty has left. The student cannot 
even leave the room he rents without 
the consent of cither tlie tandladhf or 
the Dean of Men, or both. The men 
9LY^ left some freedom, but not the 
girls. 

Tlie community has resurrected a 
State dgar^te law that has been a dead 
letter for a number of years, and now 
Ae Student who is under twetrty-one 
cannot buy cigarettes. 

The Kfarary admintstratkm is ridicu- 
lously childish about putting books on 
the reserve shelves ! "Madame Bovary," 
the Decameron, books by Havelock 
Ellis, Schnitzler's "Reigen," Cabell's 
•'Jurgwi," even Frank Norris*s *'Van- 
dover and the Brute/' Nevcrthdess 
the university library is one of the 
few in the country Ihat has Dreiset's 
complete works, though to be sure, such 
nat^ity vohimes as •*The Genius" and 
"The Hand of the Potter- are on the 
reserved Kst. Anything risqui is 
reserred for the facuhy. 

So far as I am detemune, the old 
university traditions are losing ground. 
About all that is left is the Baccalau- 
reate service, a parade of caps and 
ffowns, a sonorous speech or two. Tra- 
dftionaliy I find nothing to di^nguish 
a Michigan man from any other Ameri- 
can coBege student. The songs, oH and 
new, persist, btrt they are rardy sung. 
At a "sing meet" of the seniors last 
spring there were not three hundred 
present, seniors and audience. For- 
merfy the whole school turned out. 

There is ^till an eivening called 
^Swing Night" when various frafceinily 
wen nght to have their swings repre- 
uented m certain campus trees, a tame 



and half-hearted affair. There is Cap 
Night near the end of the school year, 
when the freshmen thn>w their peculiar 
headgear into a blaring bonfire. This 
is largely attended, speeches are made, 
the various classes 3rell themsdves 
hoarse in sdf-pratse. Formerly the 
freshmen were roughly handled, but not 
so now. The Detroit newspapers took 
it up, the home folks became indignant, 
and the affair almost got into the gover- 
nor's piatfonn on his re-election. 

There are still Pep Meetings to en- 
coun^ the team, still a parade once 
in a wliile, but they attract littte atten- 
tion. If a Michigan man must be dis- 
tinguished from other college men it 
will be by his lack of traditions, his 
lack of the thing t^led "school spirit." 
Perhaps it is a good thing. Neverthe- 
tes it is strange that a university 
ftmnded so long ago as 1837 should 
not cheri* some peculiar ceremonial 
or custom. 

VI 

If there remains an)rthing exceptional 
about the University of Michigan stu- 
dent body it is to be found among the 
women. Never before have I found so 
many women who talk intdligently 
about things that would curdle the 
blood of a Sunday school superin- 
tendent. 

The girls, indeed, seem to be far 
shrewder than the men. They have a 
finer Scepticism about rdigion, happi- 
ness, love. They see marriage (and say 
so to anyone impersonally interested), 
not as an affair of romance, but as a so- 
lution of economic diflfkulties. But they 
have no freedom left to them ; they are 
far worse off than the men. Michigan 
is a State university and the tax- 
payers insist on a rigid discipline for 
thdr daughters. The dormitories and 
league-houses are dosed at ten-thirty 
or eleven, except on dance nights, Fri- 
day and Saturday, and then the giris 
are given a longer time only for the 
express purpose of dancing! 

Cigarettes are taboo. Expulsion fol- 
lows when a giri is caught smoking, yet 
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the vast majority of them do smoke — 
secretly, of course. Anything untoward 
elicits a summons from the Dean of 
Women. Not long ago one of the girls 
started to wear knickerbockers, but as 
she was the only one thus dressed on 
the campus she was requested, "as a 
personal favor" to the Dean of Women 
— ^it is always as a personal favor, which 
is none the less relentless — ^not to dress 
in that fashion any longer. It probably 
cost the girl a pretty penny to discard 
her new habit and buy another. 

But the question of women leads me 
to a half tradition which I have over- 
looked. Surviving today is the resent- 
ment of the men at woman's invasion 
of the campus. It takes the form of a 
mild ostracism of the women students 
from social aflFairs promoted by the 
men; certain fraternities even forbid 
their members to be seen with women 
students. But observance of this is less 
than half-hearted and the men who talk 
loudest against the women are generally 
those forced out in competition or those 
too invertebrate to defy fraternity 
rulings. I know of one case where two 
men were calling on the same girl, one 
a member of a fraternity that did not 
rule against it and the other a member 
of a fraternity that did, rigorously. 
So the latter associated him^f widi 
the former and the two saw the girl 
together. One man was nomindly 
visiting the other. This case I thought 
to be rather unique at the time, but I 
found later that it was not uncommon. 

The students in Ann Arbor amuse 
themselves much like any other Ameri- 
can students. They seek the dance 
halls, the billiard rooms, the moving 
picture shows. Then there is the co- 
operative pleasure known as "fussing." 
Occasionally one may find a game going 
on in some of the students' rooms, but 
gambling is not general, Quantities of 
bootleg whisky, beer, wine and hard 
cider are at all times available for those 
who know the ropes. 

Various sports help to relieve the 
tedium and monotony of study. I ob- 
serve that in summer, tennis is most 
popular. In the winter a large number 



of men and women pack skis and go 
to the hills. Horseback riding is ^ 
coming increasingly popular, so much 
so that a school for riding has been 
recently established. 

But most of the diversion, unless I 
am mistaken, comes in the form of the 
students visiting each other, "dropping 
in" or "dropping up." In seasonable 
weather the Boulevard, a winding road 
through the steep hills, and the Gardens, 
which this road wends through, provide 
delightful places to stroll, and parties 
of men, of women, of men and women, 
take advantage of the fact. 

Because of the waning of the tradi- 
tion that Michigan men are not to be 
seen with women, and because the men 
far outnumber the women, Ypsilanti, 
which is about nine miles from Ann 
Arbor, is very popular. The State 
normal school is there. This institution 
is largely attended by girls, and so 
Ypsilanti is largely frequented by Ann 
Arbor men. 

VII 

Not much can be said for the build- 
ings in Ann Arbor, either on the cam- 
pus or off. Except for Martha Cook 
dormitory, Memorial Hall, the new 
library, and possibly the Michigan 
Union building, all the structures on the 
campus are utilitarian and ugly. 

Martha Cook is done m Tudor 
fashion and is remarkably good both 
outside and in, except for the hideous 
way in which its two big rooms on the 
first floor are b^[awded. These, the 
Blue Room and the Red Room, are 
decorated respectively with blue and 
red hangings, quasi coats of arms, and 
ugly lamp standards. The upholster- 
ing conforms to the color scheme, ex- 
cept that the chair and divan (sparking 
bench) arms are quite frowsy and worn. 
But the building is easily the best in 
Ann Arbor. 

Memorial Hall, as its name suggests, 
was erected in honor of the Michigan 
dead. It is a solid two-story structure 
with pillars the full length in front 
The pillars are homely enough. The 
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hvSMhxg is of Berean SMids^ofie and in- 
side it has a veneer of maiUe. On the 
tower floors are a few rtirtiMes and a few 
casts, one being an exceedingly cofpw 
tent former governor of the State. 
Above are more, and in ad£tson, Ihree 
rooms which hdd a i ron Aer of jrictnres. 
Occasionally some -very fine coJIections 
are exh%rted. 

The new library, except for the front 
of it, is factory-like in appearance and 
only a spread of steps and the portal 
save the front from lootcing hire the 
rest of it. Within, the stnify rooms are 
wide and spacious, wift rerj good cast 
f riercs. The lower corridor is decorated 
in a silly fashion, after the Pompdian 
style, with a Matant color scheme. On 
^ second floor an Imm e ns e reading 
room, witfi end morals by Gary Melch- 
ers, is very attractive and imposing. The 
bnHding contains over four hundred 
thousand vokunes, and though it was 
but very recently built it is fast becom- 
ing too small for the universily's needs. 

The Michigan Union building is not 
very iniposing, outside or in. Oiiefly I 
fflce its upper, towered contour in the 
evening dusk. I like also its green lawn, 
which is not very large, with its shrub- 
bery and lilac bushes. Inside, as I have 
said, it is hotel-like. Only flie main 
dining-room and the ballroom please me. 
A similar structure is bdng planned 
for the women students. 

A number of fraternity houses are 
agreeable in outward aspect^ but I find 
that most of them are shabby and in- 
artistic inside. Of the more than a 
score that I have visited only one (on 
Forest Avenue) suits, from the inside, 
my aesthetic prejudices. I like this par- 
ticular place for its system of iatertor 
pillars and balconies, done in white; 
but I like it more because of several 
delightful men therein. 

1 wonder if the aoiority houses are 
better decorated. Some of them are 
pleasing enough from the outside. 

VIII 

The rest of the picture is typical — 
typical not only of the Middle Western 



tmiversity, bat of aH the great American 
schools. I give it as I see it; a seeth- 
ing mass of students whose ambitions 
far overrun their abilities, a flicker 
of genius here and there, a bit of 
bubUing protoplasra in the midst of 
inert cartilage ; professors, for the most 
part silly and idealist, professors who 
know orily too little of their own fields 
— ^notably those of the Kterary depart- 
ments — blaring into the strange and 
terrifying fields of others and invariably 
making asses of themselves ; professors 
of mathematics stopping the binomial 
theorem to gabble of metaphysics ; pro- 
fessors of sociology givmg strange im- 
pressions of Einstein ; here and there a 
professor with a cjmical, suUen face; 
now and then a professor who shocks 
and pains the assembled dears who sit 
before him ; and very rarely, a profes- 
sor with a sunny Epicurean smile, play- 
ing the hypocrite and laughing about it 
when he is with his intimates. 

A vast panorama; the president 
bleating about the gloty of service and 
advising everyone to go to church on 
Sunday; rhetoric instructors condemn- 
ing Dreiser and praising F. Marion 
Crawford; art instructors claiming that 
the sttidy of art is a science ; sociology 
instructors damning Nietzsche ; philoso- 
pJ^ instructors lawling Berkeley; his- 
tory instructors eulogizing Gladstone 
and traducing Bismarck and Machia- 
velH ; journalism instructors saying that 
the Hearst papers invariably carry the 
preponderance of advertising in their 
respective centers; oratory instructors 
praising Bryan and denouncing Inger- 
soll. And so on endlessly. 

But I must not be unfair. Occasion- 
ally, in the "cultural" courses, I have 
met instructors and professors who 
have tunneled through the great mass 
of fallacies to the truth. A professor 
in aocieot lusliory, for example, sees 
Aratus, not as the prototype <rf a Cha- 
tauqua George Washington, but as a 
sdiemer, coward and demagogue. The 
foreign language teachers, having ab- 
sorbed, consciously or unconsciously, 
something of real culture, despair now 
and then of cramming conjugations. 
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reflexives and ethical datives into the 
heads of the students and stop to lec- 
ture in English on some one of the seven 
arts. 

In the science departments there is a 
healthy pessimism that deals a sad blow 
to the moralists and idealists. Pamed 
disbelief runs through many of the stu- 
dents as man is shown to be drifting to 
extinction, as drifted the cephalopods, 
the Dinicthys and the poor old Stego- 
saurus stenops. 

It is in the science departments that 
I have found the instructors most ready 
to meet the student as man to man. 
It is these instructors who show genuine 
delight in, who offer hours of their 
time to, the intelligent young man or 
woman who shows intellectual curiosity, 
to the young man or woman who has 
ceased to babble of the soul, and who 
can see beauty in the colloidal complex 
mixture that is man, to the young man 
or woman who finds something vastly 
more appealing in the law of gravita- 
tion, than in the Book of Revelations. 

Outside of the foreign language de- 
partments I find that the men of science 
are almost alone in appreciation of good 
literature. While the fossils of the 
other departments are still singing the 
psalms of the Victorians, the men of 
science are reading Gorky, Anatole 
France, Conrad and Cabell. In brief, 
they are not only alert in their own 
fields, but they surpass many of the 
"cultural" pedagogues in theirs. 

Generally speaking, the students are 
a delight and a despair to anyone who 
IS unprejudiced. At times, when the 



odor of unwashed humanity, powerful, 
penetrating, nauseating, has irritated 
me in the class rooms, I have damned 
the whole lot without reserve, but when 
all is said and done, there is something 
beautifully pathetic about most of them. 

I have talked daily to poor devils who 
could not write a decent sentence, who 
worshipped Zane Grey and found Con- 
rad dull, and who intended to make a 
living at writing. I have seen young 
men and women in love, looking for- 
ward to graduation day, marriage, and 
great careers, when both have been so 
stupid that they could hardly struggle 
through the baby play of the curricu- 
lum. 

There are other students, family 
wonders and the pride of many profes- 
sors. They stop just a little short of 
having real intelligence and yet, like 
Ibsen's pitiful Brand, they want "all or 
nothing' — ^and it is nothing that they 
are doomed to get. 

Yet, at times, I grow downright 
maudlin as I consider this place. A 
pride wells up in me. I feel, when I 
should know that my feeling is biased, 
that the University of Michigan is 
surely superior to the rest in that it has 
among the students a small g^oup of 
skeptics, agnostics, majestic young 
doubters. When I consider these young 
fellows; when I consider our midnight 
discussions, our giggles at the pedants 
and hundred-per-centers, our lively 
rows over things literary, our bibbing 
of forbidden drinks, I am grateful to 
the University of Michigan for having 
brought us together. 



'yjf OMEN are the wild life of a country. 
laiRfS. 



Morality corresponds to game 
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Wkikelburg 

By Ben Hecht 



^ \ UiIEKK woB merer ji man aB iicci- 

1 u&B^ as ^WinfaflhiiiB' ^^ ««» 
an cnqKrlopcdia <off mafoftunes. 
CKrerjrthmg liist ran flBq)pBn to a *buui 
doid -happened to '4iiiii. He dnd lost his 
iaRi%, -fats manef and Jbk JEoaAth. tie 
i w ig » in shofty a mm ccsnqristefy' 
fbroken — 'taH, thin, with a cadaveiTotis 
^fioce out of which €bcme -toro huge 
iini>HBkiB& e^r^. He walked with an 
angular crawl that tsminded me t>f 
4ie emaciated flies one sees at tiie be- 
:einning of winter. Thact ^vas Winkel- 
£upg to a dot— ^a a eatu re perrerady 
alive, 'dragging ttseK across an ilfim- 
4tBdile ie^^anse oif il3rpaper. 

It was one of Winkettmig^s worst 
-inbits to appear at une^qiexdsd nio- 
anents. But, perhaps, any appearances 
lie imigfat hare made would have had 
4his irritating quality of tmexpected- 
iiess. -One was nenrer lodking forward 
4o him, and thus the sight of his wan, 
wicoiiifoTtable smile, his faistretcas 
^res, his tenacious ciawl was invarmbty 
3R1 irritating surprise. 

I will he frarik. It was Winfcd- 
^urg's misfortune ^^duch £rst attracted 
3me. I -Kstened to his •story avidiy. lie 
•iHced in slow words and there was in- 
tettigence in the man. He was aUe 
to perceive himself, not t)nly as a 
yain-^nrcked, starving hnman, ihitt he 
glimpsed with his brrge, tiled 'CjnK his 
^pdatien to things tmtside hinedf. 

it appeared that the man had 'been 
lying hi a haU bedroom for two wedcs 
4ying. An embittered landlady to 
iriiom he owed ihree months rent 
Intd tended him. I fancy she was torn 
n ;a hiqie that the nsendfle iool 



<wouid die and gftie her a chaace te 
Tent .the room to a moce profitable cus- 
iomer and a more optmitstic -gieed. 
He might reoo^rer, get a ^'ob and -pay 
iier the ihree months ttent he owed. 

WinkeHnirg wrote %o me about it. 
It was my £rst knowledge of 'the man. 
He offered his 'egq>erienoes as material 
for one of the daify stories I was writ- 
11^ for -the Nnm, His letta- was a 
doctunent In it he necounted in good 
Bnglish and in a few Hnes ihe hi^ory 
of his life. 

"I have had hard luck all my life," 
he wrote. "I have no friends or rda- 
tives. My health is broken and I am 
without money. I once was somebody, 
hot that doesn^ matter now. I am 
d3rit^. Lying xxp here in my rocmi and 
hearing the noises in the street all day 
and an night I got to thinking about 
-things. I don't mind c^ong, but to die 
all alone in a cheep bedroom with no* 
body arotmd is too -much. So I got 
dressed. It took me almost all day to 
dress on aocotmt of the pain. I had 
twenty cents left. I imally managed 
to walk out of the house ami get on a 
^reet car. ft was a tortune. But I 
figured if I could »each the County 
Hospital they would put me in a bed 
and give me treatment, and, anjrway, 
h would not be so bad to die in a hos- 
phal.'* 

Then he went on to relate his experi- 
ence. He had arrived at the hospital 
and b»n ushered into a receiving room. 
Here a group of internes stood around 
cracking jokes. One of them finally 
advfeed him to take his clothes off. 
He retired into one of the bootfis and 
stripped. When he came out the room 
was jempty. Sk> Wiuluslbocg crawled 
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up on a dirty table and lay there wait- 
ing. He waited for an hour. After 
an hour an interne popped into the 
room and looked at him with some sur- 
prise and inquired what the devil he 
was doing lying naked on the table. 
Winkelburg, more dead than alive, 
moaned something in reply. Where- 
upon the interne examined him. Win- 
kelburg wrote: 

"He moved my legs up and down 
and felt over me for a minute and then 
said, 'You're all right. Ill give you a 
prescription to fix you up.* And he 
wrote out a prescription. I put my 
clothes on slowly and asked him what 
I should do. *Go home,' he said. I 
told him I couldn't. Then he asked, 
'Well, how did you come here?* I told 
him it was a torture. So he grinned 
and said, 'Torture back, then.' I am 
back in my room now in bed. I feel 
worse. I've been thinking about all 
this. It doesn't make me angry. The 
world is like that. It has no time for 
its unfortunates. There are too many 
healthy ones to take care of. This in- 
terne was possibly not a bad fellow. 
When he talked to me I realized how 
it was. I was just one of a thousand 
poor fools, and he was busy with his 
career and his plans. He didn't mean 
to be cruel, but that's just htunan na- 
ture, don't you think?" 

I wrote the story, adding a few lugu- 
brious details for good measure. I 
drew a picture of Winkelburg lying on 
his back, staring at the ceiling and 
thinking of the busy city whose noises 
floated in through his window. The 
next day brought a flood of letters. 
Philanthropists offered to care for 
Winkelburg. The hospital authorities 
denied the incident described by Win- 
kelburg, but offered to make amends 
and to give him treatment and a bed. 

A week later I received a letter of 
thanks from him. He was in die hos- 
pital. Three weeks later another letter 
came. He had been given a home by 
an elderly couple. Luck had turned. 
He had all he wanted Two more 
weeks brought another letter. He was 
living somewhere else now and he 



would like to hear from me. And 
then he appeared in person. It was 
the first time I had ever seen him. 

He sat down beside my desk and I 
looked at him. Death stared out of 
the man. And I noticed at once the 
curious kindliness of him. He talked 
slowly and told me of his experiences. 
He was courteously brief, and even 
better than that, he spoke witfiout 
emotion. 

"There is nobody to blame," he said. 
"Not even myself. It is just the way 
things go. And if I can't blame my- 
self, how can I blame the world? The 
city is like that. I'm no good. I'm 
done. Worn out, useless, reople try 
to take care of the useless ones. There 
are institutions. Well, I had two |;ood 
homes and was in two institutions, 
thanks to the thing you wrote. But 
they kicked me out. They said I was 
a faker. Somehow I don't appeal to 
charitably inclined people." 

Later I understood why. It was 
because of the man's smile — a feeble 
tenacious grimace that seemed to be 
offering a sardonic reproof. It could 
never have been mistaken for a cour- 
ageous smile. Philanthropy had taken 
Winkelburg up and then dropped him. 
Quickly and definitely. Because of his 
smile. The secret of its aggravating 
quality was this: in it Winkelburg ac- 
cused himself of his uselessness, his 
feebleness, his poverty. It was as if 
he were r^farding himself continually 
through the annoyed eyes of others 
and addressing himself with the words 
of others — ^"You, Winkelburg, get out 
of here. You're a nuisance. You 
make me unc<mifortable, because you're 
poor and diseased and full of gloom. 
Get out. I don't want you around. 
Why the devil don't you die?" 

And the a|;gravating thine was that 
people looked at Winkelbur^s smile as 
into a mirror. They saw in it a shrewd 
reflection of their own attitude toward 
the man. They felt that Winkelburg 
understood what they thought of him. 
And they didn't like that. They didnt 
like to feel that Winkelburg was aware 
that deep inside their minds they were 
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always asking, "Why doesn't this Win- 
kdburg die and have it over with?" 
Because tfiat made tiiem otit as cruel, 
heartless people, not »mch different ki 
their attittKle toward their felk>w-man 
from predatory animals in their atti- 
ttrie toward fdlow predatory animals. 
And somAow, although they really 
feh Aat way toward Winkelburg, tficy 
preferred not to believe it. At least 
they di^iked accusation where there 
shoidd have been only gratitude. 

Not that Winkelburg was ungrate- 
ful. He was thaidcftd, obliging and 
properly humble. But his smile per- 
sisted. And his smile was a mirror 
that would not let bis benefactors 
escape the truth. And evemtually 
Wiidcelburg's smile became for tbem 
one of those curious mirrors that ex- 
aggerate images grotesquely. 

Charitably inclined people as well as 
all other kmds of inclined people pre- 
fer their Winkelburgs more egotistic. 
They prefer that unfortunate ones be 
engrossed in their misfortunes and not 
go around wearing sardonic, philo- 
sophical smiles. 

II 

Winkelburg dragged along for six 
months. He was past fifty-five. Each 
time I saw him I was certain I would 
never see him again. I was certain be 
would die — drop dead while crawfing 
across his fi]rpaper. But he would ap- 
pear. I would pretend to be vasdy 
busy. He would sit and wait. His 
consideration was an affront. It said, 
**Oh, yes, I know you are a very busy 
man. You are part of the world. But 
Winkelburg has nothing to do. Noth- 
ing but wait. Wait until he dies. So 
d<m*t hurry. I have plenty of time." 

He would never ask alms. I would 
have been relieved if he had. Instead 
he would sit and smile, and > smile 
would say: 

"Ah, my friend, you are af ^ ^ I am 
going to ask you for mon^ Don't 
worry, please. I would rather die of 
hunger than ask you. Because it 
wotM interfere with our friendshq). 
And I value your friendship more than 



a bite of food. I won't arit you for 
mon^. I won^ bother you at all. 
Yes, yes, I agree with you. I ought 
to be dead. It would be better for 
everybody." 

We wouW talk Httle. He wouM 
throw out a hint now and then that 
perhaps I could use some of his mis- 
fortunes for material. For instance, 
the time his two children had been 
burned to death. Or the time he had 
fallen off a street car while in a skk 
daze and injured his spine for life, and 
how he had settled with the street-car 
company for $500, and how he had 
been robbed on the way to the bank 
with the money a month later. 

I refused consistently and somewhat 
curtly his offer of material. This of- 
fended Winkelburg. He would pick 
up the day's paper and sit reading my 
story through with a show of critical 
deliberation. Then he would put it 
down and look at me as if to say : 

**Thts thing you've written about is 
all right in its way. But it must be 
obvious to you that, from a purely 
literary point of view, the material I 
have to offer is vastly superior." 

I saw that his vanity was piqued. 
I would not have minded this. In fact 
it was a bit droll. But there was his 
smile. Winkelburg's smile rose above 
his vanity. When I had returned to 
Ae typewriter, feigning industry in the 
hope that the man would pick himself 
up and crawl away, I would catch a 
glimpse of tfie inevitable wan grimace 
that came to his Kps and the smile 
would say : 

"Yes, yes, I understand. You refuse 
my material because you don't want to 
get involved with me. Because you 
don't want me to have any more claims 
on you that I have. Not that youVe 
afraid 1*11 ask you for mone}^ But if 
I gave you something you're afraid 
that it would establish a closer rela- 
tionship between us. I'm sorr}^ but 
you shouldn't feel that way." 

Toward the end Winkelburg's visits 
grew more frequent. I gave instruc- 
tions that he shouldn't be admitted, and 
that whenever he called, "I was out." 
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Futile. There were three things that 
the rich man couldn't keep out with his 
high fence, says the poet — rain, death 
and tomorrow. And Winkelburg was 
gifted with an almost similar aloof 
tenacity. He crawled past barriers. 
He melted through walls. And regard- 
less of subterfuges and instructions, I 
would hear his dragging step in the 
corridor leading to my desk. 

He wished to discuss things. He 
had become suddenly garrulous. He 
wished to talk about the city. About 
its institutions. About politics. About 
people. About art. This phase of 
Winkelburg was the most unbearable. 
He was willing to admit himself an 
outcast, a thing on a scrap heap. He 
was reconciled to the fact that he would 
starve to death, and that everybody 
who had ever seen him would feel it 
was a good thing he had finally died. 

But he made one plea. He wanted 
nothing except to tsJk and to hear 
words in order to relieve the loneliness 
of his day. He would like abstract 
discussions that had nothing to do with 
Winkelburg and the Winkelburg mis- 
fortunes. His smile now said, "I am 
useless. Worn out and better oflF dead. 
But never mind me. Never mind Win- 
kelburg and his troubles. My mind is 
still alive. It still thinks and works. 
I wish that it didn't. I wish it was 
crippled like Winkelburg is, and that 
it crawled around like my body. But 
it doesn't. So talk to me as if it were 
a mind belonging to somebody else, as 
if it were an impersonal machine able 
to pronounce ideas and to argue and to 
appreciate what you say. Talk to me 
as if I weren't tiiis insufferable Win- 
kelburg, but somebody of whom you 
^ad never heard." 

'^rew suspicious finally. I began 
to think there was something vitally 
spurious about this whole Winkelburg 
business. And I said to myself, "The 
man's a downright fake. If anybody 
were as pathetic and impossible and 
useless as this Winkelburg is he would 
shoot himself. Winkelburg doesn't 
shoot himself. So he becomes illogi- 
cal .. . unreal." 



Ill 

A WOMAN I know belongs to the 
type that bec(Hnes charitable around 
Christmas time. She makes a glow- 
ing pretense of aiding the poor. As 
a matter of fact she probably does aid 
them, what with the baskets of food, 
clothing and necessities she showers 
upon their hovels. But the point is 
that she r^;ards the poor as a sort of 
social and spiritual asset. They afford 
her the opportunity of appearing in 
the eyes of her neighbors as a mag- 
nanimous soul, of doing something 
which reflects great credit upon her 
character. It is certain that she would 
be unhappy if there were no poor, that 
Christmas wouldn't be Christmas with- 
out the glow of spiritual righteousness 
and the lift of economic superiority 
the giving of gifts to deserving in- 
feriors inspires in her. But anyway 
she "does good," and if she panders to 
her own egoism as much as she im- 
proves the physical comfort of her 
charges — ^that is a complication it will 
hurt nobody to ignore. 

I told this woman about Winkelburg. 
I became poignant and moving^ on the 
subject of Winkelburg's misfortunes, 
his trials, sufferings, and, above all, 
his Spartan stoicism. It pleased me 
to do this. I felt that I was making 
amends and that the thing reflected 
great credit upon my character — in her 
eyes. 

So she went to the room on the 
South Side where Winkelburg lived. 
And they told her there that Winkel- 
burg was dead. He had died a wedc 
ago. She was upset when she came 
back and told me about it. She had 
come too late. She might have saved 
him. She accused herself sorrowfully 
and I listened with politeness. Her 
accusation was a charmingly involved 
boast. Her sorrow over the matter 
was merely her way of telling me all 
the wonderful things she would have 
done for Winkelburg. Her regret 
that he was dead was obviously enough 
the disappointment she felt at not 
being able to pander to her egoism 
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by showering poor Winkelburg with 
largesse. 

It was a curious thing — but when 
she told me that Winkelburg was dead 
I felt combatively that it was untrue. 
And now since I know certainly that 
Winkelburg is dead and buried, I have 
developed a curious state of mind. I 
look up from my desk every once in a 
while expecting to see him. In the 
streets I sometimes find myself actu- 
ally thinking: 

"111 bump into him when I turn this 
comer." 

I have managed to discover the 
secret of this feeling. It is Winkel- 
burg's smile. Winkelburg's smile was 
the interpretation of the world's atti- 
tude toward him, including my own, I 
t€ll myself. And thus whenever his 



name comes to my mind or a thought 
of him occupies me his smile appears 
as if it were the thought in my head. 
I have only to think, "He is better oflF 
dead," and at once tfie image of Win- 
kelburg comes into my eye, repeating 
the words to me. This may sound in- 
volved, but it is really venr simple. 
Instead of thinking of Winkelburg I 
find that I take the easier way of re- 
membering Winkelburg's smile, and 
his smile somehow savs for me every- 
thing I would have thought. 

And this, in a way, is Winkelbur^f's 
revenge, that I am tmable to forget hun 
and tfiat I am unable to say "poor 
Winkelburg" without Winkelburg smil- 
ing back at me and sajring with a 
taunting, irritating calm, "Yes, yes^ he 
is better oflF dead." 



What Can I Say of Beauty? 

By Vivian Yeiser Laramore 

Yjr^HAT can I say of beauty, 
" Who have not touched the rim? 
Better a silent homage 

Than windy words of whim ; 
Better the quiet gesture 

Of leaves against the sky 
Than much distorted phrases 

That come from such as I. 

What can I say of beauty 

That has not twice been told, 
I who have slept with dawn light 

And trodden on marigold, 
I who have hung my heart out 

That your heart might be fed — 
What can I say of beauty 

That has been left unsaid ? 



S. S€t— Mar.- 
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SERVANTS who watch with the 
eye of a hawk every mouthful of 
food I swallow; servants who in- 
sist upon brushing imaginary dust off 
my coat ; servants who breathe on the 
back of my neck; servants who are 
continually whispering among them- 
selves ; servants who guzzle all of my 
pre-war liquor; servants who are 
always discussing their days off; 
servants who give me the wrong hat ; 
servants who are forever bowing, sa- 
luting and salaaming; servants who 
talk about the weather ; servants who 
are superior; servants who assist me 
in getting into my overcoat by forcing 
my arm into one of the inside pock- 
ets; servants who call me "captain" 
or "chief" ; female servants who ogle ; 
servants who mutter under their 
breath when presented with what is a 
far too generous tip; servants who 
wear rubber heels and sneak about 
the house ; servants who discover me 
admiring myself in the mirror; ser- 
vants who, when asked on the tele- 
phone if their employer is at home, 
inquire who wishes to speak to him, 
and then say he is out ; servants who 



awaken me from exquisite dreams; 
servants who draw me a bath of boil- 
ing hot water; servants whose for- 
mer employer was the "finest gentle- 
man that ever breathed"; servants 
who pack my bag after a week-end in 
the country; servants who put non- 
alcoholic vermouth in my cocktails; 
servants who, when they announce 
me, mispronounce my name; ser- 
vants who are in a perpetual state of 
surprise and who, when ordered to 
bring some cigarettes, ejaculate — 
open mouthed and staring eyed — 
"Cigarettes T; servants who repeat the 
final phrase of everything you say; 
servants who select their employer's 
neckwear; servants who wear their 
employer's neckwear and anything 
else of his that fits them; servants 
who announce at quarter past seven 
that they are leaving immediately 
when nine people are coming to din- 
ner at eight o'clock; servants who 
look like the Duke of Wellington; 
servants who look like Gyp the 
Blood; servants who maudlinly sob 
"And sure it's niwer agfin we'll see 
the poor master" . . . 



[T is the lot of many a man merely to catch up with a woman some other 
^ fellow has out-distanced. 
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By Thyra Samter fVinslow 



I 



IT was the old lady's birthday. She 
was eig^ty-two years old and well 
preserved. To be sure, she was a 
trifle deaf, but not so deaf as she 
usually made out. She could hear 
conversations not intended for her, 
though she had an annoying way of 
saying "heh?" when she didn't want 
to hear a thing. Then, after it had 
been repeated two or three times she 
would pass it off as of no conse- 
quence, and few things warrant triple 
repetition. 

The old lady was proud of her age. 
After all, the fact that she had lived 
so many years was the most remark- 
able thing about her, as it usually 
is the remaricable thing about peo- 
ple who live long. She had outlived 
her friends, her generation, her wel- 
come. 

She was still useful and quite paid 
her way. She lived with her son, 
Herman Potter, a thin man of over 
fifty, who had leather skin and a bald 
head, and his wife, Minnie, a too-fat 
woman of the same age, given to use- 
less talk, exclamations and mild hys- 
teria. 

There were four children in the 
family of Herman Potter and one 
grandchild. They all lived at home 
except Roger, who was married and 
in business in Harrington. Fred, the 
oldest, nearly thirty, had been mar- 
ried but his wife had run away two 
years before with a soap drummer. 
Lucius and Phillip, the other sons, 
had never married. Fanny, the one 
daughter, had had marital misfor- 
tunes, also. She had married, at 



twenty-four, and a c<mp\t of years 
later her husband had "gone out West 
to try his luck," and she had never 
heard from him again. Now she had 
a divorce, granted on grounds of de- 
sertion, and was ogling every unat- 
tached man in Graniteville. She had 
one child, a peevish, pale little boy 
of four, named Elbert. 

The old lady had had three chil- 
dren. The older son, Morris, lived in 
Kansas City, but Morris* wife abso- 
lutely refused to consider her hus- 
band's mother as a part of her house- 
hold. In fact, Morris' wife felt that 
she had married beneath herself by 
accepting Morris at all, and held her- 
self aloof from Morris' family. The 
old lady's only daughter, Martha, was 
dead. Martha had been her favorite 
child. Martha's husband had married 
again. Her only child, Helen, was 
married and lived in Chicago. 

The old lady's life was uneventful 
enough and not unhappy. She was 
the first one up in the morning be- 
cause she "didn't need much sleep." 
She would dress quietly, so as not to 
wake anyone. If, occasionally, she 
stumbled against a chair, someone 
would be sure to say, at breakfast, 
"Didje hear Gramma? She woke me 
up, knocking around before daylight." 
The old lady was not very steady and 
had to hold on to things sometimes 
when she walked. 

There were always unwashed 
dishes from the night before. The 
old lady would wash these and then 
put on the oatmeal for breakfast. 
There was always oatmeal because it 
was cheap and filling, and the old 
lady was there to attend to it. She 
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herself didn't like oatmeal, though 
she listened each morning to Herman 
and Minnie who would say, "Gram- 
ma, you ought to eat some of this. 
Fine. Nourishing, Make you grow 
young." 

The old lady would purse her thin 
lips and then answer, politely enough, 
"Thank you, but I'm not one that's 
much for oatmeal." 

For breakfast the old lady would 
drink a cup <^ coffee without sugar, 
but with milk in it. She preferred 
cream but didn't dare say so for the 
cream pitcher was small and the men 
helped themselves to it first. After 
breakfast, if there was any coffee left 
in the coffee-pot, the old lady would 
drink another cup, standing up in the 
kitchen, trying to force a few drops 
out of the cream pitcher to put into 
it. If there was frtiit for breakfast, 
the old lady was given the worst 
piece. She contented herself with 
one piece of toast, sparsely buttered, 
for she always felt Minnie's eyes on 
her when she helped herself to butter. 
The old lady didn't have a very large 
appetite. 

After breakfast she would help her 
daughter-in-law with the dishes. 
Fanny affected ddicacy. She was 
lazy and housework annoyed her. 
She spent the mornings in her own 
room reading magazines or running 
blue ribbons through her lingerie or 
making rather effeminate little suits 
for her son. 

The old lady was always afraid 
of her daughter-in-law. Minnie was 
fat and slow-minded. She was con- 
stantly telling the old lady how glad 
she ought to be because they were 
ail so "well fixed." She liked to spend 
a long time discussing trifles, how 
Mrs. Fink's dress hung and didn't 
Gramma think it was her last year's 
dress made over — she had a blue 
dress last year, remember? — and did 
Gramma think the butcher gave good 
weight — they had just one meal from 
that potroast, and here there was 
hardly enough of it left to slice cold. 

The Potters lived in a large, square 



house. Herman had bought it at a 
forced sale when the children were 
small. It was painted brown and there 
were big trees around it. It looked 
gloomy. It had been on one of Gran- 
iteville's best streets but the business 
district had been creeping close un- 
til now a garage stood just across the 
street and a store selling cigars and 
notions just two doors away. There 
were numerous small rooms in the 
house and this meant housework. 
Herman always smiled patronizingly 
when "the women folks" spoke of the 
difficulty of keeping the house in 
order. He was well-to-do in a mod- 
erate Graniteville way and was con- 
sidering changing the Ford for a 
larger car but he didn't see why three 
women couldn't keep a house clean 
without outside help. They gave out 
the washing, didn't they? 

Herman didn't consider that Fanny 
did none of the housework and that 
the old lady really was old, that it 
was almost a task to walk, sometimes, 
and that on damp days when her 
shoulders ached' it was rather difficult 
to try to dust, even. 

In the afternoon when the house 
was in order, the old lady would em- 
broider. She did things for all of 
the family and for the friends of 
Fanny and Minnie and for church 
bazaars. She did guest towels, mak- 
ing them even more annoying by the 
addition of bright blue "blue-birds for 
happiness" or impossible butterflies; 
shoe bags with outlines of distorted 
footwear to explain their use ; dresser 
scarfs with scalloped outlines w^hich 
didn't launder well. 

The old lady did the best she could. 
She made things people liked and 
asked for. The only times she ever 
received praise were when she gave 
away her finished works of art. She 
never complained about her eyes, 
though they did hurt after she bent 
over her sewing for two or three 
hours at a time. She preferred to 
read, though the family took only the 
cheapest magazines fuU of sensational 
stories or articles about motion pic- 
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ture actresses. Sometimes the old 
lady would go to the Carnegie Li- 
brary and bring home novels, fa- 
vorites of thirty years ago, but the 
family laughed at her when she did 
that. 

In the evening the members of the 
family would go their various ways 
without bothering much about her. 
Fanny would persuade one of the 
boys to take her to the movies or she 
would go with a girl friend, loitering 
on the way home in hopes of being 
overtaken by masculine admirers. 
The boys would go to the movies or 
to a vaudeville show or to play pool. 
They belonged to a couple of lodges, 
the kind of lodges that are supposed 
to have international significance — 
you can g^ve the distress sign to the 
ticket-seller and get a ticket to Eu- 
rope in a hurry, though none of the 
Potters would probably ever want to 
go to Europe. They liked the idea. 
A boast of one of the lodges was that 
none of its members had ever been 
electrocuted and, though none of the 
boys looked forward to a life of crime, 
they accepted the fact eagerly and 
repeated it as something pretty big 
for the lodge. The lodge rooms were 
pleasant places to waste evenings. 
Minnie and Herman patronized the 
motion picture theatres, too, but they 
cared more for cards than for the 
drama, even in its silent form. Nearly 
every evening they went to one of the 
neighbor's for a game of bridge or 
poker or had a few guests in. At ten- 
thirty there were refreshments of rye 
bread and cheese and sardines, known 
as "a little Dutch lunch,'* and appre- 
ciated each night as if it were a 
novelty. 

The old lady didn't go out much 
evenings. She walked slowly and 
stumbl^ a great deal, so no one liked 
to bother with her. jAt the movies 
she couldn't read the captions easily 
and that meant someone had to read 
them aloud to her, and the family 
didn't consider that refined. She 
could not quite master the intricacies 
of bridge even enough to fill in when 



another player was needed, though 
she tried pitifully hard and her hand 
shook if she held the cards. The old 
lady would sew or read. There were 
socks and stockings to be darned and 
clothes to be mended, besides the 
embroidering, so she had enough 
to do. 

About nine she would nod over 
her sewing, pull herself together, 
ashamed, and look around to see if 
anyone had observed her, when there 
was anyone at home to observe, which 
was seldom enough. She would start 
sewing again, drop off into a doze, 
start up, -finally take her sewing and 
retire to her bedroom. 

The old lady had a fine room. Any 
of the family would have told you 
that. It was above the kitchen and 
got the winter winds rather badly, 
so that the old lady frequently had 
sniffy colds, but it was a fine room, 
nevertheless, with two windows in it. 
The one bathroom was quite at the 
other end of the hall, but, after all, 
one can't have everything. 

Two of the boys roomed in the 
attic, so the old lady could feel that 
she was having quite the cream of 
things to be on the second floor. 
Fannie and her little boy had the 
front room because Fanny often 
brought home one of "the girls" to 
spend the night or her women friends 
would run up to her roosi to take 
their hats off. Her room was done in 
bird's-eye maple with pink china silk 
draperies. Herman and Minnie had 
the next room. They used the fur- 
niture they had bought when they 
first went to housekeeping, a high ma- 
ple bed and an old-fashioned dresser 
to match it. On the walls were en- 
larged crayon portraits of the old 
lady and of Grandpa Potter, who had 
died fifteen years before. Didn't hav- 
ing these pictures show what the 
family thouprht of the old lady? The 
picttu-es had hung in the living-room 
until Art descended on the household, 
a few years before, when they had 
been removed in favor of two Christy 
heads, a "Reading from Homer," 
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•The Frieze of the Prophets'* and 
•'Two's Company." 

The old lady didn't have a hard life. 
She knew that. She was quite grate- 
ful for everjrthing that was done for 
her. She liked housework, even. Of 
course, Minnie had rather an annoy- 
ing way of taking all of the pleasure 
out of it. Minnie did all of the or- 
dering, all of the planning of meals, 
the preparing of the salad, when there 
was a salad, all of the interesting, ex- 
citing things connected with the 
kitchen. But, after all, wasn't it Min- 
nie's house? Hadn't she a right? 
Grandma knew she had liked doing 
things in her own home. She didn't 
blame Minnie but it made things a bit 
monotonous. Not that things weren't 
nice, though, a room all to herself, 
even if the furniture was rather hap- 
hazard, lots of time to herself, things 
to embroider. If Grandpa Potter had 
lived — ^but, of course, he wasn't alive, 
any more than any of the other rela- 
tives and friends of those other days 
were alive, the Scotts, the Howards — 
Martha. 

II 

Now it was the old lady's birthday. 
She thought of it the first thing in the 
morning when she woke up. She 
dressed a bit hurriedly as if some- 
thing were going to happen. She 
put on a clean morning dress of black 
and white percale, stiffly starched and, 
over this, a blue and white checked 
gingham apron. 

She went to the kitchen to straight- 
en things up. There were a lot of 
dishes, for Lu and Phil had 
brought some boys home after the 
movies and Fanny had prepared a 
rarebit for them, using, as is the way 
of all amateur cooks, quite three 
times too many dishes. 

The old lady had the oatmeal done 
and the table set, though, when the 
family came down, one at a time, for 
breakfast, first Minnie, then her hus- 
band, then the boys. Fanny didn't 
often appear at breakfast. 

No one congratulated the old lady 



on her birthday, though she made a 
great point of birthdays and they 
knew it. However, it is easy enough 
for a family to forget things like 
that. So, when they were all at 
table, making sucking noises over 
their oatmeal — no one spoke much at 
meals at the Potters'— Grandma an- 
nounced, primly, 

"Toda/s my birthday." 

"So it is," said Herman, and, with 
an appearance of great gallantry, put 
his napkin on the table, arose and 
went around to the old lady's place. 
He kissed her with quite a smack. 

"Congratulaticrtis and good wishes," 
he said, which the others echoed. 
Then, 

"How old are you. Ma? Over 
eighty, I know. Quite an age. Ill 
never live to see eighty." 

"I'm eighty-two," said the old lady. 

"Don't think for one minute, Ma, 
that we forgot your birthday," said 
Minnie. "You know that we ain't. 
Only this morning, hurrying about 
breakfast and all, it slipped my mind. 
I got something for you two weeks 
ago at the Ladies' Aid Bazaar. You'd 
rather have it at supper time, wouldn't 
you?" 

The old lady nodded. 

"Yes, I would," she said. 

It was a custom of the family to 
have rather a birthday celebration at 
the evening meal. They were usually 
together then and gifts were heaped 
up at the celebrator's plate and there 
was a cake. 

"You're all going to be home to din- 
ner?" asked Minnie. The men 
nodded. 

When the men left the table, Min- 
nie followed them out into the hall 
and whispered little warnings to them 
about "not forgetting something for 
Grandma" and answering whispers of 
"can't you do it for me, Ma?" 

The day passed as the old lady's 
days generally passed. In the morn- 
ing she helped Minnie with the birth- 
day cake. It was a chocolate cake of 
which the old lady was not especially 
fond, but the boys all liked dioco- 
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late. There was a white icing on it 
and they stuck marshmallows on that. 
The old lady hoped not to get a 
inarshn]allow--4hey stick to your teeth 
when you wear a plate. There were 
to be ten candles on the cake, for ten 
happened to be the number of candles 
left over from Elbert's Christmas 
tree, and you can't possibly put 
eighty-two candles on a cake, any- 
how. The candles were of several 
colcws. 

Minnie commented on the beauty 
of the cake when it was finished. She 
let the old lady see how good the 
family was to her. It isn't every old 
lady of eighty-two who has a birth- 
day cake. 

About ten o'clock, Fanny and El- 
bert appeared. The old lady brought 
their breakfast into the dining-room. 
Fanny and Minnie were going calling 
and shotting and were going to take 
Elbert with them. Usually they left 
him at home with the old lady. He 
was rather a spoiled child. 

Then Fanny and Minnie dressed. 
The old lady bathed Elbert, who cried 
because she got soap into his eyes. 
This annoyed Fanny. 

"For Heaven's sake, Gramma, don't 
get him cross," she scolded. "We're 
going to meet Mrs. Herron and Grace 
for lunch, and I want him to act nice. 
He'll be in an awful temper if he 
starts crying." 

The old lady didn't say anything. 
She didn't say an3rthing when Elbert 
pinched her as she was trying to 
button his suit. She put on his blue 
reefer and the cap like a sailor's, and 
buttoned his leggins, though she did 
wish he'd sit still while she did the 
buttons. 

At half past eleven the others left 
and the old lady was alone. She 
peeled the potatoes for supper and 
put them in water, she straightened 
up her room, swept the dining-room, 
dusted a bit, threw away last night's 
newspapers. 

At half past twelve she went into 
the kitchen for a bite to eat. She 
could always "feel when lunch-time 



came." Minnie usually said, when 
she went out, 'There's always plenty 
in the ice-box for lunch," and the old 
lady never contradicted her, though 
she always felt rather sure that Min- 
nie had made a mistake. 

Now, she found a dish of pickles — 
she did not care for pickles — some 
eggs and some blackberry jam. She 
was rather fond of eggs but she was 
afraid that if she did eat one or two 
of them, that Minnie might say some- 
thing about "never seem able to keep 
an ^gg in the house." Eggs were 
high, just now. So the old lady but- 
tered two slices of not especially 
fresh bread rather sparingly and 
spread a little jam on them. She 
made herself a cup of tea and ate her 
lunch sitting at the oilcloth-covered 
table. 

She brushed the crumbs off the 
table, washed the few dishes, went 
up to her room for a nap. She liked 
to sleep, when she had a chance, after- 
noons. 

She woke up, an hour later. A 
long afternoon stretched in front of 
her. Still, all of her afternoons were 
long — mornings— evenings, too. She 
had heard, years before, that time 
would seem to fly by when you get 
old. It didn't. Still, there couldn't be 
many more days now — eighty-two. 

She put on her best dress of black 
silk, with cuffs and collar of lace 
that Helen had sent her years before. 
Helen — she was someone to think 
about. Helen — Martha's daughter. 
Helen was young and lovely and had 
everything. Twice the old lady had 
gone to visit Helen. She never felt 
at home with Helen at any time. 
Helen's maids were trained automa- 
tons; Helen's home was full of 
strange formalities. Helen's days 
were full of unusual things. Helen 
herself perfectly groomed, cool, im- 
personal, looking eighteen, though 
she'd been marri^ six years, did not 
seem like a human being at all. 

It was nice of Helen having her old 
grandmother visit her, the old lady 
knew that. She never talked much 
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to Helen, never knew what to say, 
yet she loved her with a strange 
yearning that she never felt toward 
anyone else — maybe because the 
others were so jealous of Helen, of 
everything she did. The old lady 
didn't especially like to be at Helen's 
— she was so afraid of doing the 
wrong thingfs — ^yet, though she never 
figur^ it out, Helen seemed to be- 
long to her, was more a part of her 
than any of the others could be. 
Maybe because she was Martha's 
child. Martha had always been so 
much more to her than any of the 
others. 

With fingers that trembled a little, 
the old lady fastened her dress, the 
dress that was new the last time she 
visited Helen. She smoothed her hair 
with the old brush one of the boys 
had g^ven her. She looked at the 
things on her dresser, the cover 
she had embroidered in violets — 
they were her favorite flowers — ^the 
daguerrotype of her and her husband* 
taken the year they were married, 
holding hands unashamed. It was 
colored, the old lady's cheeks pink 
and her brooch a shining gold. There 
was a snapshot of Helen on horse- 
back, a stiifiBy posed picture of little 
Elbert, a picture of Phil in sailor 
uniform — he had gt)ne into the navy 
just before the draft law was put 
into effect. 

The bell rang. The postman! 

With quick little steps the old lady 
hurried to the door, smiled at the 
postman as she always did when she 
took the mail from him and said 
something about "a cold day," even 
while she was anxious to close the 
door so that she could look over the 
mail. A letter for Herman from an 
insurance company — a picture post- 
card — a letter in a lavender envelope 
from Ganny — a postcard from Rogfer 
— a letter from Kansas City — Morris' 
Avife's writing — ^yes — she trembled a 
little — a letter from Helen. She rec- 
ognized the pale gray envelope, the 
deeper gray seal. The women Min- 
nie and Fanny went with didn't use 



great sealing wax with a crest 
stamped into it nor gray mono- 
gramroed paper — they didn't live in 
Chicago nor wear lovely pale dodies 
— didn't do anything the right way. 

The old lady put the mail, except- 
ing her postcard and two letters, on 
the hall table, took hers to her roona. 
Morris meant all right — ^he and his 
wife — good people in their way — she 
was glad Morris was doing well — 

Helen's letter ! She opened it care- 
fully, tearing off the edge in little 
bits so as not to tear the contents. 
The old lady got few enough letters. 
She never knew you could take a 
letter-opener to them. She took out 
the letter. There was an enclosure, 
but the old lady let that lay in her 
lap while she read Helen's rather 
smart writing. 

She smiled, read it again, put the 
letter back into the envelope, looked 
at the bit of paper on her lap— a 
cheque — twenty-five dollars. 

Helen! 

ni 

The old lady took her work-bag 
and went down into the living-room. 
She'd be careful not to get threads 
around — she knew how Minnie hated 
that. She was working on a center- 
piece, in colors, to be sold at the 
March sale of the church Circle. The 
old lady was glad she could do things 
like that. Her glasses were of silver 
and quite bent. The lenses had been 
fitted for her years before and she 
had to hold the sewing quite close. 
She embroidered until it was too dark 
to see. Then she folded her wrinkled 
hands in her lap. She didn't believe 
in ''wasting electricity" by turning it 
on too early. 

She sat at the window and thought 
about thing^s — ^about Minnie and Her- 
man — how mean Minnie was about 
little things, about Herman's stupid- 
ity and blindness about ever)^hing 
excepting himself. Herman — and the 
boys, too — ^never read an)rthing or 
saw anything they didn't apply to 
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themselves. They were nerer in- 
terested in a single outside thing. 
AU tfaqr talked about was what "he 
said'' and how business was going to 
be Nothing existed outside of 
Graniteville. They were so con- 
ceited^ satisfied. Fanny was just as 
bad and she whined, tooh— but she 
had Elbert. A child is always a lit- 
tie better than nothing. But Helen 
didn't have any children. 

As the old lady grew older the 
necessity for progeny, so averwhdm- 
ingly imptttant in her yotmger life, 
had diminished. What difference did 
it make, anyhow? Elbert, pale and 
in the suUcs, usuall)r — ^the only one of 
a fourth generaticm. Of course the 
bc^s migl^ marry and have children. 
What of it? Of course, if it weren't 
for Herman, if she hadn't had chil- 
dren, she wouldn't have had a home, 
might have had to go to the poor- 
house, maybe. But then, if she 
hadn't had children, she might have 
learned a trade and made enough 
money to get into one of the homes 
she had read about, where 3rou pay a 
few thousand dollars and have a nice 
room and pictures in the evening and 
company when you like. Still, of 
course, things couldn't be changed, 
were all right — there was Helen's 
letter— 

The twflight deepened. The old 
lady went into the kitchen, turned 
on a light, put the meat into the 
oven. 

At six Lu came in, then Phil. Then 
Fanny and Minnie and Elbert. They 
had gone to call on Mrs. Harden and 
Elbert had fallen asleep and was 
cross, now. Fanny was going up- 
stairs to "make herself comfortable." 
Would Gramma undress Elbert? 

Fanny put on a pink cotton kimono 
and went downstairs. The old lady 
got Elbert to bed, finally. When she 
got downstairs she saw that Fanny 
and her mother were busy in the 
dining-room. She heard the crackle 
of paper. Discreetly she stayed in 
the kitchen. They were preparing 
her birthday presents. 



Dinner was ready. Herman had 
already come home. Herman liked 
to eat as soon as he got into the 
house. 

The old lady went into the dining- 
room. The boys were already seat^ 
at the table. Herman sat down. 
Fanny was putting the potatoes on 
the table. The did lady found a 
small pile of bundles at her place, the 
birthday cake on the table. 

*This is very nice," she smiled, "I 
thank you all even before I look." 

She opened the bundles. 

There was a bottle of violet toilet 
water from Fred. She got that every 
year. It was not her favorite brand — 
rather a cheaper kind, in fact, but 
she liked almost any kind of violet. 
A pale pink satin pincushion came 
next. A card was stuck on it with 
pins. On this was written in Fanny's 
rather stupid, slanting hand: 

"To great-grandmother from her 
little great-grandson, Elbert Arthur 
Longham, on her 82nd birthday." 

The present from Minnie was a 
hand-made camisole of rather coarse 
lace — ^the old lady never wore cami- 
soles, a fact of which Minnie should 
have been faintly aware. Well, she 
could make Minnie "take it back" and 
wear it herself after a month or so. 
It was Minnie's size, undoubtedly. 
There was a pound box of chocolates 
from Lu. Grandma preferred lemon 
drops or any hard candies that you 
can suck and make last a long time, 
but the family liked chocolates. A 
boudoir cap from Fanny — a present 
someone had probably given her for 
Christmas — and a combination drug- 
store box of soap, dental cream and 
nail polish from Herman completed 
the gifts. Phil apologized that he'd 
been busy every minute and he'd "get 
something tomorrow." 

The old lady put the wrapping paper 
neatly together and put the things on 
the sideteard next to the cut-glass 
punch bowl. She sat down again. 
Minnie, who served, was filling the 
plates. 

"Thanks, everybody, again," said 
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the old lady. "Your things are very 
nice and very welcome." 

She looked at the group, the selfish, 
complacent faces. She smiled. 

"I — I got a card from Roger and — 
and two other presents," she said, 
and took the card and letters from 
the front of her waist. 

She passed the card around the 
table and opened a letter. 

"It's from Morris and Ruby," she 
explained. "They sent me five dol- 
lars." 

"Not much for a rich man to send 
his mother," Herman commented. 
"He hasn't any expenses from you 
and all he ever does is to send you 
five dollars a month for spending 
money. I hear he's doing better 
every month and that's all — " 

"Now, Herman," soothed Minnie. 
She wanted to hear the letter. Ruby 
never wrote to her. 

The old lady read the letter, about 
Ruby's cold and the snow storm and 
Morris' business success. She folded 
it and put it on the table. 

"This one is from Helen, from Chi- 
cago," she said. She added "from 
Chicago," purposely. She knew how 
Fanny longed to live in a big city. 

"Dear Gammy," she read, and 
added, "Helen always uses that nick- 
name just like when she was a baby." 

She knew the family hated nick- 
names. They thought Gramma a 
proper pronunciation. 

"To think that you're eighty-two," 
she continued to read. "Quite out of 
the flapper class, it seems. This is to 
welcome the New Year and to send 
bushels of love and good wishes 
from the two of us. I wish you were 
spending your birthday with us, but 
I know the family do all they can to 
make you happy." 

The old lady glanced at them all. 
She was glad to see they looked a 
little uncomfortable. 

"We've been awfully busy as 
usual," the old lady read on. "Since 
Jimmy's been made president of the 
company he's getting so conceited 
that he insists on going to horrid 



business meetings at night, some- 
times, so, in self-defense, I have to go 
to dinners with some of my old 
beaux." 

The old lady looked at Fanny and 
smiled. 

"Helen has a good time," she said, 
"I like to think of a young girl en- 
joying herself." 

Helen was Fannv's age. Fanny 
had no "old beaux,' nor any other 
kind to take her to dinner. Fanny 
was unpopular. 

The old lady went on reading: 

"But Jim gets an occasional after- 
noon oflF and that's compeosatioa. We 
have heaps of fun drivimg or just 
trailing around together. Jim's as 
devoted as ever — I'll say Ckat for him. 
I'm afraid we'll never q«ite settle 
down, even if we have been married 
a long time." 

"Helen's a great girl," aaid the old 
lady. "She and Jim — I ncrcr saw a 
couple like them. She knows how to 
hold him. I never saw a man so 
devoted." 

The old lady smiled. Fred's wife 
had eloped with another man. 
Fanny's husband had "gone out 
West" and never returned. This 
would give them something to think 
about. 

"I don't know that I thiak her hus- 
band ought to stand for her going 
places with other mea," said 
Fanny. "It don't sound right to me. 
When Helen came down here to visit, 
when she was seventeen, she was 
fresh then." 

The old lady looked at her. 

"Yes. I guess Helen did seem 
fresh in Graniteville," she agreed. 
"But Chicago's different. And as 
most of the folks they go with are 
millionaires, each owning two or 
three cars and having boxes at the 
opera and making a fuss over Helen 
all the time, I guess her ways are 
all right up there. I don't blame men 
wanting to take her to places. She's 
just sweet to everyone.' 

She went on with the letter: 

"I don't know what to write that 
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would interest jrou. We saw Mrs. 
Blanchard, Mrs. Croweirs mother, 
at the theatre on Tuesday, and she 
wanted to be remembered to you. 
She looked very well. ... I have a 
new mink wrap, good-lookin|f. Jhn 
thou^^t it was a Christmas present, 
but It came the week after so I'm 
not counting' it. It's the only new 
really splurgy thing I've had all win- 
ter." 

The old lady didn't have to com- 
ment. Fanny was wearing her old 
coat. She's been b^;ging her brother 
and her father for a coat all winter, 
but they complained about "hard 
times," as they always did, so she had 
made her old seal, bare in spots, do 
for another year. 

"I went to a charity fete last 
week," the old lady's quavering voice 
continued, "and wore green chiffon 
and was symbolic of something or 
other, but had a good time anyhow. 
We made nearly eight thousand dol- 
lars for the Children's Home." 

The old lady knew the church so- 
ciety entertainments in Graniteville. 
Fanny and Minnie were never im- 
portant enough, socially, to take part 
in them, but had to sell tickets as 
their share. 

"I'm enclosing a birthday remem- 
brance. Buy a warm negligee or 
something else you want. I didn't 
know what you needed. Let me 
know if there is anything I can send 
you. Jim sends a big kiss and a lot 
of birthday wishes. With love from 
Helen." 

"How much did she send you?" 
asked Minnie. 

The old lady, who was served last, 
had been handed her plate of food. 

"Twenty-five dollars," she an- 
swered. 

She took the cheque from Helen 
and the one from Morris, folded them 
together, made a last gesture. 

"Here, you take these, Fanny," she 
said, "and buy a dress with them. 
You'll have to have something to 
wear if you get a chance to go to the 
Ladies' Aid Ball. With all the things 



I got and my birthday presents and 
all, I don't need anything. Anyhow, 
Helen said to let her know if I did." 

It was said so simply that, if the 
family suspected the old lady, they 
were silent. Fanny gasped, reached 
otit her hand. She did want a new 
dress. 

"Thanks, Gramma," she said. 

IV 

The old lady smiled as she ate Ker 
dinner. She looked around at the 
faces. She felt beautifully superior. 
She knew that, for a moment, their 
conceit, their satisfaction had been 
pierced — they had felt something — 

The birthday cake was cut and the 
old lady passed the box of chocolates. 

The boys left for a game of pool 
at the club. Georgina Watson came 
to get Fanny to go to the movies. 
Mr. and Mrs. Potter went across the 
street to play bridge with the Mor- 
rises. The old lady promised to go 
upstairs and look at Elbert who 
might have caught cold during the 
afternoon — he had sneezed a couple 
of times. 

The old lady finished the dishes. 
She read the evening paper. Then 
she found herself dozing, woke up, 
dozed again, woke up, put out the 
living-room light, left one light in 
the hall, went upstairs. She stopped 
in Fanny's room to glance at Elbert 
in his crib. His mouth was slightly 
open, as always, and he looked pale, 
but the old lady saw that his 
condition was not unusual. She 
went to her room and undressed for 
bed. 

In her high-necked flannel night- 
gown she stood at her dresser pre- 
paratory to putting out the light. She 
looked at her birthday presents, the 
cheap violet water, the unwearable 
camisole and cap, the thoughtless 
gifts of indifferent people. She 
looked at her pictures — she and 
Grandpa when they were first mar- 
ried, Elbert — Helen. Helen — she 
knew how to write a letter. Why, 
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she couldn't have written a better 
one if the old lady had told her what 
to write. The beaux — the car — the 
mink coat — the charity fete — the at- 
tentive husband — 

Her birthday was over. She was 
eiglity-two. Long days ahead — 
housework — sewing — little — 
quarrels — 

She thought of Helen's letter again 
and chuckled. For just a moment 
Fanny, Minnie, all of them had 



looked envious, bitter. Nothing she 
could ever have done or said could 
have made them as angry as that 
letter — ^and none of them dared say 
what they thought about it. That 
letter had opened vistas to them that 
they could never approach. It had 
lasted only a minute — ^but even so. . • . 
"A pretty good birthday," the old 
lady said to herself as she put out the 
light, opened the window^ and got 
into bed. 



And Does Lx)ve Last? 

By Louise Treadwell 

r\EARHEART, you ask me "And does love lastr 

*^ The flash of a scarlet wing through green: 

A single breath of the unutterable sweetness of distant orchard tt0om: 

The tremulous morning song of a bird: 

So bright. 

So elusive. 

So sweet. 
Ah, dearheart, how could love lastf 



DREATH — something which used to smell either of Scotch or Kentucky, 
*^ but which now smells of anything from Eau de Quinine to Valspar. 



MAN remembers the women he said things to. A woman remembers the 
things. 
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After the Ball 



[A Play in One Act] 

By EJgar Saltus 

Characters : 

Df ANC f)es Bai^rs 

Thc Marquis de Monfuiisir 

TttE COMPTE DE CaRACX)LE 

The Baron de Chose 

Sylvatn 

Sandor 

Place, Paris 

Tiue: Mardi Gras 

5CENE: — A rmem fitted with plenty of taste, some of it even good. In the 
c€mir£, 41 table ul vsiik foad^ wine and flowers. On a side table is a telephone. 
There are two doors; one upstage which when open showi a vestibule; the 
other down stage L, Both are closed. 

As the €urtmt rises, Sylvain, a servant, is asleep in an armchair. He is fat 
€md baU wkh black whiskers that are evidently dyed. 

The telephone rings. Sylvain moves uneasily. It rings again. Sylvain 
jterfx, rifici; goes ta jule tMe^ takes receiver. 



Sylvain 
(He speaks in a voice soft as mayon- 
naise. What he says is punctuated with 
respectful silences. Also wkh yawns.) 
Yes, madame. Pardon, madame, I was 
in the kitchen. Perfectly, tnadame. The 
Bulg^ati caviare, the Bdgrade duck, 
the MoHtenegro potatoes, the cubist 
salad, the Turkish sweets, everythmg^, 
all the fashionable dishes are here. 

(Bows to telephone.) Yes, madame ; 
perfectly, madame. 

(Puts down receiver, raises arms with 
gesture of infinite disgust and potters 
about table arranging things already 
arranged.) 

(Off stage, a bell rings.) 

(Sylvain goes to door, upstage, exits 
and returns ushering Sandor — a man, 
tall, dark, stalwart in evening dress with 
hot and coat on.) 



Sandor 
(Moznng R. and surveying stage.) 
Your mistress asked me to precede her 
here. 

Sylvain 

Yes, sir. What name, if I may ask? 

Sandor 

{Ttiming and looking at Sylvain.) 
My name is Sandor. 

fSYLVAiN starts, half opens mouth 
and stares as though at a ghost.) 

Sandor 
(Grimly.) You have heard it before? 

Sylvain 
(Steadying himself. Then moving 
down and pointing L. C.) A gentleman 
of that name died tJicre — just there — 
not two months, yes, six weeks ago. 
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(Mimics the business of drawing 
pistol and shooting oneself,) 

Sandor 

(After a moment, during which he 
gritsf his teeth.) I am his brother. 

(Removing hat and coat.) Here, take 
these things. 

{As Sylvain obeys, Sandor checks 
him.) Wait! 

(Gives him a banknote.) For the 
present my name will be Cash. 

Sylvain 

(Now entirely relaxed.) Thank you, 
sir. And a very good name that is. 

(Ojf stage, the bell. Sylvain moves 
up, exits.) 

Enter Diane. This lady is an actress 
and a beauty. 

She is in ball dress, opera cloak and a 
half mctsk. 

(In the vestibule, three men in eve- 
ning dress are taking off hats and 
coats.) 

Diane 

(Throwing Sandor a kiss and then 
from over her shoulder addressing the 
other men.) A moment, my little dears. 

(Exits L) 

(The three men, followed by Syl- 
vain, enter. One, an old reprobate, is 
the Marquis de Monplaisir. The 
second, a middle-aged reprobate, is the 
Compte de Caracole. The third, a 
young reprobate, is the Baron de 
Chose. All examine the table. Syl- 
vain closes door and stands with his 
back against it.) 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
(Adjusting his monocle and moving 
doum.) Pink caviare, green oysters, red 
duck, yellow pastry! Tell me, rather 
rainbow, is it not? 

The Baron de Chose 
(With a pleasant air of not caring 
what he says and also moving down.) 
What I like is a foam of pheasants and 
the maxims of Sardanapalus. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Following the other two.) My 
tastes are the simplest. I — 



The Marquis de Monplaisir 
{Cutting in.) Mine too. I am always 
satisfied with the best. 

The Compte de Caracole 
(Indicating Sandor and speaking so 
that he cannot hear.) Do you Imow 
him? 

The Baron de Chose 
(Same business.) Never saw him be- 
fore — or behind. 

The Compte de Casaools 
{Indicates entrance L.) She picked 
him up at the ball. 

The Marquis de Monplaibir 
Or he picked her up. So{^)Ose we 
introduce ourselves. 

{Moving over and addreseing San- 
dor.^ Sir, my business is pleasure and 
I am called the Marquis de Monplaisir. 

Sandor 
(Smiling but remote.) Inexpressibly 

charmed. 

The Baron db Chose 
(Also moving over.) Sir, my name 
is de Chose. 

{Indicating Cajlacole.) Let me make 
you acquainted with my friend and 
brother-in-love-land, the Compte de 
Caracole. 

Sandor 
{As before.) Charmed inexpressibly. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{With the modesty of the weU-bred.) 
My occupation is dressing and undress- 
ing. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
{Cackling.) And digressing. He! 
he! 

Sandor 
I am nobody and — 

The Baron de Chose 
But that is an immense advantage. 
Won't you be seated? 

Sandor 
That is to say, I know nobody and — 
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The Comptb de Caracole 
But that is even a greater advantage. 
Won't you take two scats ? 

The Bason de Chose 
No, take the table. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
But not the st^per. He ! he ! 

Sandor 
And my business is danger. 

The Compte de Caracole 
Then we are all in the same trade. 

The Baron de Chose 
Yes, for woman is danger. 
(OiANE^ without mask, without cloak, 
enters L.) 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
{Indicating Diane.) And here is 
danger in its most delectable form. 

(Aside, to Caracole.) Do you re- 
member Sandor? 

Diane 
{Smiling and gracious.) My little 
dears, to supper. 

The Baron de Chose 
{Outlining a step.) The tango first. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Attempting another,) A little hug. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
{Open armed.) A big one. 

Diane 
{Moving up and indicating table.) 
Supper first and afterward — 

The Baron de Chose 
{Who has taken from table a bottle 
which he raises.) Permit me. During 
supper and deluge — 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
And afterward the debauch. He ! he ! 
{All move to tahle and sit. Diane 

at the head. Sandor at the foot. 

Caracole is at the right of Diane. 

Monplaisir is at Sandor's left. 

Chose is between Caracole and 

Monplaisir.) 



(Sylvain serves.) 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
{To Sandor.) I think I have seen 
you somewhere. 

Sandor 

Probably. 

{Unfolding napkin.) I go there now 
and then. 

(Monplaisir and Sandor talk in- 
audibly.) 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Indicating Sandor and addressing 
Diane.) Wrio's your friend? 

Diane 
A man whom I do not know. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Between bites.) Nowadays there 
are so many of them. 

The Baron de Chose 
{With hand raised to mouth so that 
Sandor won't hear.) He looks, don't 
you think, a bit like Sandor. 

Diane 
{Innocently.) Sandor. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Between bites.) That Brazilian who 
killed himself because of you. 

Diane 

{In the most natural way.) I have 
forgotten. 

The Compte de Caracole 
It is only a month or so ago. 

Diane 
{Indifferently.) A month or so is a 
lifetime. 

Sandor 
{Who has been listening.) Or a 
deathtime. 

Diane 
{As though a pin had pricked her.) 
What? 

Sandor 
{In an easy, level tone.) It must 
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be such a luxury to lay one's life at 
your feet. 

(Talks inaudibly with Monplaisir 
and Chose.) 

Diane 
{To Caracole.) For a millionaire 
he is very gallant. 

The Comte de Caracole 
Is he a millionaire? 

Diane 
So I hear. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Emptying a glass.) Sandor was 
also. 

Diane 
{Very sharply.) To the devil with 
you and your Sandor. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
{Half rising and craning,) Beauti- 
ful lady, what an odd ornament you 
have on your little finger ! 

Diane 
{Removing and exhibiting ring,) 
My nurse gave it to me. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
Your nurse! A very dry one then. 
I'll wager it's paste. 

The Baron de Chose 

Put it up at auction and your hand 
with it. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
Which hand? 

Diane 
{Entering into the spirit of it.) 
What am I bid? 

The Compte de Caracole 
A thousand francs. 

The Baron de Chose 
Two thousand. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
Four— and on all fours at that. He ! 
He! 

Diane 
{Seductively to Sandor.) And you? 



Sandor 
{Without enthusiasm,) My heart 

Diane 
( Tossing ring to Sandor. ) It's yours. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
{Rising and speaking in mock dis- 
gust.) Caracole, and you, de Chose, we 
are out of it. Let's go to my aunt's. 

The Baron de Chose 
{Alarmed,) Why there? 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
It will be gayer. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Stuffing himself.) And the supper 
not finished ! 

The Baron de Chose 
{Rising.) Never finish anything. 
That is the true philosophy of life — ^and 
of love. 

The Compte de Caracole 
{Rising with- evident reluctance.) 
One might at least be allowed to begin. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 
But not to continue. 

The Baron de Chose 
Except in our next. 

The Marquis de Monplaisir 

You mean at my aunt's. 

{To Diane, indicating telephone.) 

You permit me — 

{Goes to telephone, calls in it.) 

2000 Saint-Germain. 

{After a moment.) 

2000 Saint-Germain? I want the 
princess. The Marquis de Monplaisir 
is speaking. 

{After another moment.) 

Is that you, Aunt Clotilde? How is 
your dance progressing? Ah, I see! 
Not enough men. May I come with 
rein f orcements ? What ? 

{Covering telephone, looking up and 
cackling.) 

My aunt wants to know where I am? 

{Telephoning again.) I am closeted 
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with the archbishop. Yes, yes. He 
sends you his blessing. Very good. In 
ten minutes — 

(Puts down receiver, gestures at 
Chose and Caracole.) 

Let's be off. 

{Approaching Diane and kissing her 
hand.) 

Thank you so much. Au revoir. 

The Baron de Chose 
Au revoir. 

The Compte de Caracole 
Au revoir. 

(Sylvain opens door upstage. The 
irio, bowing, exit.) 

Diane 

(Speaking very rapidly.) Au revoir! 
Au revoir! Au revoir! They must be 
all very rich. 

(Abruptly, to Sylvain.) 

Au revoir to you. 



Sylvain 



Madame! 
(Exit.) 



Sandor 
(IV ho has risen and who now crosses 
and seats himself beside Diane.) Your 
friends are a bit old-fashioned, eh? 

Diane 
(Demurely.) I rather specialize in 
bric-a-brac. 

Sandor 
(Studying her.) And am I to be 
added to a collection which I may as- 
sume is somewhat vast? 

Diane 
(Affecting candor.) Well, what if a 
woman has been kissed? Her mouth 
does not lose its freshness for that--or 
for you. 

Sandor 
(Coldly.) I am an epicure. 

Diane 
(Affecting perplexity.) Now just 
wluit is an epicure? 

S. S«e— H«r.— 7 



Sandor 

(After a moment's hesitation.) A 
man who finds a peculiar charm in 
postponing the finest pleasures. 

(After another moment.) 

I have one in reserve. 

Diane 
(Savor ously.) My lips? 

Sandor 
More than that. 

Diane 
(Tossing her head.) Ahl Ahl Ah! 
You mean my heart ! But becmuse you 
have given me yours it does net follow 
that I shall give you mine. 

Sandor 
I may take it. 

Diane 
(Coquettishly.) I believe you will. 
Do you know when I saw you first I 
thought you were — 

Sandor 
Somebody else? 

Diane 
(Enthusiastically.) The handsomest 
man in the world ! 

Sandor 
(Pointedly,) But not in Ac grave. 

Dlane 
(Staring.) In the gravel What do 
you mean? 

Sandor 
(IVith a wide gesture.) I have 
come — from over there — to tell you, 

Diane 
(At her gayest.) You had heard of 
me ! No, you had seen my picture ! My 
picture, well, sometimes, it is in the 
papers. Only yesterday — 

Sandor 
(To the ceiling.) Yesterday has gone, 
the morrow has not come. 

Diane 

(Appreciatively.) The present is 
ours. 
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Sandor 
{Looking at her ogaim,) Tint plural 
is siagnlar. 

Diane 
(Snuggling up to him.) The present 
is yours then, if — 

SAKDCm 

(Keeping his distance,) If what? 

Diane 
(Employing all her arts,) Tell me. 
At the ball tonight somebody pointed 
you out and said : — 'There's an Ameri- 
can millionaire." Then I smiled and 
yon came up and spoloe to me. It's true, 
isn't it? 

Sakdor 

Is what true? 

Diane 
{As though she were eating S2veet- 
meats.) That you are a miHionaire. 

Sandor 
(With a shrug.) I am not a pauper. 

Diane 
(With a contented nod.) There! 
When a man says that, he is always 
rich. When he says he is ridi, go take 
a bath, he's a crook. 

Sandor 
Probably. 

Diane 
(Licking her chops.) Oh, I know. 
Over there you saw my picture and you 
came to find the original. Haven't I 
guessed right? 

Sandor 
I certainly came to find you. 

Diane 
(Snuggling up again.) And now that 
you have, what are you going to do? 

Sandor 
(Distantly.) I will tell you later. 

Diane 

(Trying to be funny.) Always the 
epicure. 



Sandor 
(Rising.) And sometimes the execu- 
tioner. 

£>IANE 

(Rising also.) The what? 

Sandor 
(Moving with Diane doTim the left.) 
A term we use over there. (Consider- 
ing her fixedly.) You may not know- 
about my country. It is a land of pas- 
sion flowers, of passion loves and 
passion hates. Yes, and of passion 
fruits. 

Diane 
(As though dreaming.) How glor- 
ious I 

Sandor 
(Grimly.) Yes, and when the fruit 
gets here it is sucked dry, and thrown 
away. 

Diane 
(Delightedly.) How I'd lake somel 

Sandor 
(More grimly.) You had one. 

Diane 
(In real surprise.) I? 

Sandor 
Straight from Brazil. 

Diane 
(Starting back.) From where? 

Sandor 
(Menacingly.) From Brazil, did yoo 
not hear me? I said BrazaL 



Diane 
(Shrinking from 
not — ^you are not — 



him.) You are 



Sandor 
( With the look of a headsman.) 1 am 
Sandor, Sandor's brother, brother of 
the man whom you first mined and then 
destroyed. 

Diane 
(Terrorised.) What do yoa 
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Sandor 
(Calmly.) To kill you. 

Diane 
(In the delirium of panic,) No, no, 
no, not that. Listen — I — I — 

Sanix>r 
(Who has already taken her by the 
shoulder and is now shoving her to 
entrance L.) Go in there. 

Diane 

(Struggling and shrieking.) No! 
No! Sylvain! Help! 

(Sandor^ taking her bodily, drags 
her through entrance L. From offstage 
comes a sound like that of a strangling 



cat. It is followed by another, that of a 
faU.) 

(At once, Sandor, patting his tie and 
pulling at a cuff, re-enters, coincidently 
— Sylvain enters upstage.) 

Sylvain 
(In his mayonnaise voice.) Did you 
call, sir? 

Sandor 
(Lighting cigarette.) My hat and 
coat. Then get me a cab. 

Sylvain 
Yes, sir. (Turns and exits, while 
Sandor^ tossing match aside moves up.) 
(Curtain.) 



The Demon 

By M. G. Sabel 

I LISTEN attentively to your protestations 

* Of constancy and unalterable devotion, 

But always, when you lower your eyes, 

Some evil hobgoblin 

Nudges me between the ribs. 

And tickles my nose with a feather ! 



yt/OMEN are the reverse of men. They achieve marriage instead of love, they 
^^ marry money instead of making it, and they achieve notoriety instead of fame. 



11/ HEN it comes to learning things, women are like a flash of lightning. When 
^^ ii comes to forgetting them, they are like a river of cold molasses. 



Digitized by 



Qoo^^ 



Train Windows 

By Jeannette Marks 

IT'S a long way to China ! 

• Men have train windows there and tears. 

Friends who love each other, 

Parting and eager hope. 

But it's a long way to China ! 

When dawn was coming in the sky, 

Behind him the Hail of Golden Bells 

And beyond the cries of mountain apes and twittering 

of birds, 
Po'ChU'i wrote a l^ter to Yitan Chen, 
It was the ninth century 
And men knew nothing of train windows, 
But Po'ChU'4 and YOan Chen had been parted. 

It's a long way to China 

For any thought to travel, 

Yet my heart travels looking for you, 

And someday must journey further still 

Beyond China, beyond death ! 

Po'ChH-i lotred Yikm Chen many years after Chen was 

dead. 
Neither sickness nor old age 

Nor the Terrace of Night could frighten away his love 
From this friend of all his life. 
And when he woke in the morning from dreaming of 

Yuan Chen 
PO'ChU-^s cheeks were wet 

It's a long way to China, 

There are train windows there and tears ! 
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By G. Fere Tyler 



SHE was not young; she had never 
possessed that quality of ^otism 
that leads to aspiration — she nei- 
ther aspired nor expected to ding, and 
whatever dreams she may have had for 
herself had long since met the fate of 
women of her calibre in small towns; 
they had faded into the dreams of her 
loved ones. 

Her heart long since widowed 
through the vagaries of an erratic, in- 
temperate huskuid, all her thoughts, 
dreams, ambitions and love centered in 
the sole fruit of that union — her boy, 
Jimmie. Just how she ever happened 
to become the mother of Jimmie, just 
why such a spirit as his should have 
selected her to initiate him through a 
new terrestrial journey, is one of diose 
high-wrought mysteries of Infinity. 

At the time I shall refer to she was 
probably not much over fifty years of 
age. Her hair, while slightly gray, was 
still, in effect, brown and she did not 
wear it after the fashion of old ladies. 
Her small eyes were still innocently 
sweet and blue as cornflowers. She was 
probably from twenty to twenty-five 
pounds overweight. There were people 
who said she looked like Lillian Russell. 
In a way, she did, and like Lillian Rus- 
sell's her figure enlarged but did not 
change. She wore the same kind of 
corset she did when a girl, the kind that 
gives the small waist at the expense of 
exaggerating the bust and hips. It was 
a style that suited her. She was not 
unsymmetrical, but sweet to behold. To 
depict her correctly, it must be added 
that there was something fashionable 



about her appearance ; fashionable, that 
is, from the standpoint of tMall towns. 

There were many in church who 
watched for Jimmie's mother to see 
what she "had on," who diacussed her 
among themselves ; for instance, her at- 
tempt at appearing young, aad her ex- 
travagance. People one has to live up 
to are always called extravagant. But 
extravagant she was not. She was cau- 
tious and, in her way — for all things 
go by comparison— ^^[ant. 

From the time she found Jimmie, on 
one snowy January moraiag, in her 
arms he was the apple of her eye, her 
one madness. As he grew into a youth 
the great question of her life was what 
he was to become, what his career was 
to be. And it must be said that nothing 
outside of an artistic career, a profession 
of the arts, ever occurred to Jimmie*s 
mother. If he chose to be a musician, 
he could be a great one; if he chose 
to write, he could become a great 
writer; if he chose to paint, he would 
develop into the greatest paiater Amer- 
ica could boast. A store, a factory, an 
office ! Jimmie's mother turned in hor- 
ror from any of these things for her 
boy. 

And, after all, there was a certain 
justification in her attitude. An ener- 
getic little fellow, a very little fellow 
indeed, Jimmie had a subtle, rather 
sparkling brain, and — there was no 
question as to this — artistic tendencies. 
They had been manifested in the very 
forms of his mud-and-sand creations. 
A mud Indian, despite its dry, crumpled 
condition, had been preserved. Jimmie, 
after much deep thought, decided to be- 
come — ^Jimmie's best friend ootdd never 
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accuse him of modesty — a sculptor. 
There was tremendous excitement in 
the town when at the age of seventeen 
Jimmie arrived at his decision. A party 
was given, his father celebrated in his 
own fashion, and his mother wore gray 
velvet with diamonds. 

A little later Jinomie, fully equipped 
as a young man of such aspirations 
should be, left his home town for New 
York en route to Italy. Jimmie's 
mother, who knew little of art, her 
standards being estaUishcd by the Bib- 
lical and pastoral pictures that adorned 
her own home, had steeled her heart to 
at least two ycars^ separation from her 
boy. She was both— never mind her 
tears and how her heart seemed to tnm 
over in her body — proud and glad to let 
her boy go forth to stn^gle to be a 
great artist, a man to m^e America 
proud. 

The two years passed and Jimnwe did 
not return, and the village folk began 
to look askance at his mother, as one 
does at some guileless person who is 
being cheated. Jimmie's mother feh 
this keenly when certain questions 
would be put to her knowingly ; she al- 
most fek — maKdoQsly. 

"I stippose Jimmie is making a lot of 
money out of his art woik out there/* 
or ''You'll soon be decorating 3roiir yard 
with statues, won't you?'* or "I guess 
Jimmie'D be sending home a bust of his 
father some day,** were some of the 
things she had had to hear. 

ScMmetimes she flushed ; sometimes she 
turned avray to hide her tears; some- 
times she fkttA tip and answered back. 
She trfd pec^e, with a very slight su- 
perior toss of her head, that Jimmie 
wrote it sometimes took fifty years for 
a man to become great in art ; and other 
protective expressions would burst forth 
from suddenly hardened fips. But all 
such remarks seemed to meet with so 
little credence, so Httle sympathetic re- 
sponse, and such queer stares, that a 
feeling of shame would overcome her 
and she would write Jimmie that just 
to be an artist at all was sufficient. 

There was no earthly reason, she 
said, for l»m to become the rival of 



those "old masters" he wrote of. She 
would be proud enough if he only came 
back with a little image for the "what- 
not." She really didn't feel about art 
as she used to at all ; all that she wanted 
was to see him. She would add that he 
must not forget that she was growing 
old, not that she wanted to sh(xk him, 
but her hair was almost white — the 
years were flying. In one letter she 
said, growing quite eloquent, that to sec 
him would be like seeing — the town had 
recently yielded to such a thing — heaven 
lit up with electricity. She told him 
when she thought of seeing him her 
whole frame trembled and that when 
she whi^>ered under her breath, **My 
boy.^' her eyes were nothmg but salt 
water. 

She used to wonder after penning the 
words *^my boy" how many times in 
these nine jrears the tears had filled her 
eyes when she spoke to herself tfie two 
words. It seemed they were always 
springing to her lips. When a rose- 
bush she had helped Yam to set oat 
came to Uoom, when ^le ran across a 
broken rake he had used in his bttle 
garden, a child's rake; his high diair 
that he used at table before be was 
^Ing," the furniture that was bought 
when he had a room to himself — all, 
any of these things, quite apart from his 
photographs, would bring fordi die 
smothered ejaculation "My boy 1" 

There are those who live in dfeunSy 
dreams bom of ambition, worldly 
successes, dres^ns that one wilUngly en- 
dures for the sake and hope of results. 
With a husband become, as it were, an 
unworthy shadow, t)»s woman lived in 
dreams of her boy. That he was awajr 
to become great, a great artist, made die 
separation, if painf td, a beautiful dreanu 

There were times when ^le fancied 
she could see the marvelous statues he 
was making, statues that would deco- 
rate the paries and art galleries of Amer- 
ica — statues of generals and presidents 
and beautiful women. She never thought 
of her son having a model for these 
beautiful statues of women he was mak- 
ing any more than she thought of dead 
generals and presidents sittkig for tuniL 



Digitized by 



Qoo^^ 



THE ARTISTS MOTHER 



103 



Everything would come out of his brain, 
Jinunie's wonderful brain, that had 
staggered her as early as the age of 
three, when he gave such bright an- 
swers to visitors and those conducting 
Sunday School. Why, some of Jim- 
mie's sayings when he was a Uttle boy 
lived today, and just so those statues he 
was woiiang so hard on would live. 
The little town treasured his sa)rings. 
The whole world would treasure his 
work! 

That women — her little Jimmie — had 
ever formed a part of his artistic career, 
that a particular woman had ever been 
singled out to him to — ^she could only 
see it thus — take her place — her place 
meant adoring and looking after every 
comfort for her boy — had never once oc- 
curred to her. Her Jimmie concerned 
with a woman ! It is not strange, con- 
sidering the manner in which she held 
him in both mind and heart, that such a 
thought could never have occurred to 
her. It would have been like a cloud 
darkening the earth, a cloud of iron that 
<:ould never dissolve, and surely Jim- 
mie's mother could never have had that 
thought 

During all the nine years of her cor- 
respondence she spoke cheerfully of his 
father, everything was going well, he 
was lively as ever and never failed to 
tell her to send his love. But at last, 
overcome by her longing, with many 
qualms of conscience, she wrote the 
truth about his father. Five years be- 
fore, on account of what he called his 
sciatica, he had g^ven up going to busi- 
ness entirely, spent most of his time 
with his old friends loungfing about at 
the hotel; and they were living, they 
and he, on her income that her own dear 
father had left her. 

It was not long after this that she re- 
ceived a letter from Jimmie sa)ring that 
he was contemplating a return to 
America. 



II 



It was at church, after service, thai 
this news was given out by Jimmie's 
mother. She was surprised that all the 



reception it got was exchanged glances, 
stares, and the rather cold announce- 
ment that everybody had felt something 
had happened from the way she entered 
the aisle and stepped out. 

Instead of the warm sympathy she 
expected, her news seemed to produce a 
kind of chill, a standofHshness that al- 
most, in spite of its joy, froze her heart. 

Jimmie's mother was not a student of 
human nature. She did not know that 
these people who surrotmded her and 
who had been envious of her small 
waist and silk gowns, of her keeping at 
the head of the bazaars and other func- 
tions, even of her invariably — for they 
had to be just — ^taking the prize for the 
best cake, had consoled themselves for 
their own shortcomings, their ill-fitting 
clothes, their solemnness and soggy 
cake, by the knowledge that she was a 
deserted mother with an aching heart. 
She judged them by her own sympa- 
thetic nature, by how sorry she felt 
when Mrs. Bradley's son was arrested 
for stealing from a bank ; how an- 
guished, as though it were her own sor- 
row, when Mrs. Adams lost her Nan- 
nie, just eighteen, with the flu. And 
so the pert comment and noticeable chill 
penetrated and acted upon her strangely. 
When she got home she seemed not to 
be herself, just a stranger who had 
landed there, been, as it were, hurled 
from somewhere. 

She looked ov^r at her husband ly- 
ing asleep on the couch in the dining- 
room with a paper over his face, rather 
staggered by him ; he was almost, in her 
emotional condition, a stranger to her. 
For some reason as she stood viewing 
him, tears gushed to her eyes, but before 
they could overflow she broke into a 
real laugh. 

She supposed what she was feeling 
was just joy, that was all, joy numbing 
all her senses. Wasn't her boy coming 
home! 

As a matter of fact, after that Sun- 
day upon which she gave out her news, 
the news of Jimmie's return, she rose 
superior to every single thing— even the 
added inebriety of her husband— except 
her own joy. And this she, rising to 
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the occasion, forced, so to express it, 
down the Tery throats of people. Her 
butcher, grocer, baker, all the trades- 
people, iiichiding those in the drygoods 
stores where she dealt, were made the 
recipients of her great joy. Jimmie was, 
at last — now that it was over she did 
not shrink from the "at last** — coming 
home, home, she would repeat, right 
here to the town of his birth ! 

She would go on so that peofJe stared 
after her and a few touched their fore- 
heads. Mrs. Bushndl always had been 
daffy over that boy, and it wouldn't 
surprise Acm if the shock of his return 
after all this time didn't turn her head 
altogether. What with the old man 
druSc, and his mother losing her head 
over him, little Jimmie might have his 
hands fuller than he expected. But 
there were momentary ejaculations, and 
the butcher went on cutting meat for 
his next customer, the grocer weighed 
his sugar, and the baker gave out his 
rolls. Jimmie's mother fdt this. 

There is an awful pathos in standing 
joy alone. Humanity is much more 
apt to join in the sorrows of one, and in 
spite of Jinmiie's mother forcing it on 
her neighbors, lifelong neighbors, she 
liked to hopefully call them to herself, 
she was, she dimly sensed, standing her 
joy alone. Sometimes it was too much 
for her. She found herself trembling. 
One day she broke a cup, one of the set 
given by her husband's mother when 
they were married. 

"Just tWnk," she said, holding it in 
dismay in her hands, '^before Jinmne 
was bom." 

Later she broke a glass. She seemed, 
she said to her husband, to have lost 
the steadiness of her hands, and he told 
her as he had been given to telling her 
since the announcement of Jimmie's re- 
turn, not to be a fool. He told her this 
when she bought the silk, gray as usual, 
for a new dress, and spent so much time 
at Mrs. Martin's, the dressmaker, and 
when the new turban came, with a 
feather, as he said, that looked like a 
church steeple. He also told her not 
to be a fool when she had timidly — Mrs. 
Bushnell always warded off anger — 



asked him to sober up and be ^r^fat" 
when Jimmie came, and begged him — 
there ¥ms plenty for it — she said, to go 
to the tailor's to be fitted for a new 
brown suit, the kind Jinvnie had always 
liked him in. 

To be called a fool over one's re- 
joicing is a part of standing one's joy 
alone, and Jimmie's moliier came to the 
point, it occurred after die second 
breakage, and when she had tripped 
twice over the rug, of reminding h^^f 
she must not be a fool. But in her 
heart she knew that she dkl not want 
to stem the tide of all these pent up 
emotions, that she wanted to be a focd. 
It was like feeling all over again, as 
she did when Jimmie, a little bundle of 
flannel, smelUng of orris, was put m 
her arms for the first time. It rwdly is, 
she dedared to herself, like Jimmie 
being bom and g^ven to me all over 
£^n. And she went to meet the up- 
holsterer who was here to measure for 
covering the furniture in Jimmie's 
room, in new cretonne, "artistic" cre- 
tonne, with birds and flowers on it. 

Jimmie's mother had many thoughts, 
in the future, when she stood in his 
rocmi looking at those gay bixxls and 
gaudy flowers. 

But while there had been many 
shocks, the shocks of the lade of 
enthusiasm, critical glances and her 
husband's attitude of indifference — he 
surdy oi:^ht to know tow she fdt 
about Jinume — she remained cheerfuL 

III 

"I'll not do it," said Jimmie's father, 
swaying slightly as he talked, **if Jimmie 
can't come home to see you, I wouldn't 
go to any New Yoric to see him P* 

"But, father," and Jimmie's mother 
wrung her hands, "he sa3rs there's a 
reason, an insurmountable reason. We 
can't question thatl" 

"I'd question it," and Mr. Bushnell 
steadied liimsdf by putting a hand on 
a chair — ^"I'd question it," he repeated, 
"you can do as you Iflce, IVe had my 
say." 

"Maybe he's afraid to leave fats 
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statues^ majbe he's broach tbcm over!" 
his mother burst forth. 

"Maybe he has and majrbe he hasn't !" 
He turned to leave and she sprang for- 
ward and caught him by the arm« 

"Why, even Mrs. Porter says if a 
child calls, a mother ought to go!" 

"Jimmie's no dsld, he's pretty near 
thirty f" 

"My Jinsnie pretty near thirty!" 
She looked aghast ''Why, father, I 
can't believe you!" 

'^e is though and whether he's 
brought along his statues or not, he's 
old enough to come to see his mother 
that's brai supporting him in that 
Godforsaken larid for nigh on to ten 
years!" 

Mrs. Bushnell turned pale. 

•TDon't you ever throw that up to 
him, father," she burst fordi, flushing 
suddenly, "if you do I might throw 
something up to you!" 

It was the first approach to a threat 
tint she had ever n»de in her life and 
her words, like die reverberation of so 
many buUets, frightened her, more, they 
overcame her with shame. Her sub- 
conscious had ever felt that it was only 
right, only Quistian to bear, to turn 
the other chedc, and she had forgotten 
herself, forgotten who she was, for- 
gotten that in her secret heart she had 
always thought of herself as a child 
of God. 

It did not take her kmg to know why 
she had foif^otten hersdf. The one 
thing she had always dreaded had come 
to pass — her Jimmie had been re- 
prosiched! 

This fear had lived with her. It 
sprang up when she read the thoughts 
in the ejres of the neighbors, when 
letters came for an extra allowance, for 
marble for the great masterpieces he 
was at work upon, that her husband 
knew about. 

And now it was out, her fear had 
been vcriced. No wonder she forgot her- 
sdf. She conquered her fear, and stood 
in a flash as she had long since made 
up her mind she would stand, at Jim- 
mie's back. This was not altogether 
easy, and die was disconcerted, for in 



her own secret heart, in her own 
mother's way, she too had questioned 
the length of time it took Jimmie, 
questioned it reverentially, to stand on 
his own feet, a shining mark before the 
world. 

She had questioned it against her will 
when she saw other boys returning 
from work evenings or when the 
parents of Jimmie's friends boasted of 
what they were doing for them. Al- 
ways she felt that some day someone 
would rise up to criticize her boy for 
continuing to receive those checks that 
the bank knew about, the postmaster 
knew about, and that went so r^^ularly 
month after month, year after year. 

It was out now; the first gun had 
been fired. As her flush rec«ied she 
took a firm stand, physically at any 
rate a firm stand ; she planted her feet. 

"Father," she said, "I'm going and 
now I'm asking you once more to go 
with mel" 

She was afraid of going to New Yoric 
akme, more afraid tlmn of taking along 
a drunken husband. So she waited 
breathlessly for his reply. 

"And I'm telling you — " it came after 
a pause — "once more, I ain't going to 
do it! I wouldn't lower mysdf like 
that, not even to Jimmie!" 

"Jimmie says there's a reason — an in- 
surmountable reason!" she argued 
stubbornly. 

"Go and find out wk^ it is and good 
luck to you !" he returned and staggered 
from tbs room. 

Mrs. Bushnell, having watched her 
husband meander down die narrow path 
that led to the gate of thdr modest 
home, stood quite still, shocked again 
by the strangeness of things, the kind 
of strangeness one feels while standing 
in a field of grain becoming blighted by 
the various attacks of storms. It was 
she, far more than her husband, who 
was feeling keenly the news that Jimmie 
was not coming, not rushing home. And 
that insurmoimtable reason! 

Her heart stood quite still and she 
paled. Was her boy ill and saving her 
from painful news? Was that why she 
was to go to him and he not come to 
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her? Her boy ill and sparing her feel- 
ings! 

She turned quickly in a kind of fright 
to get packed at once and on her way. 
What did she care, and she went so far 
as to snap her fingers, what people said 
or even thought 1 

She paused again as she saw the up- 
holsterer entering with the cretonne 
covers, cretonne covers with birds and 
flowers on them. The very thought of 
them made her sick. She wondered 
why, and went out to meet the man, 
himself exuberant over having so quick- 
ly finished his task, with a sickly smile. 

"I guess these," he said opening his 
goods with a grand air, "will lay all 
over anything he's seen over there. 
These are American birds and flowers !" 

"I guess they will," said Jimnrie's 
mother, with a nervous laugh. 

"Shall I put 'em on for you, Mrs. 
Bushnell?" 

"No," said Jimmie's mother, "you can 
leave that to meT 

"I s'pose you'll be givin' another 
party soon. I pretty well remember the 
last one." 

"Oh, I suppose so 1" said Mrs. Bush- 
nell. "We must give a party, you 
know !" and she looked coy, an affecta- 
tion that rather staggered her, since she 
felt she was acting a lie. 

"Well," she said to herself with a 
wan smile as the man with his knock- 
kneed walk disappeared, "it's all in the 
name of Jimmie, it's all, whatever I do 
or say, for my boy, foi^' — a picture of 
the little hotd around the comer and 
her husband entering it came up— "isn't 
he all IVe got?" 

IV 

She took it as a good omen that the 
morning of her departure dawned so 
beautifully. She was up before day- 
Ught and a little later the deep red of 
the heavens, as though they were on 
fire, made her almost catch her breath. 
When the sun appeared, she thought it 
looked so majestic she did catch her 
breath. 

Stealing a moment, she stood at her 



window with clasped hands and ecstatic 
countenance. 

"He's coming up this morning, the 
morning of the day I'm to see my boy, • 
like a king 1" she exclaimed. "It's just," 
she added playfully, "as though old Sol 
knew !" 

And all day considering tlie bright- 
ness of the day, how beautiful every- 
thing was, it was to her that way, just 
as though old Sol knew. 

She was terribly excited as tlie train 
sped along. The one other tine when 
she went to New Yoric, the time when 
Jimmie set sail, she had been tremen- 
dously overpowered by the great city, 
and had reached home with the firm 
determination of never setting foot 
there again. 

"Well," she said to herself, as they 
glided swiftly by a clump of cedars, 
shining as everything was in the sun- 
light, "we never know!" 

She felt, now that everytiung about 
her going had been decided, and she was 
on the train, quite bright and dieerful. 
There's a wonderful stimulation in a 
moving train, in leaving b^sd all the 
familiar routine daily life,, too often 
daily grind, and she was experiencing 
that stimulation. She felt important. 

"I mustn't let my mind wander," she 
thought, turning from her observation 
of a pretty girl who had roses on her 
hat, "or ill forget that my boy may be 
sick, that that's why I'm on tiiis train !" 

And she felt a queer sensation about 
her heart. 

But wander her mind would, back 
this time to the hour of her departure, 
the station and the expresMons on fa- 
miliar faces standing about How well 
she knew all those faces, the memory of 
them wearied her, she who was leaving 
them all behind to go to New York and 
greet her son. 

She couldn't forget Mrs. Adams, 
though, getting up so eariy to see her 
off, poor dear Mrs. Adsuns wearii^ 
sudi deep mourning for Nannie. Mrs. 
Adams had stood right up dose to Ont 
car window talking with her until the 
last moment, and then waving as long 
as they could see each other. Then 
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was one good woman in the world, 
thought Mrs. Bushnetl. I wonder why 
God took Naxmie from her and left me 
Jinunie? But she ended this reflection 
by adding that one must not question 
God's ways. 

All day she had such thoughts, so 
that as twilight came on, and her heart 
began to beat at the idea of nearing the 
end of her journey, she told herself she 
believed she had gone over the history 
of every soul she had known, big or 
litde, since she was a girl, even down 
to all die ^>ells of sickmss. 

**If only/' she thoi^, "I couW get 
over the scared feeling I have that 
nulces my heart beat so strat^^dy. I 
wonder what it is? I surely am not 
afraid of New York r 

But even as she spoke, the great mas* 
sive city seemed coming forward to 
fall t^)on the train. The f edtng almost 
suffocated her. 

''I'm downr^ht foofish,'' ^t said, 
Tm not going to New York — ^what's 
New York to me — Vm going to meet 
my boy !" 

She was so afraid of actually shed- 
ding tears at this moment, that she 
turned her back upon everyone and 
stared hard outside where everything 
by now was a swirling blackness. 

And at last at nine o'clock the train 
roHed gently into the Pennsylvania 
station. 



It was not she who recognized Jim- 
mie; it was he who recognized her. 

When the smart-locrfong little fellow 
in a yellow topcoat, strai^ie kind of hat 
and big cane walked up to her and 
smiled a half-patronizing smile in her 
face, as she told him afterward, if he 
hadn't ^x*en, hadn't said: "Well, 
Mother," she never would have known 
Mm this side of the grave! 

''Why, Jimmie !" she exclaimed when 
the embrace she gave him was over. "I 
never dreamed you could be so changed 
and wearing a little mustache! Why, 
you don't )ofik at all like yon used to!" 
And she stared at him. 



"Eun^ changes a fellow, Mother," 
Jimnrie had answered rather haughtily, 
she thought, as if disdainii^ all remem- 
brance of a former self. Tm not the 
typical American any more." 

"Not a typical American f" his mother 
had gasped, trudging along by his side, 
and still carrying her own b«^. "Son, 
what are you then?" 

'*Oh f a f airty good European, I fancy. 
Mother. You have some change about 
you, haven't you ? We must take a taxi 
up to tiie hotel." Jimmie was conscious 
of throwing his first card. 

"Are you stopping at a hotel, son?" 
his mother asked. 

"Wdl, rather," answered Jimmie, 
now taking her bag and helping her into 
a taxi. 

As they moved off she gave one swift 
glance at the little man in the yellow top- 
coat, attii^ quite erect, cane in front 
of him, by her side, and again with a 
contracting throat she f ek that the atf 
v\^s rushing forward to fall this time on 
the taxi. 

"It's just a horrible feeling," she 
thought. "I must get over it." As an 
aid over this diflSailty, she turned to 
look at her boy. How foolish of her 
not to have prepared herself for the 
change of nine jrears ! After all, as she 
glimpsed his profile, this was her own 
boy, or rather the man her boy had be- 
come. It was all right. 

"I'd just like to take you in my arms 
and squeeze you !" she said impulsively. 

"Not in public, MoAcr," said Jim- 
mie, lifting a finger. 

"Anywhere F' she exclaimed explo- 
sively, "you're my son, aren't you, 
you're my Jimmie?" 

"Of course !" said Jimmie. 

It was his turn to glance at her. "It's 
good to see you, Mother; you're just as 
pretty as ever, still got your Lillian Rus- 
sell look !" Jimmie, a bit ashamed, 'tis 
true, was conscious of having thrown 
his second card. 

"That's what you always used to 
say!" she almost laughed. "You 
haven't forgotten the old days, after all, 
have you, even if ytm are a great artist 
and have lived abroad!" 
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"Oh! I have a good memory/' said 
Jimmie. "How's Dad?'* he asked. 

"Just the same." 

"That's not saying much," said Jim- 
mie, "is it?" 

She was silent as to this. They were 
being held up by the traffic and she was 
a bit alarmed. 

"Awful crush," said Jimmie. 

As they moved on again, she said 
timidly — she was growing, in spite of 
herself, quite afraid of the little man 
so erect b^ her side — "Why didn't you 
come straight home, son?" 

"That's another story," said Jimmie 
coldly. 

**You can understand," she ventured, 
"it started a lot of talk." 

''Not so much as if I had gone!" and 
Jimmie laughed an entirely new laugh, 
low and mtj^ed. 

"Why, how is that?" she asked. 

"It would have meant disgrace, if you 
want to know, and everybody in town 
laughing at you!" 

"Disgrace! Everybody in town 
laughing at me!" Jimmie's mother 
gasped. 

"Just that!" said Jimmie. "You re- 
member," he took up after a pause, "my 
writing you of an insurmountable rea- 
son preventing my going home?" 

"Yes I Father and I couldn't fathom 
it!" 

"Well, 111 fathom it for you! I'm 
not a sculptor. I failed after the first 
six months, and gave it up." 

"Failed!" gasped Jimmie's mother. 
"Gave it up!" 

"Yes, and I'm married to a Frendi 
giri." 

"Married!" 

"Yes, to a French girl, a dancer, who 
can't speak English." 

Jimmie's mother sat staring at him, 
and presently she breathed to herself, 
"Married!" 

"Wake up. Mother! Fellows marry, 
don't they?^' 

She didn't answer. 

The taxi rolled along. No further 
word was advanced by Jimmie, and 
after a few more blocks they drew up at 
the McAlpin. 



"Let me have your purse," said Jim- 
mie as they alighted. 

Her hands trembled so, as she fum- 
bled in her bag for it, that she had diffi- 
culty in extracting it. 

Inside the lobby the lights of tfie place 
dazzled her, She walked through the 
crowd, chin extended like a blind per- 
son. The crowd dazed her, her eyes 
stared vacantly, she had a flash of 
thought that she was glad there was a 
boy carrying her bag. She would have 
dropped it, she felt sure. Aad Jimmie 
— she looked at him a bit wildly — ^why, 
if she fell he would have to o^ch her. 

"Rather jolly hotel, this littk place," 
said Jimmie, handing her into the 
elevator. 

Still bewildered, she entered the cs^e 
to be borne upward. Htmun hfe 
seemed to have disappeared; she was 
in a strange, new world piloted by her 
son, who had become a strange, new 
man. A moment later this strange, new 
man ushered her into a room, a very 
pretty room, with a pinki^ carpet and 
blue hangings. 

A pause, <}uite an expeotaat one for 
each, and Jimmie's motker broke it. 
"Jimmie, my boy," she said in a trem- 
bling voice and opening her arms, "come 
here and let me hold you dose. I al- 
most feel I am dying." 

Jimmie laughed. "Oh! That's all 
right, Mother," he said. 

Staggering a moment like as old ship 
on troubled waters, she finaHy lundied 
forward and folded him in her arms. 
When Jimmie had freed himadf , he ad- 
justed his tie with a jerk, his smart little 
coat with another, and walked briskly 
over to the 'phone. 

"Send up a waiter," he ordered. 
Turning, he added, "I expeot you are 
hungry after your trip." 

She made no reply to this, and until 
the waiter knocked they stood in silence. 

Jimmie ordered modestly sandwiches 
and a pot of coffee. 

"We are not being extravagant," he 
announced when the door hmd dosed 
softly on the waiter. 

She stared aghast ; her heart had al- 
most ceased to beat. She was not 
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thmldng of supper or expenses. Her 
mind was solely on him, her Jimmie 
who was to be a great artist, who was 
to make America proud. She said 
nothing — there was nothing for her to 
say, and had there been, her voice had 
forsaken her. She seoned consdoos 
only of her eyes that she felt for the 
rest of her life must remain in a fixed 
stare. 

VI 

The supper arrived, and she stared at 
the enormous napkins and elaborate 
service for a few sandwiches and a pot 
of coffee. She stared at Jimmie as he 
gave the waiter a dothnr and at the 
waiter's superciliousness in adcnowledg- 
ment. And then Jimmie, with a whouy 
European bow, led her to the table. She 
tried to eat and failed. 

She was astounded and bewildered. 
She felt like a persecuted alien. She 
watched her son demolishing the sand- 
wiches and heard as from a distance his 
voice uigii^ her to eat. She lifted a 
sandwich and tried to bite at it, and 
again failed. She was choking. When 
Ae supper was over she saw Jimmie 
take a cigarette from a silver case. As 
he lit it her eyes fastened with a kind 
of grip on his face, while an unaccount- 
able sickening wave of helplessness 
crept through her. She watched him 
pour out more coffee and sip the strong 
blade fluid between the puffs of his 
dgarette and f anded she saw a strange 
relaxation of his features. She had seen 
that kind of expression on his father's 
face. As it deepened she saw the like- 
ness to his father, and in that moment 
she surrendered her son. 

For quite a while they sat in silence. 
Suddenly Jimmie broke it. 

'^What we need," he said, turning in 
a sharp, businesslike way, "is money." 

"Money?*' 

'Tfes, you see, Mother, to tannch 
Yvonne ; start her out in the right way.'* 

"Start her out? How? Where?" 

"Over here as a dancer. I came 
ahead. She's going to join me." 

She looked at Jimmie. Start Yvonne 



in the right vray as a dancer. Yes, she 
could see that, but what of htm, what 
was her son going to do? She found 
her voice to put ^ question. And he 
answered quite simply, but with due 
importance, that he was to be Yvonne's 
manager. 

"And how mudi will it take?" 

"I should say about a thousand. You 
can raise that mudi»" nervously, "can't 
you, Mother?" 

"Yes." 

She found herself slovdy rising from 
her seat. Having gained an upright po- 
sition, she look^ about her, the old 
sailing vessd cahn enough upon placid 
waters after the storm. 

She was still staggered and bewil- 
dered, peri^exed and sore distressed. 
She was no more a part of all this she 
was being calted upon to partidpate in 
than one standing on a porch witness- 
ing a devastating storm is a part of that 
storm. She had become attadied to the 
incomprehensible. 

Wholly against her will, a dim reali- 
zation of t£e insolence of his demand 
swept through her, a dim realization 
that she was nothing more than the bank 
for these two, himsdf and his wife, to 
draw upon, these two — one her own son 
in whom reverence for her, himself, life 
itsdf seemed to her to be dead. That 
she was to support this — for she knew 
she would support it — ^that what she 
had for good or evil, Jimmie would go 
on having to the end, to the end of Aer, 
cast her . down into the depths of a 
bottomless abyss. 

She stood in this abyss, erect and 
rigid, asking to see her way. Finally, 
as the sun shows divinely behind thidc 
douds, the answer came. The house in 
which she and Jimmie had been born 
could be mortgaged. 

The thought was a horrible one. 
Qean, upright in its independence, the 
blot of shame must be on the old 
home, her home and the home of her 
forefathers; humble folk, yet free and 
independent. 

Her heart played her a trick, a lump 
rose in her throat, and her gentle eyes 
--<yes still blue as cornflowers — ^fiUed 
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with tears, filled and overflowed. There 
was no sound, not •even the suggestion 
of a gasp. It was a moment of suffer- 
ing too deep to be voiced. 

And then such a wonderful thing 
happened ! 

She did not know Browning's "There 
are flashes struck from midnights" — she 
had probably never heard of Browning, 
but there was a flash struck from her 
midnight as inexplicable as all the hor- 
rors she had witnessed, a flash that illu- 
minated her being as the rising sun had 
illuminated the heavens. 

Half -alarmed, she wondered what it 
was, this great joy that filled her in the 
very midst of all her disappointed hopes, 
all her dreams of her son's greatness 
turned to ashes! For how could she 
know, she who had never heard of 
Browning, that complete sacrifice of self 
must give birth to the illuminating 
spark? Overpowered by her new-found 
joy that left her strangely detached and 
buoyant, with a dazed glance at her son, 
she turned slowly, walked over to a 
window and, parting the heavy draper- 
ies, stood looking out. 

The sky was lightless, a pale, starless 



gray. It was this sad gray, the shade 
she loved best, had ever, and her eyes 
became riveted upon it. She was fas- 
cinated by this color that had ever been 
beauteous to her, and was now grateful 
to it, as to something familiar. She 
could not take her eyes from this soft 
gray sky hanging protectingly over the 
great, to her meaningless, dty; and as 
she gazed, her expression changed, 
gradually, into a look of surprise that 
became wonder, for back of her beauti- 
ful gray sky she thought she beheld 
dimly outlined the figure of Christ, 
her Savior, holding out His hands to 
her. 

Jimmie called to her, and when she 
turned an exclamation broke from him. 
He rose slowly to his feet He was 
wonderstruck, for there, in front of the 
window, backed by the blue rep cur- 
tains, Ti^as his mother changed into an 
angel. 

"My son," said the angel in a low, 
clear voice, "I must be taking tfie early 
train in the morning. Your f athcrll bic 
needing me, and I nmst see about that 
thousand dollars for you and — my 
daughter.'* 



QLD-FASHIONED girl— one who dances with her feet 



A LL women are sparks, but some men are tin roofs. 



A WOMAN'S heart doesn't beat. It syncopates. 
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The Grand Gesture 



By L. M. Hussey 



MRS. WEBER'S store and board- 
ing honst was situated on that 
dirt road skirting the long 
miles of swamp-land they called 'the 
mingo." We knew it as bojrs; we 
used to stop there on cmr expeditions 
into the swamps. 

For us the mingo was a fascinating 
territory. There were narrow paths, 
grown up with brush, winding in 
labyrinthine ways through the swamp 
and at certain times of the year you 
could go down there and pull up 
calamus root, which was agreeable to 
chew. There were a number of 
catalpa trees on the edges of the 
mingo, and in tfie fall of the year the 
long pods became brown, dry and 
combustible. We used to bite off the 
ends and smoke them like stogies; 
that was believed nearer to a real 
snM>ke than corn-silk; it was "'the 
thing." 

Mrs. Weber's store was situated in 
a small frame building, long un- 
painted, and patdied, even in those 
days, with odd lengtiis of lumber and 
strips of tar-paper. She carried a 
small stock of cigars, cigarettes, 
cheap, colored candies and carbonated 
drinks. Moreover, arranged on a 
cord across the window, she displayed 
a library of what were called "dime 
noveb," although they sold for five 
cents. You could buy the Nick Car- 
ter stories, and we were fond of them, 
but better we liked the numberless 
tales abcKit Frank Merriwell, a very 
heroic boy. 

In those days Mrs. Wd>er was a 
skwenly yet stem-looking woman, 



frowning always, and with very few 
words on her tongue. Her hair was 
half black and half gray ; we thought her 
quite old, but she could not have been 
more than fifty. She always wore 
black clothes and, it seemed, die same 
black clothes. At least, if she used 
more than one dress of tliis kind, one 
was indistinguishable from the other ; 
the smudges and shiny spots were 
equally distributed on each of her 
habits. 

Her stern face was unrelieved by 
any gentle turn of feature. Her eyes, 
however, were unexpected. There 
was life in them, a glow in them ; dark 
eyes, very steady and searching. 
They gave her an aspect of courage 
and futile determination. Later, as I 
grew older, it was her eyes that used 
to set me thinking about her. 

I used to see her occasionally, after 
I was no longer a boy, and the raids 
into the mingo were bequeathed to 
the delight of a new g^eneration. Be- 
3rond the mingo were the shipyards, 
and now and then my business took 
me there, along the dirt road, past 
her store and boarding house. I 
would go in and buy one of her stale 
cigars for the sake of seeing her again. 

Her hair had grown entirely gray; 
her store was less orderly and so was 
she, and she moved about with some 
pain and difficulty; the swamp air 
was in her joints; they were swollen 
and dcformeii. 

But her determined eyes were 
scarcely altered. She met your look 
with a straight stare; she seemed al- 
most to command you. It was as if 
she were summoning into her eyes 
an eternal resolution, renewed from 
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day to day, like a vow. Knowing 
more of her now, I would not say that 
she was determined on any especial 
thing; the look in her eyes was only 
an echo, the reminiscence of the ear- 
lier woman. 

She died suddenly one day, a very 
old woman, up until that time still 
keeping her cent shop and her cheap 
boarding house for ship-workers. No 
one claimed her. No person inti- 
mately concerned with her past took 
note of her death. However, she was 
buried decently. 

A search of the room she occupied 
yielded a small sum of money and 
several surprising diaries, the last en- 
tries dated more than thirty years 
before her death. I have read those 
autobiographical notes and from them 
it is not difficult to reconstruct her 
history. I had not guessed it prior to 
reading her own word. 



II 



An old tintype, found in her room, 
shows "Mrs. Weber*' as a girl of 
eighteen. The mouth was pleasantly 
pouted then and the face was 
rounded. But the eyes are masters 
of her face. 

There was a lustrous expectation in 
them and an obvious courage. They 
were voung, because of their life, and 
still they were old for the young face. 

She wears, in that old picture, a 
dress with a wide lace ruffle circling 
the shoulders like a small cape. Her 
hair, in pompadour, is surmounted by 
a little flat hat trimmed with a wreath 
of flowers, doubtless a fashion of the 
time ; a sort of extraneous hat perched 
up on top of her pompadoured hair 
as if by an afterthought 

You might imagine this young girl 
participating, at the moment, in a 
small-town picnic and standing aside, 
for a second, to have her picture 
snapped by one of those old-time 
itinerant photographers. Under the 
circumstances it was probably diffi- 
cult for her to keep a serious face; 
the others were near her, calling out 



to her, trying to disconcert her, 
shrilling little jokes. 

Knowing only Mrs. Weber with her 
stem face and her slovenly ways, it is 
not easy to vision her clearly in this 
other flesh and spirit. Time did not 
change her only ; it recreated her, and 
yet there was, as always, the regular 
rhythm of events, the logical progress 
from the girl to the old woman of 
the mingo. 

Her name was Bertha Patton. She 
was one of a fairly large family. She 
writes little in her diaries concerning 
her mother, but her father, a spectac- 
ular fellow, is mentioned many times. 

He held the pulpit in one of the 
local churches, and every year he 
varied the sameness of preaching to a 
single congregation by an evangelis- 
tical tour to summer camp meetings, 
to old-time revivals. He preached 
the word of God with current emen- 
dations at a time when there was less 
politico-social doctrine handed down 
from the pulpit and more theology. 
Mighty theological arguments raged 
in those days and were common in 
popular debate; passionate polemical 
dicta on the -trinity, the sacraments, 
the damnation of infants, the exact 
technique of baptism — matters of 
which we hear little more than a 
whisper today. In the logic of these 
matters the Rev. Mr. Patton was ap- 
parently an adept. 

In his private life he had a suf- 
ficiently strong character to be the 
seigneur et maitre of his family. Life 
must be lived by a set of inflexible 
rules, and those rules he formulated 
and enforced. He knew what was 
right. When he spake, he spoke ex 
cathedra; he had a popish infallibility. 

Bertha, through necessity, bowed 
to the repressions of her home, but 
they were incongruous to her spirit. 
She rebelled, at first, only in thought. 
Forbidden the expansion of acts, her 
imagination expanded. She took to 
the secret writing down of her reflec- 
tions. 

Except as it serves to illuminate 
her character, this early confessional 
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is not especially interesting. Now 
and then, however, she displays a 
startling energy of pent emoticMi. In 
one place she writes: 

"Tonight I feel as if there was not 
enough air in the room. It is very 
cold outdoors, but I want to open 
the window and let the wind blow 
hard into the room. I would like to 
be out in the wind, and have to strug- 
gle against it, like you do sometimes 
in the winter, when you walk home 
at night and the sleet drives into your 
face and pushes you back. I don't 
know what is wrong with me. I 
want to feel something. I think I 
would be willing to suffer pain." 

Reacting to the moral narrowness 
of her surroundings, her mind, it 
seems, grew almost unmoral. She 
judged events not by an ethical code, 
but emotionally. Nothing interested 
her unless it moved her. She was 
full of extravagant pities, vague ela- 
ticHis, unrepressed enthusiasms. She 
wanted the emotional life. In her 
wanting to feel you could see the 
adumbration of an inevitable drama. 

Had she been born a man, and so 
afforded wider opportunities, I think 
she would have been an adventurer, a 
gentleman of fortune. Any cause 
would have engaged her, provided it 
held the incidents to make her feel. 
Even as a woman she might have en- 
gaged in dangerous and romantic en- 
terprises, had these come into her 
way of life. But her life was circum- 
scribed, like that of a plant rooted to 
one bit of earth, and for several years 
all her inner urge to emotion found no 
expression save a vague, yet vehe- 
ment, want. 

Ill 

When Bertha was nineteen her fa- 
ther's fortunes underwent a material 
increase. A man named Brecken- 
ridge, owning a country estate just 
outside of town, happened to sit in 
one of his local revival meetings and 
suddenly acknowledged a conviction 
of sin. He was an old man, rheu- 

S. S«t— Mar.— 8 



matic, suffering with a heart lesion, 
and he doubtless g^rew convinced that 
his days were limited. He saw the 
necessity, according to a popular ex- 
hortation, of getting rig^t with God. 
The Rev. Mr. Patton showed him the 
way. 

Breckenridge was a retired and 
wealthy manufacturer. His wife was 
dead but he had a married daughter, 
living in New York, and a recently 
married son who, with his wife, lived 
with the old man at home. 

Converted, and anxious to bribe 
God into mercy as rapidly as possible, 
old Breckenridge began to give to 
the church, that is to say, to Patton's 
church. The erection of a new 
church building was started, various 
elaborate charities were organized, 
and the Rev. Mr. Patton was sud- 
denly the most important pastor of a 
spiritual flock in town. 

These affairs developed a certain 
social intimacy between the two fami- 
lies, the minister's and the old man's. 
They dined together from time to 
time ; they came to know each other. 

It is impossible to say, in the op- 
portunities offered by the family 
friendships, when Breckenridge's son, 
Howard, first noticed the girl Bertha, 
or when Bertha looked upon him 
with an interested eye. She was the 
keener spirit, and perhaps the inter- 
est was primary with her. Howard's 
married life must have interested her. 
Although recently contracted, it was 
plainly an unemotional marriage. The 
young Mrs. Breckenridge was appar- 
ently a woman incapable of much pas- 
sional feeling. Observing these two. 
Bertha was astonished. She was 
astonished that a young man and wo- 
man could act so indifferently one to 
the other. 

The record of the first intimate talk 
between Bertha and the young man 
is recorded in the early diaxy. She 
was walking alone, near the old canal 
just outside of town, when he met 
her. They walked along together 
and began to talk. 

The girl was perplexed, and she 
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was abruptly frank and ouestioning'. 
She turned to Howard and said : 

"Why is it you don't love your 
wife?'' 

The question disconcerted him, and 
without answering it directly, he tried 
to laugh it away. But Bertha, search- 
ing his face with her great eyes, was 
immensely serious and persistent. 
She had discovered an absorbing 
problem m rea) life, and she wanted 
to fathom it. She could not under- 
stand any intimate contact between 
two human beings l^at was not an 
emotional one; she could have under- 
stood love or hate; but not indiffer- 
ence. 

Howard told her tfiat you could not 
always foresee the results of a mar- 
riage; you seldom knew a woman 
very well until after you were really 
married to her; you could imagine 
yourself wanting her immeasurably, 
only to find, in a little while of mar- 
riage, that you could not respond to 
her, nor was she responding. 

"In that case,** said the giri, "I 
think I would leave that woman !" 

She spoke with so much energy of 
sincerity and conviction that the 
young man stared at her with sur- 
prise. He searched her face as if to 
read the enigma of her strange char- 
acter. He was, no doubt, interested 
in her at once. He sensed the inner 
fiame of her spirit, and in that he 
found an allure. 

Several times thereafter they met 
again by accident and then by ap- 
pointment. Interested in the man, it 
IS diaracteristic of Bertha Patton 
that she never hesitated in her inti- 
macy with him. There were, it seems, 
for her no momenta of doubt, or re- 
flective shrinking. She found herself, 
for the first time, beginning to Kve; 
she discovered herself at last with an 
object for emotion. 

Under the spell of her urgent per- 
sonality it is impossible that Howard 
Breckenridge was not sincerely 
moved to a certain degree. But his 
feelings were surely much more 
trivial than tiiose of the giri. He 



probably regarded their clandestine 
meetings as episodic; he did not con- 
ceive himself entering upon an im- 
portant adventure. 

The girl, on the other hand, entered 
into their affair with an ar^r un- 
bounded by moral or material cau- 
tions. She possessed the abandon of 
all adventurous natures. She had the 
capacity of living within the moment, 
untbooghtful of the hour to follow. 
She was awakened to a great emo- 
tional experience; she lived it fully, 
sacriiicially, Kke the devotee of some 
old, barbaric faith. 

Although, in her record, she does 
not speak of it definitely, it must have 
been Bertha who proposed their 
flight She wanted now the enact- 
ment of every romantic thing Ae, had 
read, written in books, of love. Sie 
was not content with a little role, a 
little part. Her eyes, hot with the 
courage ol adventure, alive with an 
abounding life, dominated the young 
man with command. Probably, afraid 
of the enterprise proposed, he must 
have tried a pretext or two, some little 
scheme or other to escape her, but the 
ardor of her arms was his master; 
her will enslaved him. 

I find this written in the diary; the 
ink is faded now; the years have 
bleached it to a greenish pallor: 

"Tomorrow we will leave together. 
I know it is a great sacrifice ; his aac^ 
rifice thrills me. It is plain he does 
not understand me entirely. He 
thinks I am looking for scmiething be- 
side his love. Last night he told me 
so carefully that we must expect to 
be poor for a while. He says his 
father will not forgave him for this. 
He says he will have to work for us 
both. 

"I do not care what happens to us, 
because these little things are not im- 
portant We have each otlmr. I will 
make him love me all his life. . . ." 

They fled to the city, lived a week 
or two in a hotel, and then, through 
a friend, Howard secured work in the 
office at the shipyards. They reatcd 
a small house near the yards ; years 
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afterward I knew that house as a 
boy. Into that house came Bertha 
Patton as a rebellious girl and there- 
after it was her home; it was the 
limited scene of all her life's incidents. 
She came there with the courage of 
distant places, and wide fields in her 
heart, but life limited her; life circum- 
scribed her. 

IV 

No doubt Howard Breckenridge 
was quickly regretful of his adven- 
ture. He was not, at bottom, an 
excessively romantic man; he liked 
not hazards but contentment. He 
missed his former ease. To work, day 
by day, through definite hours, irk^ 
him enormously. Bertha's arms and 
the tight pressure of her lips were not 
lon^ a compensation for his sacrifices. 

nevertheless, he concealed his re- 
grets. Bertha still dominated his 
will ; he feared her. If he thought of 
abandoning her I think his fears re- 
strained him; I believe, within the 
limits of his imagination, he pictured 
her pursuit and a swift, physical 
revenge. 

For some months he had no com- 
munications with his father or his 
wife. Bertha, of course, was divorced 
entirely from her home. The Rev. 
Mr. Patton, with a mental gesture of 
negation, denied her existence. By 
a process of thinking he removed her 
from his life. He disinherited, so far 
as he vsras able, the smallest memory 
of her. 

Breckenridge, however, was finally 
able to draw some word from his 
father. He wrote two or three times, 
secretly, and received no answers to 
tiiese letters. But there were in the 
letters he wrote notes, however 
vague and concealed by pride, of a 
eenuine contrition. He was sorry for 
his adventure. A stronger will had 
compelled him, taken him unaware. 

These regretful overtones in his 
letters finally moved the elder Breck- 
enridge to a curt communication. He 
sent a letter to Howard at the ship- 



yard, only a few words on a single 
sheet. He was told, simply, to come 
home. 

In reply to this, Howard sent oflf a 
long letter arguing his position. Ap- 
parently he tried to persuade his fa- 
ther that the problem was less simply 
resolved. He was not able, he argued, 
to follow an abrupt resolution and 
return ofiF-hand. He made it plain 
now that he wanted his old life again, 
but did not see the means of regain- 
ing it. 

Evidently the old man, reading this, 
laid the matter before Howard's wife. 
By argument he persuaded her that it 
was now within her power to end the 
scandal. She could go down and 
bring Howard back, as you might 
bring back a bad boy who has run 
away from home. We do not know 
much about this woman, Howard's 
wife, but we may be sure that in un- 
dertaking this expedition she was 
armed with an exalted sense of moral 
superiority. She had that curious 
strength of a man or woman who acts 
in accord with a fixed idea of recti- 
tude. She left for the city like an 
evangelist going out to the heathen ; 
the light of victory was already burn- 
ing, a cold fire, in her eyes. 

During all this interval, the period 
of Howard's doubt, Bertha, according 
to her own confession, was unaware 
of his declension from romance. She 
knew so little of life that her imag- 
ination of other psyches was strongly 
colored by her own. In a measure 
she conceived others in terms of her- 
self. For her this adventure with 
Howard was a flaming experience, 
and above all a tremendous libera- 
tion. She was an eagle, unchained 
at last, free in the winds, the clouds. 
She assumed for her companion iden- 
tical moods. 

She could not understand that in- 
firmity of emotion which only plays 
with adventuring, that hesitates, that 
compromises. 

The revelation came with the com- 
ing of Howard's wife. 

It was late in the afternoon, and 
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Bertha sat near the front window of 
the little house looking out over the 
mingo. She watched the gulls beat- 
ing their angular wings against the 
air, swooping in circles down into the 
marshes. Half the leaves had fallen 
off the trees, the thick brush of the 
mingo was drying up with a multi- 
colored brilliance, flocks of birds in 
southern progress winmd straight 
down the sky into the norizon ; the 
gulls remained. 

A woman came walking along the 
dirt road and knocked at her door. 

She went to the door, mildly sur- 
prised, and saw Howard's wife. 

They stared at each other for a 
little while and then Bertha drew back. 
She was in no way disconcerted, she 
had no fear of this interview; prob- 
ably the sight of the other woman 
stirred her with a kind of pleasure. 
She was hungry for just these things, 
these emotional contacts. 

Mrs. Breckenridge came in and 
looked all about her with a fine scorn. 

"This is the place 3rou've taken him 
to!" she exclaimed. 

"Tell me," asked Bertha, ''what do 
you want? What have you come here 
for?" 

The wife made some sort of a su- 
perior gesture, and said she had come 
to tsdce her husband She spoke of 
him scornfully, she made it plain that 
she had not come in any mood of 
supplication; she was there, con- 
scious of riffht, and ready to use the 
strength of her consciousness. 

Bertha understood nothing of this ; 
she sensed none of the other wo- 
man's conviction of strength. She 
began to laugh a little. As she con- 
ceived it, there was about to ensue an 
engagement of opposed emotions and 
she felt so confidently the superior 
flame of her own ardor that she al- 
most pitied the woman who con- 
fronted her. Than her own arms no 
arms could hold Howard with a 
greater tenderness, a keener passion. 
No one could claim him; she loved 
better than any other ! 

While they stood, the two women. 



&cing each oAer, Howard came in 
by the door and found them there. 
He was tired, his shoulders drooped 
with discouragement, the dust of the 
mingo road covered his shoes. See- 
ing his wife, he started back with 
astonishment. 

She turned and stared at him. She 
swept him with a glance that com- 
prehended his condition. He flushed 
a little ; he was ashamed. 

Both women began to speak in the 
same moment, but Bertha, from a 
sort of superior magnanimity, ceased 
to speak, allowing her antagonist the 
primary word. 

"It's only because I pity jrour poor 
father that I consented to come down 
here," said Howard's wife. "Cer- 
tainly you don't deserve anjrthing 
from me ; you don't deserve an3rthing 
from anybody. I never wanted to 
see you again, but your poor father 
pleaded with me, and I suppose I'm 
doing what it's my duty to do. How 
long will it take you to be ready? I 
feel a kind of contamination in this 
place. I want to leave here at once." 

Bertha, standing near the window, 
stood listening. Her face, at first, was 
cast down, and she was smiling. She 
wanted the other woman to say 
everything, use all persuasions. And 
then, these futile words concluded, 
she would raise her face, hold out her 
arms, and hold Howard within them, 
her own ! 

She lifted her eyes and looked at Ae 
man. She opened her eyes wide, in- 
viting him with the glow of her ardor. 
She met his own eyes. 

His mouth was partly opened and 
twisted in a kind of distress. 
Troubled lines cut irregularly across 
his forehead. He understood the in- 
vitation in Bertha's gaze, he took a 
step toward her — then stopped. His 
face dropped, his hands dropped at 
his sides, he stared down at the floor. 

For a moment Bertha did not un- 
derstand. She still smiled for a mo- 
ment, she still raised her hands in 
an involuntary gesture of welcome. 
Then an overwhelming comprehen^on 
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flooded her like an engulfing wave. 
Her hands dropped, her great eyes 
grew round witii astonishment. She 
stared at the vacillating man as at a 
stranger. 

At that moment she realized her 
defeat She saw into the folly of her 
illusion as through a lens of terrible 
truth. All the great emotions with 
which she had endowed him, conceiv- 
ing them his own, were only a reflex 
of her own emotions, a reflection from 
herself. He was tired already; he 
wanted his old dulness and security. 

She walked slowly across the room 
and passed out through the door. 
She left Howard Breckenridge alone 
with his wife. 



Bertha Patton wrote this scene 
into her diary, and after that there are 
few entries. The disintegration of 
her spirit is left to surmise. It is a 
matter for theory, but knowing so 
much we can rationalize her remain- 
ing life with, I believe, a fair approxi- 
mation of the truth. 

No one is indefinitely strong, nor 
aboundingly determined beyond all 
limits. Compromises with life are, 
indeed, a means of conserving what 
strength of living is given to us. A 
single defeat may destroy the indi- 
vidual who puts all his or her 
strength, emotion, desire into a single 
adventure. Bertha Patton made no 
compromises. She had no reserva- 
tions in her mind, no saving cyni- 
cisms, no doubts, not a single hesita- 
tion. She believed with a marvelous 
confidence in the eternity of her ar- 
dorous moment. It departed, and it 
left her empty. 

But I think, too, that material cir- 
cumstances oppressed her. Aban- 
doned by Howard, she had no one to 
whom she might turn. There was no 
saving period in which to recover her 
illusions. She could not return to her 
father's home, the seclusion of her 
former life had made her no friends. 
She was wholly alone. She was alone 



in that small house near the mingo 
with scarcely any money and no 
friends. 

Whatever her despair, she was 
strong enough to hold her pride. 
Across the marshes, beyond the flat 
paths of the mingo, the river wound 
down broadly, and emptied into the 
sea. But I ima^fine Bertha never 
contemplated it with a yielding mood, 
with a despair that seeks a final end ; 
she had not that weakness. 

She set herself, instead, to achieve 
a material conquest. Perhaps I am 
wrong when I imagine her wholly 
disillusioned at this time. It may be 
she conceived herself, in some near 
future time, regaining the liberty of 
her former craving. Then, if there is 
truth in this surmise, the slowness of 
the struggle defeated her. She was 
circled about with the great limitation 
of circumstances ; she could not draw 
out of it. 

The boarding house made a drudge 
of her, the cent shop drugged her 
spirit. You can see her accepting her 
condition, at last, as a finality. 

As you know, I saw her as a boy, 
years after Bertha Patton was for- 
gotten and only "Mrs. Weber" re- 
mained. I suppose the assumption of 
that ambiguous, respectable name 
was one of her very few compromises 
with convention. I remember her 
eyes, the hard courage of them, and 
I am certain that she never knew a 
moment of repentance in her life. 
She was curiously inaccessible to that 
weakness that makes converts, that 
acknowledges wrong-doing. She lived 
all her life without any sense of 
wrong. She was surprisingly pagan 
in her acceptance of the facts of life. 
She never tortured them into ethical 
significances. For instance, there is 
no evidence that she ever blamed 
Howard, or felt self-pity in her de- 
sertion. As, in the hour of her tri- 
umphant strength she did not pity 
the wife, now she found no pity for 
herself. 

I shall not forget her, the old wo- 
man living beside the mysterious 
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mingo marshes, keeping her cheap larger ftitilitj, her single grand ges- 

boarding house for shipworkers, sell- tnre. She made it, a moment of self- 

ing her cheap tobacco in the little expression, and then life took her 

store. These small futilities make up for its own purpose and set that hour 

the greater part of her memory, but of flame like a fabulous jewel in the 

they become almost significant when sardonic dulness of her remaining 

viewed as the background to her years. 



The Promise-Keeper 

By Margaret Widdemer 

I IFE, that tells you cruel things 
*^ And swears them true, 
Shall not break tiie word she gave 
Long ago to you ; 

Times of April blossoming 

When you laugh and know 

All the world the fairy-talc 
She told you long ago— 

Days that hold forgetfulness. 

Hours that dream and smile. 

And, until your heart is tired. 
Love for awhile . . • 

Bravery to hear her through 

Though she make you weep. 

And, when you're more tired than now» 
Some day — sleep. 



I 



T starts with the notation AK-LR at the lower left band comer of a dictated 
letter and ends with the same notation on a wedding ring. 
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The Nietzschean Follies 

III 

Reflections 
By Walter E. Sagmaster 



On Death, — ^In the finale to Bee- 
thoven's Fifth, about three-quarters 
of the way through, there occurs a 
passage in the strings, to the accom- 
paniment of a little figure in triplets, 
for the flute, which is so indicative of 
"finis" — which has so distinctly an 
element of finality about it — that 
even one who is hearing the work for 
the first time is convinced beyond the 
shadow of a doubt that the end, 
though obviously not at hand, can- 
not be far oflf. And he is right, for, 
in one long, grand sweep, with never 
a retrc^ession on the way, the move- 
ment reaches its culmination, and the 
rest is silence. 

It is of this passage that I am in- 
variably reminded whenever I re- 
ceive a wedding invitation. 



II 



On the Devil.— Thit devil is he 
who, according to the Methodists, 
makes life worth living. We have 
it from the worthy clergy of that au- 
gust sect that the devil is re- 
sponsible for Martini cocktails, short 
skirts, "Tristan and Isolde," the 
Ziegfeld Follies, Honore de Balzac, 
art galleries, poker. Georgette crepe 
waists, Walt Whitman, cigarettes, 
and beaded eyelashes. Were it not 
for the fact that the fellow has his 
off-days, like the rest of us, our wor- 
ship of him would be unlimited. 



However, it must not be forgotten 
that, in addition to the ^^ood things 
just mentioned which His Highness 
has lavished upon us, he has perpe- 
trated several most grievous offenses 
of late. He has sent us bobbed 
hair, bedroom farces, "superb-photo- 
plays, wood alcohol, jazz, and Vin- 
cente Blasco Ibanez. 

Ill 

On Philosophy. — Philosophy is dis- 
tasteful to tfie average man (i. e., 
to the average man who knows, 
usually through accident, what the 
word signifies) not, primarily, in that 
it places too severe a tax upon his 
mental capacities, but in that it does 
not furnish him with a formula and 
book of rules by which he can defi- 
nitely pigeon-hole each and every 
manifestation, phase or incident of 
life which he encounters. 

Sound philosophy is neither final, 
conclusive nor limited, for life itself 
is neither final, conclusive nor limited. 
All that true philosophy can do, at 
best, is to give us a pair of Opera 
glasses through which we may 
more vividly perceive and more com- 
pletely enjoy the drama which is 
being performed each year, and each 
day, and each moment, before our 
eyes, and possibly to tender us a hint, 
now and then, as to the authors, busi- 
ness managers, scenic artists and 
costumers of the production. Unlike 
the civilized man, however, the aver- 
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age man has not learned the great- 
est of lessons : that we descendants of 
sea-weeds are neither designed nor 
intended to busy ourselves with the 
mechanical end of the show, but to 
observe the finished drama from our 
chairs in the orchestra, seats in the 
balcony, or benches in the gallery, as 
the case may be, and to place upon 
this drama what interpretation ap- 
peals to us as most valid and authen- 
tic. And, not having learned this 
lesson, the average man still enter- 
tains fond hopes of going behind the 
scenes and invading die mysteries of 
the dressing-rooms — ^hence, he discards, 
or, more generally, leaves untouched, 
philosophy, and contents himself 
with religion. 

IV 

UHomme Qui Rit.—Tht best cri- 
terion of a man is in observing what 
he laughs at. His beliefs, his man- 
nerisms, his ideals, his mental capacities, 
and even his deeds may be so dis- 
guised as to intrigue tihe judgment 
of the most keen, at least for a con- 
siderable let^^h of time; but his 
grins, his snickers, his chuckles, and 
his guffaws cannot be camouflaged. 
His sense of humor is a thermome- 
ter in which the mercury never runs 
dry, and upon the indicator of 
which the figures are ever clear and 
distinct. 

If a man laughs at Bernard Shaw 
and Mary Baker Eddy, cling to him. 
If he laughs at the "100 Best 



Negro Jokes" and Harold Lloyd, 
ignore him. If he laughs at the 
"badger game" as elucidated for the 
8,000,006-th time in the burlesque 
palace in Fourteenth Street, and at 
quips about prohibition, shun him as 
you would an editorial by Bruce Bar- 
ton, or a poem by Edgar A. Guest. 



On God. — God is strictly a neu- 
rotic output. Religion was born on 
the same day as fear. A tadpole has 
no God because a tadpole is not afraid 
of anything — ^not even another tad- 
pole. The more complicated become 
our nervous diseases, the more com- 
plicated become our religions. All 
fear is padiological ; so are all creeds. 
Where a Chinaman asked a T*sien to 
protect him from the storm, and a 
Jew asked a Jehovah to protect him 
from his enemies, a Christian Sden- 
tist asks a Mind to protect him from 
everything. The principle is iden- 
tical straight down through all the 
ages — the only difference is in de- 
gree. Obviously, the Christian 
Scientist's Grod is the hardest work- 
ing of the lot. Well, what's progress 
for, anyway? 

And so, the New Thought, Faith- 
Cure, Spiritualistic, Hip-Bone-o£-St 
Athanasia twaddle goes on, and shall 
continue to go on until a kindly 
neighboring planet shall condescend 
to give us a bump, and thus, at one 
stroke, cure all diseases — including 
religion. 



^lEN forget, women forgive, and the world remembers* 



Digitized by 



Qoo^^ 



A Midwinter Night's Dream 



By Cuthbert Wright 



MR. GILES SPENCER, master 
of the French language at Idle- 
croft School, sat at the piano im- 
provising in a somewhat abstracted 
fashion. Outside the windows of the 
Faculty-room it was, of course, raining. 
It had rained steadily for ten days ex- 
cept when it snowed. When it neither 
rained nor snowed, it was abnormally 
cold, and a thick fog filled the barren 
fields and curtained off river and hills. 

"No, it is not the best of possible 
terms," said Mr. Spencer, "But it will 
soon be over now; tomorrow is Ash 
Wednesday.** 

He said this over his shoulder to his 
colleague, Mr. Horace Skittles, the 
English master, with whom he was on 
excellent terms. And at the same time 
he thought: "Were I in France and 
not at Idlecroft School, Canterbury, 
Mass., I would not have said 'tomorrow 
is Ash Wednesday but tonight is Mardi 
Gras.' '• 

**The Sorcerer's Apprentice" of 
Dnkas, which he had been playing for 
the pleasure of Mr. Skittles, was on the 
rack before him, but he had broken off 
in the middle of a phrase, and his 
fingers, following a vague train of ideas 
had wandered off on a half-remembered 
tune while his lips half formed the 
words. How did it go?. .. Oh yes, 
that was it! 

Malheur a quiconque une fois a gctUi 
De tes soirs troublantes fetrange 
volupti . . . 

And the refrain: 



Par Tot, Paris 
Mon ccBur est pris, 
A la fois je faime, 
Et je te maudis, 
Paris ! 

"Good heavens, what a terrible tunc I 
remarked Mr. Skittles, "It makes our 
ragtime sound like Beethoven." 

'Doesn't it?" said Mr. Spencer, turn- 
ing on the stool, "Ragtime after all is 
one of the pet entertainments of very 
rich and very 'nice' people. It is the 
only music our boys really enjoy when 
they go to musical comedies in vacation 
and bring it back to play on the phono- 
graph. But in France poor music is 
really the property of the poor. I re- 
member the first time I heard the tune 
that horrified you so. It was at twi- 
light, in a gray, rather sordid little 
street lined by beetling houses. Three 
musicians — a singer and two fiddlers — 
performed it for the benefit of a rs^t 
circle of poor folk from the neighbor- 
hood — ^hotel-waiters in shirt-sleeves, 
vagabonds, street-waifs, girls of the 
quarter, etc ... It was the hour of 
the day when bodies are incredibly tired 
and nerves relax a little. The women 
put down their bundles, the gargons, 
sick of carrying slops all day up and 
down cold stairs, stood about fas- 
cinated. Two little girls followed the 
words religiously from a scrap of pa- 
per as if it had been a hymn. ^ Even 
the gamines lost their air of alert vicious- 
ness and dreamed, their eyes lost in the 
haze at the end of the alley. It was all 
very plaintive and rather sweet. Then 
two policemen appeared; the musicians 
broke off with a scrape of their bows, 
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and the crowd melted like magic. As 
for me, whenever I hear that cheap, 
sentimental, rather tough little tune, I 
am transported, not to any romantic 
or picturesque landscape, but to a gray, 
sinister street disappearing in the blue 
mist of the suburb . . . full of dim cor- 
ners which to you might seem danger- 
ous but which to me seem refuge and 
shelter . . . the sort of street I prefer 
to the most spacious and magnificent 
boulevard ... a street in Paris !" 

"Well," said Mr. Skittles uncon- 
vinced, "I am oflf to my spacious study 
to correct themes. Will you be com- 
ing up to tea?" 

"Very likely, thank you," returned 
the French master. "If I don't show 
up, I will have gone for a walk." 



II 



When he was alone, Mr. Spencer 
rubbed a pane of glass and looked out. 
It was four o'clock in the afternoon, 
and nothing could be distinguished but 
a wintry murk. 

"This can't keep up much longer," 
he thought. "It will thaw tomorrow." 

When the cold wave had first set 
in he had declared that he would not 
put his foot out of the house pending 
a more reasonable temperature. But 
after a day or two of playing all four 
acts of Louise and of reading Dickens 
before the fire, life had begun to pall. 

"I really must get some exercise," 
he murmured, and wrapping himself 
up like Sir Ernest Rutherford, he left 
the Main Building and plunged into 
outer darkness. Literally, because there 
hung over the landscape an impene- 
trable fog. 

After a while the cry of a boy or so 
and the cheerful sound of choir prac- 
tice were lost in the white obscurity, 
and he was alone on the frost-bound 
road. He crossed the bridge, the 
stanchions of which were barely visible 
above the black river, passed the grave- 
yard which was not visible at all, and 
found himself skirting the first houses 
of the ancient village of Canterbury. 

He was quite happy at Idlecroft 



where he had come after five years 
abroad. He was on the best of terms 
with the Rector, liked his colleagues, 
and was as interested in his classes as 
it is possible to be under a system punc- 
tuated daily with the lists of verbs tak- 
ing the preposition i, the verbs taking 
the preposition de, and the verbs taking 
no preposition at all. The only fly in 
the ointment was that mysterious five 
years abroad. 

"You can't tell me," remarked Mrs. 
Pawling, the mother of Percival Pawl- 
ing, to Mr. Scarsdale, the father of 
Scarsdale I and II, "that five unex- 
plained years in a place like Paris is a 
good recommendation for an earnest 
young French master in one of our 
Church schools." 

However, as he but seldom alluded to 
this singular and undesirable appren- 
ticeship, it was not often remembered 
against him. 

By this time he had reached the gen- 
eral neighborhood of the railroad sta- 
tion which he recognized by a green 
and red signal-light and by the snuffle 
of the late afternoon train for New 
York which continued its way snorting 
and, as usual, a half-hour late. Rim- 
ning off to the left was a little street, 
or rather lane, leading down to the 
river, and so on back to the school. 

He turned in, and began to sttunble 
rather than walk in this direction, for 
the street was quite dark save for a 
single lamp that burned with a chill 
blue flame at the farther end, and 
strands of thick fog curled in from 
right and left, hiding the houses. He 
decided that he would stc^ in at Mrs. 
Dusenberry's boarding-house, which 
was somewhere on the left, and ask 
for a warm drink. 

Due to some odd effect of light or 
fog the houses seemed higher than 
usual, more like factories than respect- 
able dwelling places, and . . . there 
were cobble-stones instead of hard 
ground under his feet, cobble-stones, 
glistening, not with the hoar frost of 
a New England night, but wet with 
tain. His head was going around; he 
must be dizzy with the cold. The single 
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light burned with a sinister intensity at 
the end of the passage ... for it was 
actually a pass^e, not a country lane, 
and bqrond were dim perspectives, not 
of woods and fields, but of streets filled 
with a hard saffron Hght and a rushing 
crowd. The tune that had been sing- 
ing in his head all along gathered into 
an exultant mdody pounded out hj 
an accordion dose at hand, and by- 
dancing feet. 

He opened a door, and fell rather 
than walked into Mrs. Dusenberry's 
kitchen which had all the weH-remem- 
bered appearance of a Bal M us et t e, 
Passage de Lappe, near ^e Bastille. 
Save for the masks and colored pom- 
pons pertaining to the festival of Mardi 
Gras, it was all quite as usual. The 
amide girth and vast bosom of Mamma 
Boule filled the ^pace behind the coun- 
ter on which were ranged rows of |^it- 
tcring bottfes bearing the friendly 
names of Vermouth Cinzano, Rum 
Martinique and Anis Deloso, which 
grinned at him wickedly with its green 
smile, to say nothing of the deep ruby 
reflections of various cordials. In the 
middle distance stood the fat, familiar 
form of Papa Boule collecting the coun- 
ters from a troop of dancers who were 
returning to their tables in every variety 
of fantastic and outrageous costumes. 
At the far end the orchestra, elevated 
in a miniature balcony like a monkey in 
its cage, let fall his accordion and sipped 
conleuiplaiively a coffee cream. 

Mr. Spencer sat overwhdmed on his 
bench and mopped his brow. 

He fek quite warm now, and in a 
mtmxte he ceased to fed overwhelmed. 
It was all r%ht; he had wanted to be 
there, wanted it with an intensity that 
had sometimes alarmed him, and now 
he had his heart's desire, that was all. 
Life had been good to him. To think 
that just arotmd the comer was the 
"Bastoshe" with its golden figure of 
Freedom dancing madly overhead, and 
beyond, the glittering procession of the 
grand Boulevards wandering on to the 
Porte Montmartre. He felt that in a 
moment the door would open and he 
would re-encounter a whole troop of 



old friends — Marcd, Maurice, Madame 
Marie, little Jean, Raymond the Ma- 
rine and the young Ninette. He was so 
content that be could have embraced a 
policeman, but fortunately his new Gar- 
den of Eden possessed no serpent — 
the policeman was not there. 

"Monsieur desires?*' demanded the 
fat landlady, passiiM^ laden with glasses. 

"A grape juice, said Mr. Sjpenccr 
hurriedly. "That is — qo, I beg pardon 
— ^I meant to say some coffee and a 
rmn.** 

"Wai monsieur take a glass with 
us?^ said a new voice behind him com- 
ing from a gentleman with the com- 
plicated head of a crocodile. 

"That will give us pleasure," said a 
second gentleman who wore with great 
effect the head of a stork. 

"But yes,** cooed two little girls, their 
companions who, fortunatdy, wore 
their own heads, aureoled wiA clouds 
ol hair, their eyes hidden behind little 
black lace masks. 

He accepted and drank his ram and 
coffee, feeling happier than he had been 
for a long time. 

It had all happened so naturally. No 
one seemed to be at all surprised at his 
appearance, or to remark his American 
overcoat and his "Harvard" hat. But 
they were always like that^ these peo- 
ple; under a rough exterior and the 
amazing q)ecial language they spoke, 
they were the politest class in their 
country and the most decent in the 
world. 

He saw everything through a kind 
of happy mist — the dancers whirling 
in their masks and crazy costumes, the 
hard, handsome faces of ^bt bds and 
the pale, pretty faces of the giris. Two 
of these especially hdd his at te nti on — z 
superb boy in a checked cap and red 
sash about his middle, and his partoer, 
a girl in a tarn o' shanter and striped 
jersey. He became increasingly con- 
scious of a strange desire to dance widi 
this girl, to stare head to head into her 
violet eyes, and it was all he could do 
to prevent himself from speaking to 
her. 

Now the couple was close to him. 
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"What do you mean by staring like 
that at Madame?" demanded the boy. 
"Or will you explain yourself to me 
outside, espSce de rasta, espice de 
touriste." 

"I am not a tourist !" exclaimed Mr. 
Spencer indignantly. 

"Oh," said the boy in the checked 
cap. "If you aren't a tourist, what are 
you doing here in your chic clothes? 
To spy on us, eh, to mock us, to pay 
our heads ? Would I go to your house 
when you were giving a party and laugh 
at your guests and stare at your wo- 
men? No, I am a man, not a 'gentle- 
man. 

"Yes, yes," rose in a kind of sigh 
the chorus of little ladies like that of 
the animals in Alice in Wonderland. 
"What are you doing here?" 

And it was true, he thought, what 
was he? 

He liked the boy in the red sash ; he 
would have wished to be his friend. 
Perhaps in his place he too might have 
been jealous that a stranger stare his 
friend out of countenance; but the girl 
with the violet eyes in which gleamed 
little mocking lights seemed to incite 
him. 

Then suddenly the boy hit him. 
There was a blinding flash and a burst 
of darkness. 

He rose to his feet, feeling an inch 
taller, and struck back. And though 
he liked this boy, though he knew that 
later they would be good friends to- 
gether, he had never in his life ex- 
perienced anything so voluptuous as 
the tingle of his fist against the bare 
cheek. 

The next moment he found himself 
struggling in the arms of a gigantic po- 
liceman who wore instead of his own 
head that of the Rector of Idlecroft 
monstrously enlarged. 

"Let me go," he cried furiously, feel- 
ing madness seizing him. "I won't go 
back ... I belong here ... I am one 
of them!" 

The whole room seemed to rise in 
denial, and collapsed like a pack of 



cards in a million colored lights, and 
through the glittering ruin of his dream 
he heard the pounding music of the 
accordion. . . . 

HI 

"And do you know," said his best 
pupil Travers HI afterward, "when 
I picked him up Mr. Spenoer was bab- 
bling French — French — and I looked 
up the words later and couldn't find 
one. 

"Patois probably," said the second 
French master, "Mr. Spenoer lived five 
years in a retired part of Fra«cc. De- 
lightful land !" 

The Idlecroft Sentinel had a notice: 

Mr. Spencer's classes are suspended while 
the latter is recovering from aa attack of 
suggestion due to the cold. 

The writer had meant t# say "con- 
gestion," but had miscarried, and it 
was too late to change. 

Two weeks later Mr. Stpencer was 
the g^est of honor at one et Mr. Skit- 
tles' celebrated high teas. The atmos- 
phere was laden with the grateful aroma 
of chocolate, burning toast, wood al- 
cohol and infancy. Mr. Spencer, look- 
ing rather pale but reasonable as usual, 
was sitting at the piano. It was glori- 
ous weather outside. The river had 
broken in the sudden thaw ; great blocks 
of ice floated downstream glittering in 
the yellow sunshine, and the pines and 
distant peaks were tipped with Spring 
light. 

"There is no school like Idlecroft,** 
murmured Mr. Skittles to his colleagxie 
in a burst of enthusiasm. 

"None!" agreed Mr. Spencer with 
conviction. 

And it was as if in spite of himself 
that his fingers, wandering on the keys, 
produced the poor ghost of an old tune, 
and he hummed under his breath : 
Malheur a quiconque une fois a goutf 
De tes soirs trotdflantes Vetrange vo^ 

luptS, 
Paris . . ./ 
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The Minister of Education and 

Fine Arts 

By W. Adolphe Roberts 



T^HE poctt Muiioz Villcgas, coo- 

I gralulated himsdf that thie revolu- 

tion was over. In the dtstribtition 

of rewards to deserving patriots, he had 

been appointed provisional minister of 

education and fine arts. 

FoUowii^ the coup d'iiat, he had 
stood on the balcony of the palace be- 
side General Herrera — the latest of the 
repuUic's liberators — ^and had flashed 
his celebrated smile over the sea of faces 
that had surged into the plaza in the 
wake of the victorious army. It had 
fallen to fajm to deliver one of the prin- 
cipal orations of the day, and he had not 
failed to improvise purple phrases to 
describe his ocalted emotions on the 
field of battle. The euphony and color 
of his own words had intoxicated him, 
though merdy for the moment. He 
was not a coward. He had done as wdl 
as any of his comrades. But fighting 
had proved a revelation of ugliness to 
him, an unaesthetic business. 

As the periods flowed from his tongue 
like blaidc verse, while the people 
listened breathlessly, he had remem- 
bered the mood of adventure borderii^ 
on the de^>eration of one who joins a 
forlorn hope, in which he had enlisted 
in General Henrera's army. He had 
l^oated over the realization that the 
gamble had turned out amazingly wdl. 
At the same time, however, he had 
shuddered at the memory of days when 
he had been withot^ baths and perfumes 
— and the admiration of women. 

Eager to return to his world and to 
learn how it wcmld greet him, he had 



been the first member of the provisional 
cabinet to leave the palace. This had 
been late in the afternoon. He had 
summoned a hack and had mu£3ed up 
his face in his cloak before he entered 
it, disagreeably conscious that at dose 
range his unshaven cheeks would be 
rq>ugnant to feminine hero-wcurship- 
pers. 

Now, as he drove toward his lodg- 
ings, he rejoiced that hostilities were 
ended. 

Vill^[as had a room in the apartment 
of a respectable Spanish family named 
Booito. His landlords had disapproved 
of his morals, besides resentmg the 
irregularity with which he paid the 
rent; but had been afraid to turn him 
out, because they were poor and tenants 
were hard to get. They had dosed 
their eyes to the bizarre girls that 
followed him upstairs at all hours. 
Only on one point had they offered 
resistance, and that had been in r^^ard 
to the poet's half-hearted attempts to 
make love to the daughter of the house, 
Amalia. 

He chuckled at the mental picture 
of Amalia, a timid, shdtered creature, 
all eyes and fluttering hands, who 
sometimes opened the dmr for hkn and 
then fled incontinently down the 
passa^ She was too unformed to be 
beautiful, but her naivete amused and 
piqued him. With what fresh nuance 
of terror would little Amalia recdve 
the new minister of education and fine 
arts? 

At the comer of his blodc he paid 
the hack driver and entered a barber 
shop. The man who shaved him 
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recognized him as a neighbor, but did 
not seem to connect him with the revo- 
lution. This annoyed Villegas. The 
next moment he told himself that 
nothing was to be expected of a barber, 
who lurked in a dark shop from one 
day's end to another. He recovered his 
equanimity and swaggered homeward, 
his lush countenance beaming and 
flushed with a glow of health, a legacy 
of the past two months in the open. 

The Bonito family saw him coming 
and tumbled over themselves to show 
that they had heard of his rise in the 
world. The father bowed jerkily three 
or four times and addressed him by 
his title. The mother and the two 
undergrown sons, whom he had re- 
garded as below contempt, interrupted 
one another with their chattered com- 
plunents. Amalia had tears in her great 
eyes. It was all very gratifying. 

Bottles of imported wine — a luxury 
that the Bonitos allowed themselves 
only on wedding anniversaries and other 
great occasions — were set out on the 
shabby sideboard. The poet accepted 
the tribute, waving his hands grace- 
fully. His lips were perpetually parted 
to show his teeth, white, small and 
regular like those of a stage favorite. 
In both of his full, olive-tinted cheeks 
appeared creases that were almost 
dimples. 

After he had drunk, he took the 
father aside. Shrugging his shoulders 
in affected distaste at mentioning 
money, he paid his rent bill from a 
thick packet of hundred-peseta notes 
he had obtained from the revolutionary 
treasurer. Murmurs of admiration fol- 
lowed him to his room. 

Villegas did not remain there long. 
He glanced over the pile of letters that 
had accumulated and chose half a dozen 
envelopes addressed in various feminine 
handwritings and exhaling various 
scents. These he opened as he walked 
down the street, stopping under street 
lamps to read the missives, then thrust- 
ing them into his pocket with a satisfied 
tightening of his lips, or a narrowing 
of his eyelids in ephemeral doubt. 

It was delightful to be a hero, as 



well as a poet, he reflected. Military 
and political glory enhanced one's im- 
portance in the eyes of a certain type 
of diflicult wcrnian. And one needed 
all kinds of women, as one needed 
variety in music, flowers, wines, per- 
fumes. Decidedly, he had done well to 
sacrifice his comfort by campaigning 
with Herrera. . . . An opportunity, in 
fact, that he had been big enoi^ to 
grasp ... a marvelous combination of 
circumstances, seeing that the cause was 
one in which he believed — more or 
less. . . . Liberalism! . . . Hm! ... A 
patrician movement would have been 
more picturesque. . . . But yes, he had 
always belonged to the Liberal Party, 
and he remained loyal to the idea. 



II 



The tropical night had dropped 
abruptly, like a cloak, upon the capital. 
Mufioz Villegas was on his way to the 
Cafe de Francia, at the comer of the 
Rambla and the Calle Rinc6n, his f avw- 
ite haunt, a gathering place for jour- 
nalists and more ambitious literary 
aspirants, where he had of late years 
been accepted as an oracle. 

Taking a short-cut through some alleys 
where the balconies of the houses almost 
met overhead, he was pleased to And 
that occasionally he was identified as a 
leader of the winning faction. He 
saluted amiably whenever this happened, 
but hurried on until he was near the 
cafe. Then he relapsed into a deliber- 
ate saunter, loosened his cloak and held 
his head back. A velour hat shaded 
his eyes, but light fell upon his shapely 
neck, his rather effeminate chin and red 
lips. The passersby were left no ex- 
cuse for failing to realize that this was 
the minister of education and fine arts. 

At the Caf i de Francia a dozen men 
started from their seats at sidewalk 
tables and surrounded him, all talking 
at once, gesticulating. Proud of the dis- 
tinction that had come to them, th^ 
guided him indoors and stood by as if 
their services as a body-guard would 
be permanently required. The buzz of 
conversation was transmuted instantly 
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into a clamor of extiberant wel- 
come. . . . 

"Viua, el mimstro!" 

"Ay, que hombrer 

"HoUk holar 

. . . VUIcgas pretended to an em- 
banassmcnt be was far from feding. 
He took off his hat, blinked and smiled, 
shrugged his shoulders and made odd 
little drarccatorjr motions with his 
hands. When he had been suffidentty 
applauded he made a speedL It was 
less flowery than the oration he had 
ckUvered in tiie phua. He spoke as 
one among friends, but the thread of 
subtle arrogance that ran through the 
words convinced his hearers that here 
was an indubitable statesman, no less 
tfian a poet. 

A newspaper writer with a grizzled 
pompadoOT and the shaven features of 
an ignoble monk enticed him over to a 
table about which admirers were 
tightly packed. 

"What is the program of the new 
regime?" he asked, in voracious famine 
ior facts for the next morning's edi- 
torial. 

"I cannot be i nte r vi ewed," replied 
ViUegas blandly. 

•^Understood, But among ourselves 
—old friends, you know — ^wmI there be 
proscriptions, executions and decrees of 
cx3e, and dXi that sort of thing? The 
former president is a prisoner, I hear. 
Win he be shot?** 

"You will have to put those ques- 
tions to General Herrera." 

The joomalist puffed despairfully. 
*'A word about General Herrera, then? 
What sort of man is he? The public 
does not know him very well.** 

"He is the savior of his country, the 
most unselfish advocate of justice in 
Ofir history — a true patriot,** said 
Villegas in a bored tone. 

"CM course, ot course! No one with 
brains in his head can doubt that.** The 
journalist was faintly alarmed lest he 
Ixad seemed to belittte the new dictator. 
He raised his voice in a shout to the 
licadMraiter and ordered champagne to 



be served continuously through the 
evening. But Villegas would drink only 
one glass with him, before he moved 
to another table. 

The poet was monopolized by a group 
of younger men eager to fete him, and 
capriciously he started a harangue on 
what might be expected of the govern- 
ment. 

"We fought to restore liberty to the 
republic," he declaimed. "We fought 
to smooth the way of progress. From 
this day^ oppression is abolished. A 
new epoch, my friends. And what 
does tlKit signify for us, the artists, the 
dreamers, who have never hitherto re- 
ceived encouragement? There can be 
only one answer when you recall that 
I am minister of edtKation and fine arts. 
I shall make our capital the Athens of 
America. The scrvrtors of beauty wiM 
be honored and protected by a benefi- 
cent State.** 

Tongues clicked in approval. Eyes 
brightened. The half-starved intellec- 
tuals grievously needed a patron. They 
became on the spot devoted adherents 
of the de facto administration and of 
Mufioz Villegas in particular. 

"Will pditical comment be cen- 
sored?*' cut in a practical youth, whose 
forte was caricaturing men in office, 
irrespective of where his own sym- 
pathies lay. 

"I cannot imagine a censorship under 
the Liberal Party,'* answered Villegas, 
dismissing the heresy with a gprand ges- 
ture. Secretly, he hoped that Herrera 
would not give him the He the next day. 

"And in questions of so-called puWic 
morals — the bull fight, gambling, nude 
dancing at the theatre? Eh, Villegas? 
You reformers aren*t planning to make 
us virtuous on the North American 
pattern, are you?** 

"No censorship of any kind," 
promised the poet recklessly. "Freedom 
to amuse onesdf is just as important 
as political freedwn.** 

The pompadoured journalist had 
edged once more within speaking dis- 
tance. 

"That is good news," he said. "You 
must know that the cky has been run- 
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ning absolutely wild tonight, fearing 
that gaiety was soon to be suppressed. 
The cabarets are putting on sensational 
acts that even the last administration 
prohibited. The manager here promises 
some lively entertainment in a little 
while. Naturally, the police aren't pay- 
ing the slightest attention; they don't 
know whether thejr are to hold their 
jobs and are practically off duty." 

'^Ay, que ncaf murmured villeg2LS, 
agreeably stimulated. 

Now that he had made his entrance, 
produced his sensation, ennui at the 
exclusive company of his own sex had 
begun to overtake him. With the ad- 
vent of singers and dancers in a law- 
less mood he could count on an evening 
of the sort he liked best. His ac- 
quaintance in theatrical circles had al- 
ways been phenomenally wide. He 
would be sure to meet old loves and, 
perhaps, win new ones. 

The caf ^ was provided with alcoves, 
from between the curtains of which 
flirtations with the entertainers could 
be conducted under ideal conditions. 
Villegas took possession of the best al- 
cove and sat back luxuriously, smoking 
a cigarette and sipping now and then 
at a glass of sherry. 

The flamenco dancers that stormed 
across the floor as the first attraction 
were friends of his. He waved to them 
and the girls threw back amorous 
glances, biting their lips. 

Too bad, he mused, that they had no 
further novelty to offer him. They were 
really quite pretty, especially Juanita 
Marmol, with her pallor of old ivory 
and such exceedingly black hair. But 
he had had an afi^ir with Juanita six 
months before. He did not invite her 
to the alcove after the act. When she 
came of her own accord he snubbed 
her delicately, so that she left frantic 
with passion, swearing she was his 
slave he might torture if he chose, but 
that the blood of the next woman who 
dared to love him was already on her 
knife. 

Vill^as smiled ironically into his 
cigarette smoke for a few moments 
atter she had gone. A salvo of applause 



brought his gaze back to the dancing 
floor. A slender, quivering creature, a 
Carmen in golden and Same-colored 
silk, was poised alone, castanets in 
either hand. She was staring at him, 
and as soon as she saw she bad gained 
his attention she cried rather than sang 
the opening lines of one of his own 
lyrics, then threw herself into a dance 
of ferocity and joy. It was Pilar 
Obando, the star of all stars in the capi- 
tal, the headliner for the past two years 
at the Teatro Bolivar. Vill^;as had 
tried in vain to win her favor. But 
that had been before the revolution. 
Now she was sedcing him out. 

He leaned forward on his elbow, cup- 
ping one plump cheek in his palm. He 
was pleasantly agitated, but took care 
to mask his emotion. Pilar had almost 
finished her dance and had made her 
second meaningful gesture in his direc- 
tion before he arose, beat his hands 
together in soundless applause and in- 
dicated, smiling, a vacant chair beside 
him. 

Pilar came to the alcove in her silks 
and white lace manto. She brought 
with her a breath of perfume, singularly 
exotic, founded as it was on vanilla, 
with a suggestion of musk and santal. 
Her blunt features of an Andalusian 
beauty had been handed down to her 
tmmodified through generations of 
native forefathers. 

Villus raised her hand to his red 
lips. "What a pleasure, what a sur- 
prise, to see you at our humble Cafe de 
Francia!" he said half mockingly. 

"I would not perform for noisy 
soldiers at the theater tonight. But 
when I heard that you were here — " 

"Pilar Obando danced for me alone ! 
I am too much honored,** interrupted 
the poet. "But perhaps she remem- 
bered my homage of days gone by." 

She flashed an astute glance at him : 
"You see whose poem I had by heart 
to recite just now. Always I have ad- 
mired your genius.*' 

"No?** murmured Villegas, his vanity 
touched in its most sensitive spot. 
Abandoning his pose of a great man re- 
ceiving tribute, he leaned toward her. 
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his nostrils palpitating, a flush spread- 
ing over his brunet skin. 

Pilar, as a matter of fact, was too 
arrogant to be merely concerned with 
putting herself right with the new gov- 
ernment. She thought well of poets 
who succeeded in advertising them- 
selves. That a caf 6 oracle should have 
carved his way into the cabinet seemed 
to her an exploit at the same time prac- 
tical and romantic. Such a man must 
always have been talented. It was not 
difficult for her to persuade herself that 
she had singled him out from the 
crowd, had anticipated his triumph. If 
she had failed to tell him so, those who 
pursued her with demands upon her 
time were to blame. 

"If there is to be a fete to celebrate 
the revolution, I shall make a new dance 
for some beautiful thing you have writ- 
ten,*' she told him. 

"But, naturally, there will be a fete," 
he guaranteed expansively. "The 
bureau of fine arts will be in charge of 
it. And the bureau — ^that is myself." 
He struck his chest. "I shall create a 
role of glory for you. You shall be 
the queen of the dance. The Obando 
and Villq^as ! We shall win an ovation 
together. The capital will be at our 
feet." 

He forgot in his ebullience that, if 
there was to be a popular hero, the man 
in the palace, one General Herrera, had 
first claim to the honor. And Pilar, 
though shrewd enough to discount the 
bombastic words, liked him the more 
because he was not modest. She drew 
in her breath with a little gasp. Her 
eyelids with their enormous lashes al- 
most closed under her sullen brows. 

"Mother of God, I am sick of dull 
men!" she cried. "I have been look- 
ing for one like you." 

Munoz Villus possessed a technique 
which never failed him in circtmistances 
of the kind. He stood up now to draw 
the curtains of the alcove, but he did 
not take his eyes from the enamored 
face of the dancer. His smile was a 
commingling of sensuous admiration 
and an insolent celebration of victory. 
Morbidly intelligent himself, he was 

S.2 



aware that her mind was that of a 
savage or a child. She knew nothing, 
really, about his poetry. She had come 
to him because he was a hero, and the 
finesse she would appreciate would be 
that of cruelty and force. He must not 
let her gain the upper hand. 

He moved to her side and maintained 
the suspense for several minutes, throw- 
ing his head back and narrowing his 
eyes, posturing like a gorgeous cat that 
will not be hurried. Pilar waited 
dumbly. He seized her in his arms at 
last and overwhelmed her with pierdnf 
kisses. 

Later, they drank champagne to- 
gether. Pilar would have gone any- 
where to please him, done an]Rhin| that 
he dictated. But it was his caprice to 
escort her ceremoniously to the door of 
her hotel, and to return home on foot 
in the early hours of the morning. 

Ill 

The streets were deserted now, ex- 
cept for a few blanketed peons and 
an occasional sentry. The soldiers 
halted the minister of education and 
fine arts, but saluted respectfully when 
he had identified himself. He felt 
exalted, a person of greater importance 
than he had been on the field of 
battle. 

His thoughts wandering to General 
Herrera, he asked himself how the new 
dictator had spent the night ? No doubt, 
Herrera had been pursued by even more 
exquisite women than Pilar Obando and 
Juanita Marmol. The possibility irri- 
tated the poet. But, the next instant, 
he smiled and waved his hand in the 
night. 

"Almost, I do not envy Herrera I" 
he concedel magnanimously. 

At the Bonito apartment, he rang the 
bell and waited, shivering slightly in 
the chill air, for some one to admit 
him. "What a cursed time they take!" 
he muttered, drawing his cloak more 
tightly about him. He heard some one 
fumbling at the boh and prepared to 
scowl at the timid old Spaniard or on^ 
of the stunted boys. But when the door 
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was opened, he saw that it was little 
Amalia who had come down. 

She stammered a frightened answer 
to his greeting and retreated a few steps 
before him. The candle she carried 
threw a flickering light on her adolescent 
face with its great eyes. 

''Ayr he murmured. "You grow 
more beautiful all the time, chiquita'' 

He spoke the words lightly. They 
were the small change of gallantry that 
he habitually scattered among non- 
descript girls. But Amalia faltered 
and drew up against the wall of the 
passageway. Her gaze met his with a 
degree of steadiness, for the first time. 

"Beautiful ? Ah, no I" she protested. 
^ou do not find me beautiful." 

"Why not? I, also, have eyes in my 
head." 

"But you are a poet — ^a wonderful 
master — and a statesman — ^too great to 
notice me/' she gasped, terrified, but 
adoring. 

Villegas studied her with an interest 
that was tinged with sardonic amuse- 
ment. He had forgotten that the night 
wind was chilly. 

"Ay! Even little Amalia r he mut- 
tered. 

He advanced upon her from the door- 
way, enjoying the savor of this easiest 
of all his conquests. His malice was a 
form of egotism, rarely encotmtered 
except in the lands of the sun. 

Amalia struggled in his arms, but 
hers was a weaJc fluttering, predestined 
to defeat After he had kissed her, 
he stood back. She leaned against the 
wall, quivering with emotion, her head 
raised. The candle had fallen and gone 
out, but a ray of light from a street 
lamp struck full upon her. 



"I have always hoped you might love 
me — " began Villegas. 

A tangible object, like a night-bird 
or a bat, whirred past him. Amalia 
coughed suddenly and started to one 
side, as if some one had pushed her. 
An expression of foolish wonder spread 
over her young face. She twisted 
her hands about, as if she wished to 
raise them to her breast and could 
not, then slipped to the tiled pave- 
ment. The bone hilt of a knife de- 
tached itself against the somber wrap 
she wore. 

"Blood of God!" cried ViUegas, and 
leaped for the doorway. 

Down the middle of the street he 
could see a woman running. He knew 
that lithe body well . . . that fleet 
dancer's pace . . . Juanita Marmot 
. . . Why, she had meant her threat 
at the cafe! . • . But it was useless to 
try to catch her. 

He turned back and dropped onto 
his knees beside little Amalia. She was 
dead. A pang of terror and pity shot 
through villegas. Tears ran down his 
cheeks. Then, with extraordinary 
candor, he told himself that even this 
death was flattering to him. It was 
homage paid to a great lover and a great 
man. 

When the Bonito family rushed down 
a few moments later he was still bead- 
ing over the pale lips that had re- 
ceived from him their first and last 
kisses. 

"A political enemy tried to assassinate 
me," he explained tragically, rq^retful 
that he could not afford to let the truth 
be known. "A knife Arown by an enemy 
of progress and liberty missed me and 
destroyed this innocent one." 
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A VAIN fellow myself, and given 
on occasion to an absurd and 
pestersome roosterishness, it 
yet beguiles me as a connoisseur of 
procacity to meditate from time to 
time upon the amour propre of those 
gentlemen whose profession, if not ac- 
complishment, is the art of acting. It 
is a subject that invites. For the ac- 
tor's vanity is not a simple thing, 
founded like mine or yours upon an 
easily — nay, almost a childishly — 
penetrable donkeyishness, but one as 
complex and majestic as the maze of 
Amenemhat III. It is not so much 
that the actor views himself as a dev- 
astating ly pretty one, a holocaust to 
drive ladies to drink and servant girls 
to ruin. There is in this occasionally 
warrant for him ; for surely there was 
not a chambermaid in all of England 
who would not have dected a faux 
pas with George Alexander to one 
with Lloyd George or Thomas Hardy. 
Nor is there perhaps in our own coun- 
try a lady vice crusader or demi- 
mondaine who would not fight more 
tepidly for her honor against Mr. 
John Barrymore or Mr. Chauncey 
Olcott than against Woodrow Wilson, 
or even Harry Kemp. There is a flavor 
even to the beauty of Mr. George 
Bickel, I dare say, that is not lost upon 
certain fair dilettanti who are stub- 
bornly impervious to the charms of 
such lesser lights as Henry Seidel 
Canby, H. L. Mencken, and Colonel 
Jacob Ruppert. No, the vanity of the 
actor is not to be challenged on the 
ground of loveliness, for certainly it 
would be a brave housewife ¥iio 



would permit her cook to take the 
same chances up a dark alley with a 
stock company magnifico that she 
would permit her to take with a po- 
liceman or, indeed, a choir master. 

Yet, for all this measure of justi- 
fication in the actor's vanity, his chesti- 
ness in an ornamental direction takes 
on at times an expansion that quite 
exceeds the bounds of credulity. In 
example, consider the case of Mr. Leo 
Ditrichstein. As is well known, this 
Ditrichstein has in the last eight or 
ten years permitted himself to appear 
only in such plays as would vouch- 
safe him the opportunity to show him- 
self as a distingtU and wistful rout 
who irresistibly seduces all the ladies 
in the cast save the ingenue, whom he 
gives over with a magnificently impres- 
sive gesture of self-abnegation to the 
calf-faced juvenile. The Ditrichstein 
vehicles have come to be so many 
dramatizations of the Fatty Arbuckle 
case, somewhat romanticized by the 
injection of white gloves, an Inver- 
ness coat and a top hat, several allu- 
sions to Claridge's, the Riviera and 
Paris under the springtime moon, a 
few gilt chairs, a reference to Pol 
Roger 1906, and the philosophy that 
it is better to be poor and in love than 
to be rich and president of the Ans- 
bacher Insecticide G>mpany. 

This season, however, the M. Dit- 
richstein announced that he was done 
with these revelations of himself as 
the resplendent and invincible Don 
Juan, and that he would instead ap- 
pear in a play in which he would por- 
tray a fellow excessively homely and 
unloved. This, his answer to those 
who had made sport oi his egotism. 
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The play in point was the Italian 
Sabatino Lopez's "The Ugly Fcr- 
rante" and, as one knew from the 
manuscript, it would treat of the love 
duel between an inordinately un- 
sightly man on the one side and a 
remarkably handsome one on the 
other. And the case against the Dit- 
richstein vanity seemed to blow up 
with a loud report. But wait. The 
opening night The fiddlers cease. 
The lights go down. The curtain 
goes up. And there, upon the stage, 
sure enough, is our Ditrichstein made 
up in unornamental red wig and horn 
spectacles. The jury is about to dis- 
miss the charge. But stop. What is 
this? The actor who plays the re- 
markably handsome man comes upon 
the biihne. Latet anguis in herba. 
Ah uno disce omnes. Vanitas est 
vanitas. Our Ditrichstein has cun- 
ningly cast for the role of the remark- 
ably handsome creature an actor with 
the face of an Hungarian haberdasher ! 

But if the cream of the actor's self- 
esteem lies not in the belief in his 
manlv beauty and in its effect upon 
the ladies, we find it perhaps in his 
assiduous pretensions to intelligence. 
This is human enough, and readily 
understandable. It is nature for the 
homely, intelligent man to wish to be 
good-looking, and for the good-look- 
ing idiot to wish to be intelligent. 
Consequently, an actor, like a pretty 
flapper, takes infinitely greater pride 
in being told that he is intelligent 
than in being told that he is hand- 
some. Even the humblest actor in 
a barnstorming troupe may be seen 
while traveling in railway coaches 
elaborately reading some book that 
does not interest him in the least but 
to whose content he heroically — and 
with considerable pseudo-profound con- 
versation — aspires. 

Of course, all this effort on the part 
of the actor is nonsensical. Intelli- 
gence, as I have often observed, is no 
more necessary to an actor than good 
looks are necessary to a veterinary 
surgeon. Intelligence is not an asset 
to the actor, but something of a 



handicap, just as it is a handicap to a 
clergyman, a popular song writer or a 
trousers presser. Intelligence consti- 
pates the emotions, and emotionalism 
is the actor's sine qua non, as it is the 
sine qua non of the evangdist, the 
composer of popular songs and others 
whose prosperity lies in the excita- 
tion and capitalization of the simple 
passions and ecstasies. Mr. Walter 
Hampden is an intelligent man and 
hence the worst of the more conspicu- 
ous Shakespearian actors on our 
stage. Yet though intelligence and 
the profession of acting are correctly 
divorced, the actor strives preposter- 
ously to present himself as a pro- 
found fellow, even as does the aver- 
age stockbroker. This striving is 
often jocosely illustrated in the pla3rs 
an actor chooses for himself when he 
sets out on independent production. 
There is Mr. Norman Trevor, for in- 
stance. Having played a dozen roles 
in the managers' eadhibits wherein he 
was displayed as a Romeo, a Brum- 
mell and an Adonis, the customary im- 
patience to bask in the light of erudi- 
tion seizes this Trevor and, by way of 
gratifying his whim, he rushes out and 
squanders his hard-earned wages on 
Femald's old piece, "The Married 
Woman," which has no other virtue 
tiian the opportunity it offers the lead- 
ing actor to be alluded to by all the 
other characters as a deep thinker and 
to bedevil these characters, when he is 
on the stage, with divers magnificent 
cynicisms. 

When the vanity of the actor is not 
concerned with his beauty or his in- 
tellect, one generally finds it directed 
either toward fashionable favor or 
managerial achievement. There doubt- 
less never existed an actor who would 
not rather be invited once to tea in a 
Fifth Avenue house than ten times to 
dinner with the President of the United 
States. I may be doing the estimable 
Faversham a boorish injustice, but if he 
revived Royle's pifflish "The Squaw 
Man" for any other reason than to 
display himself in soothing juxtaposi- 
tion to the smart and lovely Mrs. Lydig 
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Hq3rt I shall be glad publicly to 
apologize to him and to pay him libel 
damages in the sum of two suggestions 
as to plays he might have much more 
profitably produced. Further, in the 
matter of managerial aspiration, con- 
sider the late effort of the group of 
actors who styled themselves the 
Natienal Repertory Company. It was 
the intention of these actors, expressed 
by their spokesman in a speech at the 
premiere, to prove to the world for 
once and all that Erlanger, Shubert 
and Hc^kins were so many mere office- 
boys, and no more necessary to the 
theatre, the actor and the drama than 
the girls who sell chocolates in the 
rear aisles. The sentiment was greeted 
with astotmding enthusiasm; the actor 
bowed his way to the backdrop full 
of beaming confidence in the future; 
and so loud was the neighing of Cain's 
storehouse-wagon horses on Saturday 
night that the audience in Erlanger's 
New Amsterdam Theatre across the 
street thought for a moment that 
Marilynn Miller's role in "Sally" had 
been taken by Blossom Seeley. 

These are only a few of the examples 
of actor vanity recently exposed in the 
Broadway theatres. In themselves 
they are trivial, and perhaps not worth 
chronicling; but there is at bottom, for 
all their triviality, something significant 
in them. Thus far this season — ^and 
up to the time I write — eighty-seven 
new dramatic productions have been 
made in New York. Of these, no less 
than twenty-six of the most worthless 
owed their production, if my confiden- 
tial agents may be relied upon, directly 
to the vanity of actors in one form or 
another. Of these, further, seven more 
worthy were, by common consent of 
the professional reviewers and the 
public, perverted and ruined by the 
vanity of actors in one form or an- 
other. Of these, still further, nine of 
varjring d^ree of merit were made to 
suffer a financial loss to their pro- 
ducers by actors' peccadillos generated 
by vanity of one form or another. And 
of these, further still, exactly sixteen 
of the most disastrous from an artistic 



and commercial point of view would 
never have been produced had it not 
been for actors' vanity of this or that 
sort. Thus, it is perhaps no exaggera- 
tion to say that much of the trash that 
clutters up the native stage is bom, 
and bom chiefly, out of the vainglory 
of the genus mime. One of the lead- 
ing performers of our stage who re- 
cently produced an unspeakable sample 
of pretentious fustian rejected in its 
favor a play by Hermann Bahr on the 
ground that she did not deem it quite 
nice for her to play the role of a 
woman suspected of infidelity. An- 
other of our leading actors who is about 
to appear in a piece by a fifth-rate 
Broadway hack has, my agents report 
to me, just declined to play in one of 
the masterpieces of Porto-Riche on the 
score of its moral quality. A third 
leading actor, presently appearing in 
one of the convention^ Rialto piffles, 
refused, I am informed, to take the 
central role in an adaptation of one of 
the tmly fine plays of our generation 
on the ground that it was written by 
a German and would so hurt his stand- 
ing in his club. And there is a fourth 
report to the effect that the production 
of an excellent drama by one of the 
best of our native playwrights has been 
unavoidably held up because of the 
manager's inability to persuade the 
most talented of the male stars under 
his direction to take the role of the 
central character, a pass6 man whom the 
heroine rejects in favor of a younger 
suitor. TTie list might doubtless be 
greatly amplified by dramatists and 
producers. I have set down only a 
few of the instances that have lately 
come to my ears. 



II 



Mr. Fritz Leiber's exhibitions last 
month at the Lexington and Forty- 
Eighth Street theatres again revealed 
him to be the best general interpreter 
of Shakespeare on the American stage. 
Though John Barrymore's admirable 
Richard and Faversham's no less ad- 
mirable lago are not out of memory, 
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Leiber's consistently fine work in a 
comprehensive repertoire gives him the 
leadership of our classic stage. Beside 
him, Mantell takes on the aspect of a 
bull attempting to play the zither, 
Hampden of a collie professor dancing 
to a gipsy tune, and Sothem of a dis- 
tinguished New England grandpa 
dressed up as Romeo at a fancy bsdl. 
Hackett, of course, is nowhere: 
Shakespeare is far beyond his capacity. 
In Leiber there is all the bom sense of 
poetry and drama and wild, passionate 
beauty that these others lack. With- 
out the force of presence possessed by 
certain of the others, he is able, out of 
his voice and features, out of his emo- 
tional equipment and body swing, to 
send the blood of grandeur shooting 
afresh through the text of the great 
poet They say he is intelligent, and 
hence the fine actor that he is. Bosh. 
He is merely obedient. He has the 
sound sense to read the simple and 
rarely wonderful line not like an actor 
who would be a savant but like an 
actor who would be merely an actor. 
Hence his g^reat eloquence. Leiber 
knows more about acting Shakespeare 
than all the other American actors who 
concern themselves chiefly with under- 
standing him. He is, first and fore- 
most, an actor. To his colleagues he is 
content to leave all the extrinsic non- 
senses — all the psycho-analyzings of 
character, all the "theories" of inter- 
pretation, and all the diagnoses of in- 
tent—of which they are so grotesquely 
fond. 

in 

Of the comedies produced in the 
last month or so, the best is A. A. 
Milne's "The Dover Road," a slight 
but droll essay in British humor which 
enjoys the further advantage of in- 
fusing very deftly an eminently moral 
and sentimental point of view with an 
agreeable air of bland unconcern and 
mockery. It is the best job that the 
hitherto luke-warm Milne has n^otia- 
ted. like all of his theatrical writing, 
true enough, it periodically gets bea*^ 
of persfMration in trying to catch a com- 



bination of the Barrie-Max Beerbohm 
sort of thing; but this piece happens 
to be a trifle more free from the strain, 
and hence proportionately more amus- 
ing, than its antecedents. The fable 
of a wealthy bachelor who lives cm the 
road to Dover, to Calais, to the Riviera 
and illegal love, and who ironically de- 
votes his life to straightening out the 
affairs of vamoosing couples, the play, 
while generally fn^e and sometimes 
laggard in the matter of imagination, 
constitutes good theatre material. And 
its value is considerably heightened by 
excellent staging on the part of Mn 
Guthrie McQintic (which may or may 
not be, so to speak, a pseudonym for 
Winthrop Ames on this occasion), and 
by two adroit comic performances on 
the part of the Messrs. Charles Cherry 
and Reginald Mason. The two women 
performers, the Misses Lenihan and 
Pearson, either through bad direction 
or natural incompetence, contribute 
performances out of key with the Milne 
scherzo. The former bites her way 
through the text The latter licks her 
share of it as if it were so mudi 
molasses. 

Another comedy of fitful quality b 
Charies Vildrac's "Le PaquAot 
T6naciti," translated with an ear stuffed 
with cotton and thus deleted of most 
of its verbal graces and all of its at- 
mosphere. The play, here known as 
"The Steamship Tenacity," reaches 
for something that it never quite 
achieves, yet the reach in itself it not 
without its interest. Originally pro- 
duced in Paris two years ago by Jacques 
Copeau, that amiable discoverer of 
dubious geniuses, it presents, impre»- 
sionistically speaking, a Joseph Ccnurad 
theme worked out in terms of some 
Manchester Alfred Capus: a tale of 
two htunan corks tossed about upon 
the sea of love and life and sardonically 
blown in unintentioned directions, this 
one — ^a sentimentalist — ^toward grim 
reality, and that one — a grim r^st 
— toward derisory sentimentality. To 
gain a fair idea of the play, it is 
necessary to go to the ongixial text, 
since the local revelation was as smt 
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a cmse of murder as the stage has 
vouchsafed us since the late Charles 
Frohman, in one of his moments of 
sportiveness, staged Bataille's "La 
Vierge Folle** with a middle-aged stock 
company actress who looked like 
Ellen Key in the role of the foolish 
virgin. This original text is fotmd to 
contain several very well handled 
dramatic passages, and several amusing 
flashes of character drawing. To at- 
tempt to get an idea of the ironic little 
play through the local Americaniza- 
tion of the dialogue and the lugubrious 
recitation thereof by a troupe of actors 
who apparently imagine that they are 
playing in something by Massenet, is 
out of the question. 

IV 

The enthusiastic criticisms of Peretz 
Hirshbein's "The Idle Inn/* composed 
by the local hazlitts when the play was 
produced in its original tongue in the 
Jewish Art Theatre, were plainly due 
to the deception that a foreign tongue 
in drama always works upon tmcom- 
prehending ears. A play always seems 
much better than it actually is in a 
language that one doesn't understand. 
I am certain, for example, that my own 
original enthusiasm for the exhibits in 
the Moscow Art Theatre was due in 
considerable measure to the fact that 
I know only seven words in Russian, five 
of which haplessly have to do with 
liquor. There is a peculiar sense of 
nnportance to a language with which 
one is not familiar. If some prankful 
manager were tomorrow night to pro- 
duce a play by Samuel Shipman down 
on the Bowery in Polish, it is morally 
certain that the next morning's news- 
papers would excitedly hail it as a 
great masterpiece. "The Idle Inn," 
allowing for what I am informed by 
presumably sound judges is a crude 
translation, is — ^like much of the Yid- 
dish drama — a hybrid of Russian 
peasant drama crossed with a Celtic 
strain. It has a certain agreeable 
exotic overtone, but its body is imagina- 
dvdy lethargic and, where not lethiu^c. 



often transparently imitative. It im- 
presses one, with a few exceptions, 
merely as bad Dunsany played on a 
badly lighted stage. Arthur Hopkins 
staged the second act of the Hirshbein 
play dexterously, but the evening was 
a heavy one, the heaviness being 
augmented by an obvious moving pic- 
ture performance of the leading role 
by Ben-Ami, the Yiddish Otis Slonner. 



"The White Peacock/' manufac- 
tured by the regal Petrova, grand 
duchess of the cinema, for her own use, 
is a casserole Espanol wherein the ex- 
cessively passionate Dona Villar y 
Villar Perfecto, her lover, the noble 
and handsome Hoyo de Monterey Pana- 
tdla, and her j^ous and despicable 
spouse, Flor de Habana Breva, engage 
in the usual alarms and excursions, the 
while the members of the United Order 
of Stage Mechanics turn the purple 
moonlight on and off. Madame Petrova 
is a striking stage figure and a woman 
of no few satiric and humorous gifts, 
as those who have read her short stories 
know; but these she has abandoned in 
her present capacity as actress-author 
for the species of impassioned theatrical 
hocus-pocus over which her other self 
must have considerable difficulty re- 
straining its low chuckles. 

On the other hand, I have no doubt, 
in view of his past performances, that 
Mr. Cosmo Hamilton regards his 
"Danger," briefly referred to last 
month, as a very fine specimen of 
dramatic art. This Mr. Hamilton has 
never been one to be backward in 
heatedly tearing open the collar of his 
shirt, adjusting his spats, and rushing 
forth to point out the great virtues of 
his opera that have either eluded, or 
nonplussed, the sapient noses of his 
critics. Indeed, on the present occasion 
he was in the breach, stripped to the 
buff, perspiring like a cocktail-shaker, 
and yelling out caveats, even before his 
critics had a chance to open their 
mouths. It appears that Mr. Hamilton 
fears that his critics, unlike himself, 
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are net aware of the important part that 
sex plays in life and hence not prone, 
like himself, to consider his dramatic 
documents on the question the signifi- 
cant contributions to human knowledge 
and sociological philosophy that they 
are. Thus, in his latest masterpiece, we 
find Mr. Hamilton profoundly disturbed 
over the increasing number of Lesbians 
in London, with sub-motif trepidations 
over what is consequently going to be 
the problem of getting enough babies 
to fill Parliament Those of you who 
are acquainted with Mr. Hamilton's 
extraordinarily superb novels, their 
Thackerayan form, their Zolaesque 
force and their rare Conradean style, 
veritable epics of fashionable grous- 
ing, need hot be informed of his 
analogous great artistry as a drama- 
tist. Italy may have its D'An- 
nunzio, Spain its Benavente, France its 
Rostand, Germany its Hauptmann and 
England its Shaw, but New Rochelle, 
too, has its Hamilton. ''Dan^r" is one 
of his true gems. Porto-Rioie himself 
has never done anything like it. And, 
as I have observed elsewhere, I heartily 
recommend it to all Elks, servant- 
girls, curb-brokers, shoe-drummers and 
gentlemen's gentlemen. 

VI 

"Captain Applejack/* by Walter 
Hackett, is a diverting comic version 
of the "Road to Yesterda/' type of 
play. Its second act contains several 
amusing burlesque moments, well han- 
dled by Wallace Eddinger, Hamilton 
Revelle and Miss Mary Nash. "Drift- 
ing," by John Colton and D. H. An- 
drews, is a Chinese melodrama of 
the old thirty-cent brand, in which 
Miss Helen Menken takes perilous flight 
through the hills of Tung Kow on the 
Tartar border modishly got up in a 
dress designed by Henri Bendel. She 
is assisted in her escape from the blood- 
hungry Jhanzi warriors by Mr. Robert 
Warwick, neatly togged out by Aber- 
crombie and Fitch. "Bull-Dog Drum- 
mond," by the English writer who signs 
himself Sapper, is a thesaurus of melo- 



dramatic hokum written, one suspects, 
with tongue in cheek. It is a reductio 
ad absurdum of the detective play and, 
approached in the proper ^irit, is al- 
most as amusing as "The Sheik," die 
illustrations in The LittU Review, or 
Tumulty's biography of Woodtow 
Wilson. 

VII 

"He Who Gets Slapped/' the last 
play written by Andreyev, is marred 
by a vagueness that has been character- 
istiodly hailed by all the Maeter- 
linckophiles as "a delightfully elusive 
quality." The elusiveness seems to me 
to be less delightful than irritating. It 
is due not to sound, well-considered, 
deliberate and exploratory fancy, as is 
the comparative elusiveness, say, of sudi 
a work as Hauptmann's "The Sunken 
Bell" or "And Pippa Dances," but to 
lack of clear grasp of the subject in 
hand and clear perception as to its 
execution. That this is a justifiable 
assumption is borne in upon anyone 
who has read of the physical and 
spiritual condition in whidi the drama- 
tist found himself at the time the play 
was written and, further, upon anyone 
who appreciates the effect on the 
dramatist of certain confounding per- 
sonal events that directly preceded his 
attempt to forget himself in the prepara- 
tion of this particular composition. 

Andreyev, in all his work save this, 
was never vague, never evasive. But 
here we find him, for this and that 
reason, unable quite to negotiate the 
task he had outlined, with the result 
that his play gropes with more or less 
futility for secure grotmd and, failing 
to achieve it, tumbles between the two 
stools of literal drama and symbolism. 
In his antecedent plays — ^take the short 
"Sayva" by way of admirable example 
— ^his agility in straddling the two stools 
was imquestioned: the result was as 
explicit and unelusive as a Broadway 
crook play. But there is none of this 
quality in "He Who Gets Slapped," 
and we have not a little wry contusion. 
I do not mean to say, of course, diat 
one can't see precisely what die drama- 
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tist is fltriring f on Despite the apparent 
bq)tizzleiiient of the local reviewers, the 
fundamental idea and the notion of 
execution are clearly and readily 
discernible. What I mean is that this 
fundamental idea evades not the 
audience, but Andreyev. The artist's 
aim is dear; it was his resource on this 
occasion that proved deficient. . . . 
Sound art is never recondite. Moli6re 
and Shakespeare are as transpicuous 
as Maeterlinck and Georg Kaiser are 
ambiguous. That a great work of art 
is susceptible of many meanings, many 
interpretations, seems to me to be 
largely nonsense. What, tell me, are 
the many meanings, and many inter- 
pretations, of "Romeo and Juliet," 
Beethoven's Fifth, Raphael's "Spo- 
salizio," or the "Divina Commedia" of 
Dante? 

''He Who Gets Slapped" is familiar 
enough in {dan. It fdlows the oft- 
repeated dramatic scheme of playing a 
tragic tale against a grotesquely comic, 
or at least wholly irrelevant, back- 
ground. In the last twelve years the 
European popular theatre has given us 
no less than half a dozen playwrights 
who have exhibited the device — Sil 
Vara and Molnar, to name but two. 
Andreyev takes as his central figure a 
nameless character (there is here more 
than a hint of autobiography) whose 
life has been disfigured by his wife's 
infidelity, and throws him into the 
midst of a circus troupe. The man 
had been a buffeted clown in the saw- 
dust ring of the world ; he will now be 
a buffetted clown in the mimic world. 
But once Andreyev postures his initial 
idea it becomes tinselled out of all pro- 
portion. His grasp upon the central 
character and the tributary streams of 
incident and character that shape that 
character's end becomes weaker and 
weaker as the drama prc^esses. Soon 



an imaginative chaos stalks the pages 
of the manuscript and the straight 
avenue of character, drama and philoso- 
phy becomes intersected with shady 
cross-streets and dark alleyways. There 
are periodic passages of sharp color; 
there are occasional flashes of potential 
brilliance ; but each time an imaginative 
untidiness invades the promise and 
attack and puts them to rout. 

The direction of the play by Mr. 
Robert Milton, who has staged the 
manuscript for the Theatre Guild, 
seems to me to further this intrinsic 
confusion: he fails to bring to the 
production the theatrical sagacity that 
might have relieved the evening of its 
present jig-saw pnoperties.. Mr. Simon- 
son, the designer of the scenery, the 
actors and the director each a[q)ear to 
have had a different idea of the play, 
and the director has fafled in the 
capacity of synthesist. Mr. Richard 
Bennett, in the leading role, thus plays 
the first act in the key of "The Passing 
of the Third Floor Back," die second 
in a key that is a cross between Henry 
Arthur Jones' "Michael and His Lost 
Angel" and Barrie's "Pantaloon," and 
the third in the key of Richard Mans- 
field and "A Parisian Romance." Miss 
Margalo Gillmore makes a lovely pic- 
ture as the circus girl and plays the 
final act appealingly, but has evidently 
been directed to play the preceding acts 
in the vein of Little Eva. Miss Helen 
Westley and Mr. Frank Reicher have 
apparently directed themselves, with the 
result that the former plays the role 
of the amorous lion tamer in the spirit 
of the notorious Mrs. Ebbsmith and 
the latter that of the quasi- gigolo as if 
it were a role in "The Greenwich 
Village Follies." Thus, also, while 
Mr. Simonson's scenic outfitting is very 
attractive, one feels that either it is out 
of the picture or that everything else is. 
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Taking Stock 

By H. L. Mencken 



The NoHonal Letters Today 

DESPITE a good deal of moaning 
and gnashing of teeth by pessi- 
mists, of whom, when the wind is 
in the East, I have the honor to be one, 
it must be obvious that the practical 
chances of a new author in the United 
States today are a good deal better 
than they were ten or fifteen years 
ago, or even six or eight years ago, 
and that they are steadily improving. 
There was a time, well remembered by 
all of us, when the reception that 
greeted him, if he tried to say any- 
thing genuinely new or anything old 
in a new way, was indistinguishable 
from the reception that would greet a 
Prohibition enforcement officer at an 
Elks' convention. The reviewing of 
books, in those days, was almost wholly 
in the hands of seedy college tutors 
and of such nonsensical tit-willows as 
the late Hamilton Wright Mabie. 
Sweetness and light: these were the 
things they looked for in the new books. 
Finding them, they dazzled their cus- 
tomers with news of a new Julia 
Magruder or Henry Van Dyke. Fail- 
ing to find them, they either blasted 
the contumacious violator of the canon 
with a Presbyterian anathema, or 
cloaked him in silence and laid him 
away to die. Now and then, true 
enough, a Frank Norris or a Stephen 
Crane broke through their guard and 
found a public in spite of them, but in 
the main they were influential as well 
as imbecile (a combination certainly 
not rare in human history), and their 
judgments were docilely followed by 
138 



the women's dubs, the high-school 
teachers of English, and the rank and 
file of the booboisie. Think how long 
they kept Walt Whitman in cold 
storage, how slow they were to compre- 
hend the stature of Mark Twain, how 
eflFectively they plastered George Ade 
with a label which yet coneys his 
actual worth! Try to figure out how 
many Sandburgs, Sherwood Andersons 
and Willa Gathers they must have 
scared into silence in the days of their 
reign, or, worse, into cheapness and 
shwldiness ! Go back over the history 
of their idiotic dealings with Cabell! 

It seems to me that things are 
different today, and that the beginning 
author has gained enormously. A 
number of the old-time moral reviewers, 
of course, still flourish, and in a few 
critical journals, notably the Literary 
Supplement of the New York Times^ 
their blowsy nonsense is still on tap. 
But it would be plainly inaccurate to 
say that they are still influential. On 
the contrary, they are laughed at by all 
persons above the intellectual levd of 
Potash and Perlmutter, and they can 
neither make a new book by their praise 
nor destroy it by their denunciation. 
The case of John Dos Passos' "Three 
Soldiers" is brilliantly in point Ten 
years ago Dos Passos would have worn 
out the paving-stones of New York 
hunting a publisher for it; five years 
ago (even disregarding the patriotic 
blather raised by the war) it would have 
been slated violently by three reviewers 
out of four. Only a small minority of 
professional heretics, indeed, would 
have discussed it sympathetically and 
understandingly. But in 1920 it got a 
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press, as the English say, that was al- 
most unanimously friendly — a press so 
friendly, in fact, that most of the plain 
defects of the book were overiooked. 
What happened when Coningsby Daw- 
son, the English marshmallow, at- 
tacked it in the Times? What happened 
was that Dawson himself became 
ridiculous. If there were any other at- 
tacks of the same sort they made so 
little noise that even I, who may be 
called a specialist in sudi buffooneries, 
never heard of them. All the young 
critics who have been hatched since 1914 
were hotly in favor of the work, and 
as hotly in favor of Dos Passos him- 
self. It was the very excess of his 
heresy, in truth, that got him most of 
that support. The old yearning for 
sweetness and lig[ht was completely 
dead; in place of it there was an ap- 
petite, often more fierce than dis- 
criminating, for blood and iron. It 
would be difficult to imagine a more 
radical change in a few years. 

Its causes will engage the literary 
historians of tomorrow, and no doubt 
they will make the matter sufficiently 
complex and unintelligible. As for me, 
I believe that those causes were really 
quite simple. What ailed the old school 
of critics was merely that they lacked 
sense. Many of them were learned 
men, and most of them, I am con- 
vinced, were quite honest, but they were 
without intellectual resiliency and in- 
genuity: they could not argue con- 
vincingly. This made them easy prey 
in the long run for the literary 
anarchists and agnostics who hung upon 
their flanks, even in the high day of 
their power. Bit by bit the weakness 
of their position was made manifest; 
step by step they were forced to take 
the defensive. The younger genera- 
tion, growing up in sight of the battle, 
presently found itself cheering for the 
anarchists — and from that moment the 
doom of the old guard was unescap- 
able. What remains of it is a small 
squad of sorely wounded survivors — 
chiefly tear-squeezers of the Dawson 
model or doddering pedagogues. It has 
so little influence that even publishers. 



who are the last men to find out what is 
going on in letters, no longer fear it. 
They print books every day that violate 
every one of its canons, and that it 
would have scared them out of print- 
ing so recently as half a dozen years 
ago. There thus remains no impedi- 
ment whatsoever to the free function- 
ing of the adolescent American literatus. 
So long as he bears in mind a few rules 
laid down by the Comstocks (most of 
them easily evaded by a little clever- 
ness) he may set forth any idea, how- 
ever startling, that happens to bubble 
up from his soul's prison in the liver, 
and in any imaginable terms. Let a 
new Sandburg come trudging in from 
the prairie, and a reception committee is 
awaiting him. Let a new Fitzgerald 
escape from Princeton, and he is re- 
ceived in New York with a cordiality 
(both spiritual and spirituous) that the 
president of his university might envy. 
There is even a tendency to speculate 
in futures — ^to hymn the neophyte, not 
for what he has actually done, but for 
what he seems likely to do tomorrow. 
I point to the cases of young Benft, 
young Weaver and the other bright 
youtl^ of the Embryonic School, now 
so much heard of. Very few of them 
have accomplished anything that shows 
solid worth, but they seem to be trying 
hard, and so a very eager gallery ^gs 
them on. If they blow up tomorrow 
and sink into obscurity it will certainly 
not be for lack of a hospitable hearing. 

II 

Product and Promise 

So far, so good. The whole scene 
lies bathed in sunlight. There is a 
sotmd of harps and psalteries in the 
air. Committees covered with badges 
and bearing welcoming banners lie in 
wait for jejune geniuses at every rail- 
road station. A new Walt Whitman, 
imagining him suddenly precipitated 
from the interstellar ether today, would 
get a reception almost fit for a boot- 
legger. A new Poe would be deluged 
with adulation, and even with money. 
A new Emerson would get nearly as 
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much attention from the newspapers as 
Charles M. Schwab or Mary Garden. 
But what of the literature that comes 
out of the actual arrivists — what of the 
practical effects and usufructs of all 
this unaccustomed hospitality? Here, 
alas, there must be a sudden descent 
from sforsando to pissicato. The new 
literature is full of promise, and in more 
than one direction it has begun to show 
fulfihnent, but it still lacks a secure 
body of first-rate work — it has yet to 
justify itself in the grand manner. 
What ails it, of course, is chiefly its very 
newness. There has not yet been time 
enough for all the possibilities that are 
offered to be woriced out; the new 
authors have not yet got their growth. 
Worse, a good many of them seem to 
be unable to grasp the fact that they 
are now actually free — ^that the old 
artificial impediments to the merchant- 
ing of their ideas have all broken down. 
This incapacity, one observes, diiefly 
afflicts those who b^;an in unhappier 
times, chiefly such men as Dreiser and 
Cabell. Whenever Dreiser emerges 
from his Los Angeles fog long enough 
to discuss the national letters, he alwajrs 
talks as if he were still surrounded by 
the Y. M. C. A. gunmen who tried to 
dispose of him in the year 1900. This 
is not true. If he were coming into 
New York today with "Sister Carrie" 
under his arm, he would surely need no 
Frank Norris to sell it for him, and 
not even Doubleday, Page & Co. (now 
actually printing Walt Whitman, that 
dirty fellow !) would think of suppress- 
ing it after putting it into type. Even 
the case of "The 'Genius' " belongs to 
history. It hangs on in the courts sim- 
ply because the fortunes of the book 
happened to be intermingled with those 
of a disintegrating publishing house. 
Dreiser's present publisher, assaulted by 
the Comstocks in the same way, would 
resist them and beat them. 

Cabell, another apparent victim of 
what remains of Comstockery, is too dis- 
cerning a fellow to take it seriously. 
He must know very well that it was pre- 
cisely the attack of the smut-snouters 
tfiat delivered him from his long so- 



journ in Coventry. For years a small 
minority of reviewers had mauled the 
tom-tom in his interest, but he remained 
unacknowledged by the mandarin.s. 
Then came the suppression of "Jurgcn," 
the whole coimtry htgan to read him — 
and overnight he was promoted from 
the tattered gray uniform and rusty 
musket of a Vii]ginia genealogist to the 
baton, gild braid and Ordre pour U 
mhite of an Ornament of the National 
Literature. Today only a few despair- 
ing sdioolmarms remain against him. 
"Jurgen" itself has been more widdy 
read than any great masterpiece since 
"Dere Mable." Just as the suppressed 
American edition, by excessive reading, 
began to wear out, the same publisher 
who allowed the Comstocks to suiq>re88 
Dreiser's "The 'Genius' " b^^an flooding 
the country with a sumptuous English 
edition. It was this English edition, I 
believe, that saved American imports 
for 1921 from falling to nothing. 
There is now a copy in every American 
institution of learning, including prob- 
ably the Ohio Wesleyan University and 
the Mormon Sorbonne at Salt Lake 
City, and the youth of the land, search- 
ing it in vain for the obscenities visible 
only to the trained Methodist eye, have 
got inoculated with the news that it is 
a very fine piece of writing, and that 
the author is a vastly more cooq>etent 
fictioneer than the composers of the 
glad books. 

But Cabell, though he estimates the 
Comstocks correctly, is yet a trifle 
wobbled by an influence quite as trivial, 
to wit, that of the English re v iewers. 
This used to be very powerful in 
America and it still is amon|^ a small 
sect of Anglomaniacs, but it is in very 
rapid decay, and will not concern us 
lon|^. The plain truth is that ordinary 
reviewing, for half a dozen years past, 
has been a great deal better done in 
America than in England. Log-rdling, 
over there, has gone so far that unless 
one knows the precise relations between 
reviewed and reviewer it is almost im- 
possible to read a review to any profit 
Those writers who belong to the re- 
viewer's gang are all masters corn- 
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parable to Hardy and Conrad; those 
who are outside are all beneath con- 
tempt. The result is frequently visible, 
first, in the vociferous crying-up of 
such mediocrities as Saphier, Merrick 
and Swinnerton, and secondly, in the 
complete overlooking of such men as 
McFee and Grant Watson, both of 
whom had to come to the United States 
for appreciation. Worse, even those 
English critics who stand above log- 
rolUng — at least of the crass and 
prq)08terous sort that is practised by 
the majority — are singularly incom- 
petent. Consider, for example, Middle- 
too Murry and Clutter-Brock. Murry 
is a learned man, and writes with con- 
siderable grace and charm, but he seems 
to be quite anaesthetic to the literature 
that is in being: all his interest is con- 
centrated upon the past. He knows a 
good deal more than our own Paul 
£lmer More, but intrinsically the two 
have the same outlook, and are equally 
futile and sterile. Gutter-Brock is 
simfjy a diird-rate Murry — a hollow 
hack imitating the bow-wow manner of 
an Oxford don. His recent book is 
filled with some of the feeblest non- 
sense that has come out of England in 
twenty years. It is almost as hollow as 
the two critical works of J. C. Squire. 
In America, even Stuart P. Sherman is 
more intelligent. 

The English master-minds, ever alert 
for a chance to wallop the abhorrent 
Yankee, lately todc a hack at Cabell, 
and apparently annoyed him. But it 
must be patent that their attack did 
him no serious damage even in Eng- 
land ; on the contrary it seems to have 
benefited him, for it was followed ))y 
the publication of the English " J^^^^**" 
aforesaid. I see no reason why any 
other American writer should take their 
denunciations seriously. As I argued in 
this pl;u:e some time ago, they are quite 
unable to understand whatever is most 
national and distinctive in American 
letters, and must inevitably regard it 
as unpleasant. This explains their 
hostility to such writers as Sherwood 
Anderson, and their inability to com- 
prehend such works as Aikman's 



''ZelL" But a hostility that is thus 
founded upon ignorance and worse is 
not dangerous. The enmity of the old- 
time critics of the Mabie school had a 
good deal firmer ground under it ; they 
at least understood the thing they were 
opposing. Nevertheless, their long 
battle brought them to complete disas- 
ter in the end. Today it is not the 
wrath of the lingering survivors of the 
old order that is dangerous, but their 
favor. Let them praise a new book, and 
at once the majority of intelligent 
readers will conclude that it is a sugar- 
teat, and hence not worth reading. The 
English dons and log-rollers are headed 
for the same failure. If they have any 
influence today, it is only among those 
extreme varieties of colonials who coo 
with delight every time an Englishman 
kicks them in the pantaloons. Despite 
the hearty effort of the Anglo-Saxon 
brotherhoods. Christian and Jewish, 
which strive to bring the two great 
English-speaking nations into a t^er 
accord, and even into cultural and 
political identity, it is obvious to any 
fair observer that they are actually 
drifting apart, and that the armed con- 
flict wWch looms ahead is foreshadowed 
by a breaking down of the old Ameri- 
can dependence on and naive respect 
for English notions. The literature 
that is in the making in the United 
States already snows far more Con- 
tinental influence than English in- 
fluence. Such a book as "Jurg^"/' or 
''Winesburg, Ohio,'* or "Chica^ 
Poems," or even "My Antonia" is 
palpably incomprehensible to the normal 
Englishman. 

Ill 
Influences at Home 

In brief, the American author with 
anything interesting to say need no 
longer fear the opposition of critical 
stupidity and intransigeance; if any- 
thing, current criticism tends to puU 
him ahead too fast and to get him out 
of his depth. This has happened, I 
suspect, in the case of Anderson. He 
is constantly nosing into regions that 
are still dark to him. A good many of 
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the poets go the same route. What 
r&dly menaces the new literature is the 
seduction of the cheap magazine. It 
holds out rewards that are sometimes 
too huge to be resisted, and encourages 
tricks and dodges that are very easy to 
learn. The results are visible in the 
annual volumes of short-story '"master- 
pieces" selected by Mr. O'Brien, whose 
standards of judgment are apparently 
exactly those of Ae editor, say, of the 
Red Book or the Saturday Evening 
Post. The committee which awards the 
annual O. Henry prize for the worst 
fiction of the year seems to employ 
criteria that are even more astonishmg: 
the stories that it selects are almost al- 
ways hollow and artificial. It is true, 
of course, that an author of absolutely 
first-rate talent could not be imagined 
manufacturing such garbage, even for 
the great rewards that it brings. One 
simply could not think of a Conrad 
doing it, or a Hauptmann, or a Tur- 
geniev, or a Hardy. But in the present 
case there is no question of absolutely 
first-rate talents: we are dealing with 
men and women who fall, at best, into 
the second class. Not a few of them, 
at the top of that second class, have 
shown that the temptation is strong 
enough to move them. I avoid the 
indecency of pointing to Dreiser and 
Hergesheimer as examples, and direct 
your attention to George Ade and 
Harry Leon Wilson. And, to leave the 
novel for the play, to Booth Tarkington 
and Zoe Akins. Here are four authors 
who have not only exhibited very high 
promise; they have also given us very 
high achievement. And yet all four 
of them have followed that achieve- 
ment by succumbing to the blandish- 
ments of the cheese-mongers of the 
theatres and the magazines. All four 
have done work that is deliberately 
second-rate. 

I believe that the influence of such 
temptations is a great deal under- 
estimated. It is easy enough to argue 
that every author of genuine talents 
should cultivate an artistic conscience, 
and to denounce him when he throttles 
it. But such theorizing is one thing, 



and getting a living is quite another 
thing. The best literature, unfortu- 
nately, is not usually very profitable. 
Now and thai, true enough, a "Huckle- 
berry Finn" or an "Old Wives' Tale" 
earns a large amount of money, but that 
is surely not often. In the main, what 
is genuinely good appeals only to a 
very small class, and thus brings in 
very little money. I doubt that all of 
the plays of Eugene O'Neill taken to- 
gether have earned as much as one 
trashy farce by Avery Hopwood — a 
man who could do good woric if he 
wanted to, but who prefers frankly to 
shake down the boobery. "Sister 
Carrie," to most la3rmen, would seen) 
to be a successful novel, and practically 
every civilized American has read it. 
But the total ntmiber of civilized human 
beings in America is so small that the 
sales of "Sister Carrie" in twenty years 
probably do not measure half the sales 
of even the least successful boob- 
bumper of Gene Stratton Porter or 
Harold Bell Wright. The American 
author without independent means, 
facing this situation, turns either to the 
popular magazines or to the movies. 
In both directions he is forced to put 
on the motley. The magazines demand 
the "powerful" balderdash admired by- 
Mr. O'Brien, and the movies have use 
only for what is frankly idiotic. I am 
not railing foolishly against the maga- 
zine editors or the movie magnates. 
Both must produce literary merchandise 
meeting the tastes of millions who, save 
politiddly and theologically, are vir- 
tually indistiguishable from chimpan- 
zees. They order what tfiey can selL 
But manufacturing it is certainly no 
healthful exercise for artists. 

Nevertheless, the state of afiFairs 
might be very much worse. In the face 
of a temptation that appears to be al- 
most irresistible, there are still writers 
who resist it, and if not every day, then 
gallantly now and then. Cabell, in this 
department, may be said to be almost 
virginal: I have never heard of him 
changing a word to accommodate an 
editor. Nor of Miss Cather. Nor of 
Anderson, or Charles G. Norris, or 
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Henry B. Fuller. Nor of the new- 
comer, Ben Hecht, a man of such 
brilliantly facile talents that he might 
have very easily made a lot of money 
writing for the train-boy magazines. 
Better still, there is constant evidence 
that some of the authors who have long 
served those magazines have been 
seized of late by a yearning to escape — 
and proof not infrequently that they are 
quite capable of it. The case of Sin- 
clair Lewis comes instantly to mind. 
Le>/^'is is an artisan of the deftest skill, 
and for years he was a star of the 
magazines, and apparently unfit for 
anything better than the sort of stuflF 
blue-ribboned by Mr. O'Brien. What 
caused him to become fretful I do not 
know: possibly a reading of "Lord 
Jim," or the whisper of some friendly 
angel, or a sneer that got under his 
hide, or the direct inspiration of God. 
Whatever the cause — personally, I sus- 
pect that it was contact with Cabell — 
he one day put all his old tricks behind 
him, gathered images of some genuine 
human beings into the eye of his mind, 
and forthwith wrote "Main Street" — 
a work certainly far from perfect, but 
equally certainly full of extremely 
sound stuff, and colored here and there 
with stuff that is absolutely first-rate. 
Ironically enough, the book made a 
great popular success, and earned more 
money than any of the trade-goods of 
the author's earlier manufacture. I 
doubt that this success will ever be re- 
peated by a work of the same sort, but 
there is Jilways, of course, the possibility 
that it may be — and that will suffice 
to hearten more Lewises. It will con- 
stitute, at worst, a temptation to coun- 
teract the other temptation. 

Miss Zona Gale and Miss Edna Fer- 
ber have risked the same hazard of 
late, both successfully, and Owen 
Jcrfmson has risked it and failed. The 
case of Johnson is instructive. He 
has abundant technical equipment for 
sound work, as his earliest stories 
proved, but he seems to be handicapped 
by a cargo of childish ideas, evidently 
carried over from the days of the war. 
*'The Wasted Generation" begins as if 



it were the work of a sincere artist; 
it ends as the work of a member of 
the Vigilantes. Turn from it to Dos 
Passos' "Three Soldiers," and instantly 
one senses the unreality of its pictures 
of the war — ^its dependence upon Creel 
Press Bureau banalities rather than upon 
first-hand observation. But Johnson is 
by no means done for. Like Gouver- 
neur Morris, another capital technician, 
he is plainly moving toward clearer air 
levels. In many other directions I 
notice the same reaching out for a 
sounder, more solid manner. The most 
encouraging sign of the times, indeed, 
is not that so many neophytes of good 
skill are bobbing up on sdl sides, but 
that so many writers of longer ex- 
perience are plainly taking stock of 
themselves, and planning new work that 
transcends the needs of the magazines. 
I formally call upon Louis Joseph 
Vance to hit the sawdust trail. So long 
ago as 1913 he made an attempt wi^ 
"Joan Thursday," but it was too soon. 
Today his chances would be infinitely 
better. I name no more names. But 
even in the Authors' League there are 
novelists who might do respectable 
work if they would. 

IV 
The Poets 

As I have more than once said in 
this place, it seems to me that the New 
Poetry movement in the Republic is 
beginning to show a high blood pressure 
and hepatic insufficiency. The poets 
were the shock troops in the revolt 
against pedagogy and obscurantism, and 
they gave very valuable service, but of 
late they appear to be withering; the 
novelists and dramatists have outdis- 
tanced them. Some of the most valiant 
of them, indeed, turn out to have been 
no poets at all, but rather critics and 
propagandists. I name three examples, 
widely differing in every way: Miss 
Amy Lowell, Louis Untermeyer and 
Vachel Lindsay. Miss Lowell's verse, 
studied calmly, is found to be chiefly 
very mediocre stuff, indeed; one small 
song by Mtma Lee, or Sara Teasdale, 
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or Amanda Hall, or Lady Speyer, or 
John McQure, or anyone of a dozen 
others that might be nominated is worth 
the whole body of it. But she un- 
questionably did the state some service 
by her bellicose assaults upon the old 
order, and by her effective merchanting 
of ideas borrowed from Ezra Pound 
and his French friends. She was, in 
her day, a stupoidously devastating 
propagandist, and if she loses force to- 
day it is simply because^ her case has 
been won, Untermeyer was scarcely 
less useful, though in a different way. 
His extremely acute and agile intelli- 
gence hiade his best poems seem rather 
like amazing conservatory exercises 
than like the dithyrambs they pretended 
to be, but that very intdUgence was 
more valuable to the movement than 
any of its actual verse. Most of the 
genuine poets — ^notably Sandburg, 
Frost and Oppenheim — ^were poor ex- 
positors. They could write good poetry, 
but they could not explain it to a pubhc 
accustomed to bad poetry. Here Unter- 
meyer came to the bat, discreet, skillful, 
invincible. He is, I bdieve, outgrowing 
poetry, and even the interest in poetry. 
He will be heard of hereafter in prose. 
Lindsay was a successful propagandist, 
too — ^not as a press accent or critic is 
a propagandist, but after the fashion 
of the elephant in a circus parade. He 
served poetry as Dr. Billy Sunday used 
to serve evangelical theology — by mak- 
ing it picturesque. His actual poems, 
I am convinced, are chiefly nonsense. 
To compare him to Walt Whitman, as 
is frequently done, is sheer lunacy. It 
would be far more sensible to compare 
him to Walt Mason. 

I find nothing of any merit in the 
current poetry magazines, of which 
there are now at least a dozen. Second- 
raters simply posture in the discarded 
costumes of the pioneers. In place of 
poetical ideas one encounters all sorts 
of sociological, epistemological and 
psychological ideas. Conrad Aiken 
tries to reduce Sigmund Freud to dog- 
gerel; Miss Lowell and her imitators 
perform clum^ tricks in a "poly- 
phonic prose" that is actually in- 



distinguishable from the style of a 
Chesterfield cigarette advertisement. 
The real poetry of the day is being 
written by poets who waste no time on 
such ungainly strivings and stretchings. 
As always, it is lyrical. No other sort 
of real poetry is known. 



Book Notices 

Thb Theatre op Tomorbow, by KomeCfa 
Mac^owan (Boni-Lkferight). A compre- 
hensive account of the new stagecraft, 
with superb illustrations in color. 

The Book of Masks, by Remy de Goomioat 
(Luce). The celebrated French essayist's 
opinions of his contemporaries: Maeter- 
linck, Verhaeren, Mor^. Andr^ Gide^ 
Pierre Louys, Arthur Rimbaud, etc Now 
and then the stuff begins to date, bat in the 
main it is fresh enough. 

History op Art, by Elie Faure, translated by 
Walter Pach (Harper). VoL iTAncicnt 
Art A lyrical treatise, full of impassioned 
enthusiasm, but often defective in informa- 
tion. Venr well illustrated. 

Chivalry, by James Branch Cabell (ifc- 
Bride). A new edition of one of Cabdl'a 
earliest and most charming books, here 
discreetly rewritten, and with a soimd in- 
troduction by Burton Rascoe. 

The Book op Lipb, tor Upton Sinclair 
(Economy Book Co.), Mr. Sinclair sets 
forith all he knows. Some of it, alas, is 
not true. But it is an eatertaining and 
often instructive book. 

The Spmrr of the Common Law, by Roscoe 
Pound (Jones). A poietratsng mscussioa 
of the le^l theories which lie at the bottom 
of American law. It is besrond the grasp of 
most American lawyers, but better-mf ormed 
readers will find it excellent stuff. 

What's What in the Labor Movement, by 
Waldo H. Browne (Huebsch). An cn- 
cyclopediac dictionary of terms used in tiie 
labor movement On all controversial ques- 
tions the author is in favor of the union. 

Modern Italian Surgery, tqr Paolo de Vecdii 
(Hoeher). An elaborate account of snr^kal 
progress in Italy, before, during and since 
the war. 

Indispensable Information fok Infants, by 
Owen Wister (MacmilUm). Mr. Wister 
strains very hard for snickers. He is 
far more charmingly downi^ when he is 
serious. 

Fairy Tales and St(»ies, by Hans Christiam 
Andersen (Macmillcm). For the first time 
Andersen is decently translated. He wrote 
for children; his previous translators tried 
to make him fit reading for chautaqua ora- 
tors and university presidents. Now Miss 
Signe Toksvig remedies that vandalism. A 
useful preface b^ Francis Hackett, and de- 
lightful illustrations by Eric Pape. 
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The Songs My Love Sings 

Br A. Newberry Choyce 



THE songs my love sings 
Are brighter than glass, 
Like trumpets in a place 
Where proud ones pass. 

They break on the walls 
And echo at my feet . . . 
But a little quiet flute 
I think would be sweet 

Sweeter than the wind 
In a very tall tree, 
If my love but kne^v 
If my love could see. 

The songs my love sings 
Are bright gold bars 
But I would go loose ag^in 
And listen to the stars. 
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Are Our Geniuses Genuine? 



By Stanley Dearstyne 



DOES Eugene O'Neill love little 
children ? Is Knut Hamsun kind 
to animals? How good a golf 
jJayer is Romain RoUand? Was 
Andreyev a Baptist or a Methodist? 
Is Frank Harris a he-man? Is Mme. 
Curie a good woman? Did Ibsen 
go to Heaven or the Bad Place? Are 
Freud, Conrad and Schnitzler "just 
folks"? How broad are Thomas 
Hardy's shoulders? Are Lenin and 
Trotzky red-Uooded men? Has Ar- 
nold Bennett a square jaw ? Did Frank 
Norris belong to the Y. M. C. A.? Is 
Theodore Dreiser an Elk or a Shriner? 
Was Ctiekhov sober and God-fearing? 
Has Richard Strauss ever sinned? How 
much did Shakespeare make? Did Wag- 



ner help the poor? Are H. G. Wells's 
trousers always well-pressed? Is James 
Branch Cabell a 100^ American ? Does 
Margot Asquith use powder and paint, 
or is she a moral woman ? Does George 
Bernard Shaw believe that it's all for 
the best? What did Walt Whitman 
think of Prohibition? Is Hugo von 
Hofmannsthal a good mixer? Has 
Anatole France ever told a lie? Has 
Gerhart Hauptmann ever used profane 
language? Does Arthur James Balfour 
believe in Santa Claus? Is Georg 
Brandes a go-getter? Has Maxim 
Gorky taken his stand against birth- 
control? Did General Pershing buy 
Liberty Bonds? 
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Inspiration 

By Norris Hodgins 



THE train was crowded, so I shared 
my seat with a flabby-faced minis- 
ter of the gospel with catarrh. It 
was early October and the Laurentian 
woods flamed red and green and gold 
like the fresh-preened wing of a tropic 
bird. Great skelps of riotous colors 
followed each other across the window- 
framed screen, pounding upon bleak 
northern hearts as the surf pounds 
upon a rocky headland. Beauty out- 



beautied beauty with every train-length. 
The climax came as a soft green glade, 
set well up on a knoU, swept into 
view — a dance-floor for njmnphs, 
surrounded on three sides in court- 
martial fashion by the brilliantly uni- 
formed minions of nature. A master- 
piece, it moved the Man of God to 
speech. 

"What a wonderful site for a grave- 
yard!" he said. 



Spectacle 

By David Morton 

THE white, amazing moon comes up the sky, 
^ And flnds these houses and these hills asleep. 
Dark hollows hidden from her passing by, 

And pastures blurred with dim, slow-moving sheep. 
One lifted spire against the purple dark. 

And roadways and the wide fields where they go. 
Receive a sheen of silver for a mark .... 

A sheen of silver . . . that is all we know. 

But moons are long remembered for their light 
By men who walk a silent watch at sea. 

And men who tend their cropping herds by night—- 
All such as know how lonely worlds may be. 

Turning beneath a wide and purple sky. 
Where white amazing moons go proudly by. 
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A Nice Little Couple 

[A Complete Novelette] 
By Thyra Samter Winslow 



CHAPTER I 

THE Landreths were a nice little 
couple. You probably would have 
thought so if you had met them. 
"Nice little couple," in fact, was the 
phrase applied to them by practically 
everyone with whom they came in con- 
tact Their friends called them that, 
even when there was no chance that it 
would get back to them. They were 
well dressed, prosperous, indistinguish- 
able from thousands of other nice little 
couples of New York's upper middle 
class. 

The Landreths had an apartment in 
the Wendholm, a huge apartment build- 
ing m West End Avenue, discreetly 
below One Hundredth Street, which 
they knew well enough was the social 
dividing line. One doesn't live above 
the park. The Wendholm was of yellow 
bride, twelve stories high. It looked 
like a factory building from the outside 
and had a facade of white stone. Its 
adjoining neighbors were of red brick, 
but then, the apartments on the other 
sides were of yellow and white again, 
so its color did not distinguish it. 

Great double doors of glass with 
wrought-iron grills led to an entrance 
hall with a marble floor. The walls 
were of tan plaster, marked with white 
paint in imitation of Caen stone. There 
were Persian rugs on the floor, benches 
of stone, three chairs upholstered in 
red, and a table, elaborately carved. A 
machine-made tapestry hung on the 
wall. In a little cave in one wall, the 
apartment-house telephone switchboard 
was discreetly placed. The one elevator 



was small and silent. Rather insolent 
West Indian colored boys in blue uni- 
forms, gilt-braid trimmed, were in 
charge of the door, the elevator and the 
telephone. The service was always slow 
and poor. Out in front an automobile 
stood, nearly always, and the engine 
was usually chugging. The car was 
most frequently a limousine. Residents 
of the Wendholm usually kept two 
maid-servants and a chauflFeur and were 
the sort who complained about taxis — 
had a pretended dread of riding in them 
— dirty upholstery, germs, that kind of 
thing. 

The Landreth apartment was on the 
seventh floor. It was a six-room apart- 
ment and you could sec the Hudson 
River from the front windows. There 
was a foyer hall large enough to con- 
tain the Landreth's Books in a double 
bookcase. They were sets of books, 
mostly, and quite unread, with one shelf 
of modem, light fiction and half a shelf 
of the standard poets. In the foyer, 
too, was a table for hats and canes, a 
telephone table, a couple of chairs. The 
living-room was done in rather hit-and- 
miss mahogany of near-Colonial design, 
a ponderous George Washington desk, 
an upright piano, a three-piece uphol- 
stered set of blue velour, some mahog- 
any chairs, two of them rockers, a huge 
talking machine, looking, in its corner, 
like an up-ended coffin. The walls were 
tan, the woodwork white. There were 
floor-lamps with rose-colored silk shades 
trimmed in gilt fringe, curtains of white 
net with rose-silk overdrapes. Jean 
Landreth was rather proud of her rose 
and blue color scheme. 



Digitized by 



Qoo^^ 



A NICE LITTLE COUPLE 



The dining-room was in mission oak, 
a set the Landreths had bought when 
they were married, eight years before. 
They knew it was out of style and were 
always talking of getting a new set, but 
there were always things they wanted 
more. There were curtains here of a 
peculiarly unpleasant brown and tan- 
figured material and an oak plate-rail, 
though plates were no longer kept on it, 
with a flowered paper above and brown 
leatherette below. 

Jean and Bob Landrcth occupied one 
bedroom, which was furnished in Cir- 
cassian walnut, purchased three years 
before. The dressing-table, the dresser, 
the chest of drawers had covers of rose- 
colored brocade edged with gilt braid 
and this in turn was protected from the 
wear and tear of everyday usage by 
beveled-edged glass coverings. There 
was a guest-room, too, with furniture 
in mahogany, which included a four- 
poster bed. Here the decorations were 
blue, similarly protected with glass. One 
bathroom served for the two rooms. 

The third bedroom was oflF the kitchen 
and was for the maids. The Landreths 
said, when anyone asked about their 
domestic arrangements, that they kept 
two maids and this was true, at infre- 
quent intervals. At these times, one- 
half of the domestic help was a cook, 
who also helped with the cleaning. The 
second half devoted her time to house- 
work and waiting on table. Usually, 
however, there was but one maid, who 
did nearly eTer)rthing, assisted by Jean 
Landreth, who made beds and salads, 
and a woman-by-the-day, who came in 
for washing and scrubbing. The maid's 
room was furnished with a douWe bed 
of white enamel and odds and ends of 
furniture, an oak dresser, an imitation 
walnut table. 

The kitchen was the usual apartment- 
house kitchen, white enameled, with 
built-in cupboards and closets. It was 
kept in fair order, though the usual 
smell of an apartment kitchen, a com- 
bination of leaking gas, incomplete 
ventilation and wet foodstuffs, always 
Hnp^ered in it. 

The Landreths had one car, a small. 



black limousine of moderate price and 
domestic manufacture. Neither Jean 
nor her husband drove. Their chauf- 
feur was usually an undersized little 
fellow with an assumed servility, who 
got drunk occasionally, grafted by un- 
necessary repairs, prices of tires and 
similar small dishonesties, got fired for 
these and other offenses and was re- 
placed by another of his kind. He 
drove fairly well and carefully. Neither 
of the Landreths cared about speed. 
The chauffeur usually lived with his 
family in Harlem, but succeeded in eat- 
ing most of his meals in the Landreth 
kitchen. He compacted the Landrcth 
menage. 

Bob Landreth was tall, rather attrac- 
tive looking and thirty-five. He had 
brown hair and eyes and was just a 
trifle too stout. There was somethini^ 
a bit weak about his mouth and diin« 
which matched a certain indecisiveness 
in his character. He was pleasant 
spoken in rather a^ slow way and did 
not have an especially brilliant mind. 
He had come from a small town in the 
Middle West, where his people had been 
socially prominent He had three years 
at the State University, where he had 
studied to be an en^eer, but had aban- 
doned this idea of a career before 
graduation and come to New York. His 
coming to New Yoric had been the most 
radical step he had ever made. He 
probably would not have come even then 
if he had not been urged by two of 
his friends from the university. He had 
no desire for any sort of a career that 
could not have been adequately furthered 
in the Middle West, but he liked the 
idea of a big city and New York seemed 
more romantic than Chicago, which, 
because it was near his home town, he 
had visited frequently. 

In New York at first he had tried 
selling insurance. Then he got with a 
firm that made automobile supplies. 

He had been with this firm, now, for 
ten years. He was sales and advertis- 
ing manager, though the actual placing 
and writing of the advertising done by 
the company was taken care of by an 
advertising agency. As the firm had 
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more than quadrupled in size since 
Landreth had joined it, and as the 
owners thought he had a good busi- 
ness head and that some of this growth 
was due to his efforts, his salary had 
been raised frequently and he had been 
given some shares in the business, so 
that now he was able to live comfort- 
ably and even put aside a little each 
year. 

He was a quiet fellow. He liked the 
theatre when the plays were not too 
serious. He liked a novel, when it was 
full of exciting incidents. He thought 
Kipling was the only poet really worth 
reading, scoffed at more sentimental 
writers and read the Times each morn- 
ing and the Sun at night. He didn't 
like to play cards, but he liked a good 
piece of i^ossip about his friends. He 
believed m the theory of prohibition, 
though he had a great deal to drink 
in his collie days and felt that it had 
not hurt him. He objected, now, to the 
prices charged by bootleggers, but he 
bought a bottle of something occasion- 
ally, and never refused a drink whoi 
it was offered to him by any of his 
friends. 

He was proud and fond of his wife 
and never gave other women a thought, 
beyond rather clumsy compliments. He 
had talked patriotic^y during the war 
and had bought a number of Liberty 
bonds, paying for his automobile with 
them, later, but he was glad of the 
opportimity of appl)ang for deferred 
classification allowed him under the 
draft regulations. He was liberal with 
his wife, usually, though he had a 
streak of stinginess which manifested 
itsdf when his checks came for restau- 
rant meals. He hated being over- 
charged and would add up the columns 
with exasperating thorou^ness, tipping 
as little as possible. He was prompt at 
business appointments, never missed a 
day at the office on account of illness 
or laziness, got tro promptly in the 
morning and was thoroughly honorable 
in all business dealings. 

Jean Landreth was thirty-one. She 
was a pretty little woman of medium 
height with rather vacant, large, light 



eyes, a fair skin and a lot of soft, light- 
brown hair. She was a bit too plump 
and was always talking about adopting 
a severe reducing diet and forever get- 
ting weighed. 

She had been bom in Montaigne, a 
little town quite near New York, and 
had always been coming into New York 
for matinees and for holiday vacation 
treats when she was at school. She had 
three brothers and a sister several years 
older than she was. At eighteen she had 
developed temperament. It was a yearn- 
ing to express herself combined with a 
dissatisfaction with the bo)rs in Mon- 
taigne. Her father died about that time 
and her sister got married. She per- 
suaded her mother and her brothers to 
move to New York. 

Jean wanted to be an artist. She 
attended the Art Students League after 
they were in New York. A famous 
foreign artist visiting the League and 
probably attracted by Jean's youth and 
prettiness admired her work one day, 
though it was thoroughly bad, and told 
her that if she devoted the next seven 
jrears to drawing, alone, there was noth- 
mg she couldn't accomplish. She took 
this praise to heart ana though she did 
not devote any of the seven years to 
drawing or to any serious work, she 
always quoted the artist and felt that 
she had turned her back on a real 
career. 

Jean studied, off and on, for about 
two years. At the end of that time she 
developed a knack of making rather 
quaint little black-and-white drawings, 
in a combination of wash and pen and 
ink. She wrote nonsense verses to go 
with these and, during the next year or 
so, she sold a number of them to some 
of the humorous weeklies and attained 
among her acquaintances a reputation 
as a success, though she never did a 
really good thing nor made enough 
money to be self-supporting. 

Of course she longed for romance. 
At the League she met a number of 
young men who answered some of her 
needs. She managed a couple of luke- 
warm love affairs, devoted mostly to talk 
and to the reading of poetry and the 
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writing of sentimental letters. After 
she stopped going to the Les^e she met 
other men, but none of them interested 
her very much or were much interested. 
Then, when she was twenty-two, she fell 
m love with a man named Groverman, 
a married man, who was temporarily 
separated from his wife. Groverman 
dabbled in the arts, doing rather poor 
landscapes m oils, which he presented 
to his friends. He made a living, more 
prosaically, in the manufacture of gas 
stoves. 

Jean's mother got tired of New 
York One of Jean's brothers married. 
They gave up the New York apartment. 
Jean's mother went to live with the 
married sister, the married brother had 
his own household, and the other two 
brothers started out for themselves. 
They gave Jean enough money to live 
on, if she lived economically, arid, as she 
convinced them by her few sales and 
her pose that she was a real artist, they 
allowed her to take a small apartment 
in Greenwich Village and pursue Art. 
She pursued it not at all diligently. She 
was naturally lazy. Even the little 
black-and-white drawings took time and 
effort. She preferred emotions, and 
when she was having a love affair, no 
matter how slight, she could pve no 
thought to anything else. 

Because she was, in a sense, free, the 
affair with Groverman threatened to be- 
come serious. Groverman would come 
up to tfie apartment, a tiny two-room- 
and-kitchenettc affair, and they would 
have dinner there, alone, or go out to 
one of the neighborhood (daces, eating 
uncertain food in unpleasant cellars. 
Jean persuaded herself 4at she was in 
love with him. Her rather shallow af- 
fections did seem, in a measure, satis- 
fied. Groverman was a pompous, ratiier 
wordy little man, but he took himself se- 
riously and Jean accepted him the same 
way. He tned to convince her that she 
ought to have a more intimate affair 
witii him, even suggesting an arrange- 
ment of sharing an elaborate studio. 

Jean was at heart conventional. Her 
small-town training and her own rather 
narrow vievjrs did not allow her to really 



consider a liaison of this sort If she 
had loved Groverman more deeply she 
might have yielded. But even when he 
appeared most attractive, when, in her 
apartment, she allowed him to tate her 
into his arms, she really only pretended 
to consider his desires. 

One at a time, Jean's friends got naar- 
ried. They married, all of tiiem, inar- 
tistic, conventional men of means. They 
began to blossom with new possesions, 
to brag about smart clothes bouf^ in 
good shops, cars even. Jean's income 
allowed only "artistic** clothes of the 
most sketchy sort, and those could be 
bought only when she was clever about 
getting her dinners bought for her. If 
she had an affair with Groverman her 
friends would— well, not cut her ex- 
actly, but they wouldn't approve, either, 
in spite of their boasts of broad- 
mindedness. 

Groverman said he "couldn't stand 
it," that he wouldn't see Jean any more 
unless she would come to some agree- 
ment based on his idea of a contnraa- 
tion of their relationship. No otho* 
men interested her at all, just then. She 
was twenty-three. Her girl friends 
were all married, or about to be mar- 
ried Her art had been neglected for 
some time. She could never do any- 
thing with it seriously, anyhow. She 
knew that. It bored her to work, ex- 
cepting at intervals or when she f dt sl>e 
needed to be "understood. •* 

She didn't know what to do. 

Then she met Bob Landreth. She 
met him at an informal studb party, 
the sort of a party she usuadly attended, 
where you sat on cushions and smoked 
poor cigarettes and talked about art and 
psychology. 

She liked Landreth from the start. 
If she hadn't been in love with Grover- 
man she might even have fallen in loTe 
with him. Even as it was, she used all 
of her charms to attract him, and she 
was rather charming at twenty-three — 
slender, big-eyed, fair. She did attra^ 
him. 

Landreth was getting lonely for girls. 
The girls he had met casually during his 
few )rears in New York teid not 
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appealed to him. He wanted the small- 
town type of girl, g^rgly, flirty, friendly, 
simple. Jean, sensing his needs, gave 
him just the side of her he wanted. She 
hid from him her too-modern ideas. He 
came to see her, began taking her places. 
She talked bravely about her art. She 
lold him about her motho* and her 
brodiers. 

All this time she was seeing Grover- 
man, wondering what to do about him. 
She hated to give him up. She did love 
him, really, in her way. Yet she hadn't 
the courage nor the depths of affection 
to yield l^rself to him. With Grover- 
man, she hesitated, promised, fooled, 
pretended To Bob Landreth she 
showed herself as a jolly, modem, am- 
bitious Uttle giri. 

Grovenxan, at die end of his patience, 
deserted her, if simply to quit coming 
to see her can be called desertion. He 
wouldn^ write to her, wouldn't come 
to Ac telephone when she called. He 
had "thrown her down." 

Jean, of course, was miserable. She 
threatened suicide, she did a hundred 
little temperamental things. Here she 
was, tweity-tfiree, the man she was in 
lore with gone, her girl friends married, 
her art a Ssappointment and a bore, her 
o^er friends u nin tere s ting and without 
possibilities. 

Landreth, spurred on by Jean's 
tndifferenoe to his attentions, her 
aloofness, by the sadness in her eyes, 
misinterimted all of diem and fell in 
krve. After all, Jean was sweet at 
twenty-three, rather fragrant and pow- 
dery, with a nice litde giggle and a 
dcver answer. Bob Landrcdi, in k>ve, 
was deeest, earnest, upright. As soon as 
he became aware of his own feeling he 
asked Jean to marry hfan. Jean, de- 
lighted at the thought of a way out, a 
sensible, almost-too-good way out, was 
delighted to accept him. They were 
married three wedcs later in Montais^ne 
in her sister's home, a nice little 
wedding. 

CHAPTER n 

Jean didn't even try to see Grover^ 
man after her marriage. In fact, she 



saw him only twice after that, and both 
times by accident. Years later, she 
heard from a mutual friend that he had 
moved out of town. She always 
thought herself, as indeed she was, 
lucky to have come out so well with her 
affairs. 

Married, Jean decided to settle down 
and enjoy matrimony. Bob Landreth 
had been with the automobile accessories 
company for two years at that time. He 
was already developing into a steady 
business man. His salary was small, 
but he was ambitious and dependable. 

Jean and Bob took a small apartment 
pretty far uptown, and Jean did her 
own work and wore cheap ready-made 
clothes. She was delighted at being 
married. She liked plajring at house- 
keeping. She learned to cook and, bor- 
rowing cook books from the public 
library, experimented with new, inex- 
pensive dishes. She kept in touch with 
her old friends who had married men 
of not too much wealth. Those who 
were too rich or too poor or still single 
did not appeal to her. She didn't want 
to be patronized and she didn% know 
quite how to patronize. 

Landreth, Uke most unattadied men, 
had made few enou|[h friends in New 
York, so Jean's friends of her own 
financial and social stattis made up their 
circle. Occasionally Bob invited an ex- 
tra man in, and Jean found among her 
old friends an unattached girl, but these 
two scarcdy ever got along well to- 
gether. Jean's friends were all "artis- 
tic" in some fashion. Bob's were always 
business men, not interested in art or 
literature, and preferring pretty, stupid 
girls to the pseudo-thinkers, rather 
plain, usually, who remained of Jean's 
single feminine friends. 

From the first, Jean and Bob Lan- 
dreth were a "nice fittie couple," like the 
thousands of other nice little couples in 
their own neighborhood. As Bob's sal- 
ary grew and they rose from walk-up 
apartment to elevator, from doing- 
your-own-work to two maids, from sub- 
ways to taxis and to their own car, this 
phrase remained as adequate descrip- 
tion. 
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For the first few years of her mar- 
riage matrimony itself occupied Jean. 
When there's little money to spend, it is 
easy enough to take time in the plan- 
ning and spending of it. Too, Bob 
proved far more pleasant than Jean had 
expected. She really grew to love him, 
and in a deeper way than she had 
thought possible, though she always de- 
spised him just a little, too, because it 
had been so easy to marry him. 

Jean and Bob went everywhere to- 
gether. Bob never made an engage- 
ment without J6an. Jean saw her wo- 
men friends in the afternoon and 
hurried home so as to arrive before Bob. 
They and the young couples like 
themselves who had proved most con- 
genial led a pleasant sort of a life : din- 
ner at one another's homes occasionally, 
with talks about how little the dinner 
had cost, clothes and TOssip ; the theatre 
about once a week, when they sat in the 
gallery, unless one of the crowd knew 
an obliging or friendly press agent. 

Jean did not touch her drawing- 
board after her marriage, though she 
spoke of her work frequently enough. 
From what she said you might have 
gained the idea that she had given up a 
career for matrimony. She talked of 
the visiting artist who had praised her 
work years before, and spmce of what 
she might have accomplished if she had 
kept on studying. The fact that she 
had stopped studying long before her 
marriage and that marriage as in her 
case — without children and with few 
household responsibilities— offered her 
just as much freedom to pursue her 
career as being single could have done, 
seemed never to occur to her. The truth 
was, Jean was lazy. She was glad of a 
definite reason for having given up her 
work. But she liked to think about it, 
to weave a romance over her dead 
career. 

As the years passed and Jean grew 
accustomed to matrimony, and as luxu- 
ries were added and she did not have to 
plan ahead for Kttle desires, she found 
more time for other things. Men, who 
for years had been definitely impersonal, 
began to restune their original place as 



attractive fellows who could be spoken 
to, played with a bit mildly even. Jean's 
friends, as Bob became more prosper- 
ous, became more prosperous, too. That 
is, those who did not get ahead were 
dropped or dropped themselves auto- 
matically when they could not go to 
places or spend money as the others de- 
sired to do. New friends were added, 
an occasional neighbor, a woman met at 
a tea who had some especial attraction, a 
"nice little couple," friends of some 
other nice little couple they alr^y 
knew. 

Now the Landreths had been mar- 
ried for eight years and lived in the 
Wendholm in West End Avenue. Jean 
Landreth was plump at thirty-one, but 
her large light eyes were still attractive 
and her hair was abundant and fair 
and her skin good. 

Her days were much alike. She rose 
usually at half-past seven, when Bob 
did. Minnie, the maid, knocked on the 
door to wake them. Bob made a ccmi- 
plete toilet, with great splashings of 
water and growls over cuts in his face, 
as he shaved, always ememng from die 
bathroom fresh and re^faced. He 
sang as he bathed and dressed, little 
tuneless, meaningless versions of thinf^ 
from new musical comedies or favorite 
songs of his childhood. 

Jean took a hurried shower, dabbed a 
bit of cream on her face and a bit of 
powder over that and got into a negli- 
gee, always a bit tawdry, always of silk 
and always slightly stained from pre- 
vious breakfasts. She thought it right, 
as did Bob, that husband and wife 
should have breakfast togedier, though 
they really gained little enough during 
this brief companionship. 

Minnie, the one maid at this time, 
prepared the breakfast now, and served 
it. It was simple enough, fruit always, 
usually grapefruit, prepared by cutting 
it, scooping out the seeds, making an 
attempt at cutting the fruit from the 
skin, and adding powdered sugar. There 
was toast, which Jean made at table, her 
task consistin|f of putting the cut bread 
into the electnc toaster and taking it out 
again when it was toasted and buttering 



Digitized by 



Qoo^^ 



A mCE LITTLE COUPLE 



11 



k. She usually left it in too long, so 
that it was burned on the edges. There 
was breakfast food, too, and occasion- 
ally eggs or sausages and, of course, 
coffee with cream. 

The Landreths took two newspapers, 
which was considered a bit literary by 
some of their friends. Bob read the 
Times both at breakfast and during his 
ride to his office. Jean read the Tribune 
and later dhanged to the World. She 
glanced at and ignored the pages de- 
moted to news, but read the theatrical 
critkisms, F. P. A. and Heywood 
Broun. She hardly ever read a book 
Broun referred to and caught only 
about half of F. P. A/s colunm, but 
thought it smart to say "Did you see 
that thing in the Conning Tower?" She 
tfiought Bob a lowbrow and lacking in 
the better understanding of higher 
diings because he stuck to the Times, 

After Bob left— Jean always accom- 
panied him to the door, gave him one 
rather indifferent kiss and called after 
him, "Good-bye, telephone me if any- 
thing happens" — she went back into the 
^ing-room and finished whatever hap- 
pened to be on her plate. Bob had to 
cat rapidly. Hq drove to his office and 
fiked to get down a little after nine. 

Breakfast finished, Jean went into the 
Kving-room to wait for the mailman. 
Waiting for the mailman was always a 
distinct something to do, though she got 
little enough mail, and none of it of any 
importance While she waited she read 
a magazine story or a few pages of a 
book or looked over letters. Jean usu- 
ally kept up with the lighter new fiction. 
She read, too, each month, the Cosmo- 
politan, the Metropolitan, Vanity Fair, 
Harper^s Bazar, Ainslee's and the Mo- 
tion Picture Magazine, She looked over 
Ae Saturday Evening Post, which Bob 
brought home, and sometimes read one 
of the stories, though they usually 
seemed awfully long. When she was 
interested in getting things for the house 
she bought House and Garden or The 
House Beautiful, and showed the pic- 
tures to Bob, though she never read the 
articles. She bought, at intervals, after 
liearing people talk about them, copies 



of the New Republic and the Nation, 
and always wondered, later, if anybody 
really read them, after all. She never 
could read anything in them. 

Always when the hallboy brought up 
the mail Jean seized it eageriy and 
looked it over, finding a miscellany of 
bills and notices of tlw meetings of un- 
exdusive clubs, changes of addresses of 
tradespeople, occasionally picture post- 
cards from traveling friends, once in a 
while a personal letter of interest. Then 
she glanced at the watch she always 
wore, a small platinum one on a grey 
wrist ribbon, a Qiristmas gift from Bob. 
If it were before ten, she read ag^in ; if 
after, she went to the telephone, which 
stood in the hall and started her daily 
routine of telephoning to "the girls." 

"The giris" included all of Jean's 
feminine acquaintances. She usually 
telephoned to two or three, and the same 
number telephoned to her. Her inti- 
mate group consisted of only four cou- 
ples, but there were always other 
women to talk to, outsiders, to whom 
you didn't tell intimate things, but who 
were pleasant to talk to, to boast to a 
bit, even. 

Each of "the girls'* was married to a 
man who supported her in above-the- 
average comfort. Yet each one was 
bored with her husband and was inter- 
ested in some other man. Just at this time 
none of these affairs was really dra- 
matic, though each woman felt that hers 
was important — ^that she had a problem. 
Her method of solving it was to talk it 
over, intimately, with each of her dear 
women friends. Things that men would 
hesitate about, even before referring to 
them at all, were cut to bits, explored, 
eagerly investigated. These women, as 
other women of their class, knew abso- 
lutely nothing of discretion. The men 
whom they went with, their newest 
"flairs,** might hesitate, discreetly, 
about even mentioning their names, but 
the women, among themselves, dragged 
the men into every conversation. 

CHAPTER III 

Today Jean telephoned first to Rosina 
Brace. Rosina was really her best 
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• friend. She lived perhaps ten blocks 
from Jean, across the park and in a 
slightly smarter neighborhood. They 
saw each other nearly every day. Yet it 
was necessary to spend at least half an 
hour on the telephone, talking over 
their affairs each morning. 

Rosina was tall and slender and dark, 
quite attractive in an Oriental sort of 
way. She accentuated her type as much 
as she possibly could. She wore, usu- 
ally, earrings of jade with a bit of 
carved jade at her throat, and gowns 
v/ith flowing sleeves. She wore her hair 
sleek and plain, and, as her eyelashes 
were long and thick, she needed very 
little makeup. But she constantly car- 
ried a lip-stick with her. She had a 
little chased gold case for it and she 
would take out her vanity case and ap- 
ply powder and the lip-stick about every 
naif-hour, until the lip-stick had become 
definitely a part of her personality. 

Rosina's husband, Tom Brace, was a 
lawyer, a big hearty fellow with rather 
sandy hair. He was devoted to his wife, 
but had a rather flirty way with other 
women, too, though no one ever had 
*'got anything on him." Rosina was al- 
ways so mudi interested in other men 
that she paid no attention at all to Tom 
and his little affairs. 

At present Rosina was fond of a 
youth named Freddie Phipps. Freddie 
was a dapper little fellow, with dark 
curly hair and a bit of a swagger and 
rather red lips. Rosina called him "the 
boy." 

Jean got Rosina on the telephone at 
once. Although Rosina knew that Jean 
or other friends would telephone her, 
according to the rites of her clan, she 
did not answer the telephone when it 
rang, but waited until her maid called 
her, though if she had wanted to call 
anyone on the telephone she, herself, 
would have asked for the number. 

When she and Jean got to talking, 
she had to tell Jean a long tale about 
Freddie. She had met Freddie by ap- 
pointment at the opera and he had 
brought another man with him and they 
had not had a moment together, and 
now Freddie threatened to come in to- 



night after dinner. But tonight Ro- 
sina's mother-in-law was coming to din- 
ner and she didn't dare have Freddie. 
If Freddie knew the reason, he'd come 
anyhow, and if she told him a fib he'd 
think there was another man and get 
jealous. Mrs. Brace, senior, was an old- 
fashioned cat who would get terribly 
wrought up if Freddie appeared, for he 
had been there the last time she was at 
dinner — and she'd put awful ideas into 
Tom's mind. . . . 

"Tom is as bad as I can stand him 
now," Rosina went on. "You know 
what an old bore he is, with his great 
blah ways, always talking about him- 
self and what he does. I just hate his 
mother, and he knows it, but he insists 
on having her in to dinner, and I have 
to break all my dates and sit around 
listening to how wcrnien treated their 
husbands during the Civil War. Freddie 
feels that if I really cared for him I'd 
be glad to have him whether my mother* 
in-law was there or not — ^that I'm 
ashamed of our friendship. He's jeal- 
ous of that Frederickson midge, whom 
I haven't seen since the Taylor tea. 
Listen, couldn't you and Bob drop in 
after dinner, sort of accidental. ..." 

But Jean and Bob had a dinner en- 
gagement. Why not come over to tea 
and ask Freddie? He could get oflF. 
He'd feel flattered and not care about 
coming again in the evening. Jean 
would have some little cakes and some 
marrons . . . and tell Freddie to 
stop at Constantin's for some of those 
good French chocolates. . . . 

After talking to Rosina, Jean went 
into the kitchen to discuss with Minnie 
details of the day's work. There would 
be no dinner, of course . . . jres, 
there was enough roast left for Minnie. 
And, because there was no dinner, Min- 
nie could get up some nice sandwiches 
and things for tea — a smile for Minnie, 
who didn't care about elaborate teas. 
What did Minnie need? Eggs . . . 
soap . . . bread • • . ancnovies for 
sandwiches . . . some of that new 
Swiss cheese. . . . 

Jean did the marketing herself. She 
liked doing it. Jean's marketing con- 
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sisted of visiting, in person, the grocer 
and the butcher on nice days when she 
was going out, anyhow, and of tele- 
phoning her orders the rest of the time. 
She patronized rather expensive shops 
near her apartment, on Broadway. She 
could have saved money by trading a 
few blocks farther away, but then she 
would never have done any of her own 
marketing, and for some reason she 
felt that she was being peculiarly virtu- 
ous because she did this herself, some- 
times. Her maid could have done as 
well or better, but Jean liked the actual 
contact with the men in the shops, the 
spending of money. She always man- 
aged to be waited on by the best-looking 
clerks, always smiled at them and called 
them by name. 

Jean telephoned now to the grocer, 
waiting until "Martin" answered the 
telephone, insisting, "Pick out nice 
things for me, yourself, Martin; you 
know the kind of lettuce I like." 

Just after she had finished, her tele- 
phone rang. She waited, of course, for 
Minnie to answer it. 

"Mrs. Harrington for you, Mrs. Lan- 
dreth," Minnie reported. 

Eva Harrington was a slender little 
thing with big dark eyes and a lovely 
skin, but otherwise rather plain. She 
was good-natured and always full of 
funny anecdotes. Her friends thought 
her "a scream" and said *'the fun starts 
as soon as Eva gets in." As a matter of 
fact, she was rather talky and stupid, 
but those in her set rather put up with 
her on account of her husband. He was 
Tracy Harrington, the illustrator. 

To be sure, Harrin^n sold most of 
fais things to advertismg agencies, but 
he illustrated for the magazines, too» 
and had had a few cover designs on 
some little-known publications. He was 
in no way a brilliant fellow, but because 
he was, in a way, an artist, his friends 
looked up to him. He did not go with 
artists, as most of his craft did. In fact, 
he was always calling the others narrow 
fellows who could talk only shop. He 
didn't refer to his work very frequently. 
Tean had known the Harringtons since 
her League days. They were one of the 



few couples she had kept up with, and 
she had met several of her other friends 
through them. 

Eva Harrington, just now, was get- 
ting over a quarrel with her husband. 
The quarrel had been brought on by a 
chap named Andrews, whom Tracy 
Harrington had thought quite too 
friendly with Eva. While Eva was al- 
ways interested in some man besides 
her husband, she denied that she cared 
anything about Andrews and resented 
Harrington's attitude. She told Jean 
the details. 

"We were sitting there talking, in the 
studio, you know, just the two of us, 
and Billy was telling me about a story 
he was writing, the plot, you know. 
That was absolutely all. And Tracy 
came home. I thought he was going to 
be out with an automobile man all day, 
doing some drawings for some adver- 
tisements. But he came home. Well, 
I never saw a man act so funny in all 
my life. He took off his coat and hat 
aiid just stalked into the studio, his 
arms crossed and simply roared out: 
'Haven't you anything to do all day but 
stick around here and waste my wife's 
time?' Imagine that! And you know 
how sensitive Billy is. I could just sec 
him quiver. 

" *I asked Mr. Andrews in,' I said. 
*He's not wasting my time. He's in- 
teresting me instead of allowing me to 
be bor^ the way I am so much.' I 
thought that would quiet Tracy, but it 
didn't. 

"'Interesting you,' he roared again. 
*I want to say that from now on my 
wife can find something better to do 
than to sit around with a lot of tea-lice 
and listen to unpublished masterpieces.' 

"Of course there was nothing I could 
say. You know how sensitive Billy is. 
T managed to get him out, somehow. I'm 
simply all broken up over it." 

"Come over to tea," urged Jean. 
"Rosina's coming and Freddie may 
drop in. Billy could come, if you like. 
You could talk with him — he wouldn't 
feel so badly." 

"All right," said Eva, "though I 
won't be good company. I'm simply 
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broken up — scenes like that about noth- 
ing. Tracy is getting simply unbear- 
able ... if there was anything for 
him to feel that way about . . . but 
the way things are ... I don't care 
anything about Billy . • . but I don't 
see how I can stand Tracy. ..." 

CHAPTER IV 

Phoebe Munson was Jean's next- 
best friend. She and Phoebe had been 
inseparable several years before, but 
there was just nothing about Phoebe to 
take hold of. In the first place, she had 
no domestic troubles. Jean could hardly 
admit there were women like that. 

Phoebe seemed actually to like Jef- 
f ry Munson. She never had any com- 
plaints to make against him. She was 
not in love with nor even fond of any 
other man. She never seemed to have 
anything to talk about ! Jeflfry Munson 
had inherited some money, so business 
depressions did not matter greatly with 
him. Phoebe got along well with the 
servants, so they seldom left her. Jef- 
fry was in love with his wife, so there 
were never any accounts of his having 
gone with other women. 

Altogether, lean thought Phoebe 
rather impossible. Phoebe bored her. 
But, partly from habit and partly be- 
cause she didn't have anything else to 
do, she got her on the telephone. Jean 
did not telephone to all of her women 
friends every day, but this morning she 
had nothing to do until "the girls^' ar- 
rived for tea. Days when she had an 
early luncheon engagement or some- 
thing like that she didn't have time for 
morning telephone calls. 

The talk with Phoebe was not long 
and was curiously dispirited. Jean lis- 
tened to Phoebe's story of her cousin's 
visit and how tired she was of visiting 
relatives. They compared a play they 
had seen and thought that the male star 
was at least ten years older looking than 
he had been the year before, and that 
his leading woman was greatly over- 
rated. Phoebe had met Olga Petrova at 
tea a few days before and added the one 
interesting bit to the conversation by 



describing her. Jean really was inter- 
ested in knowing how Madame Petrova 
looked off stage. 

"My dear, she is perfectly beautiful ; 
wasn't made up at all, except her lips, 
maybe, and she has the most wonderful 
profile I've ever seen in all my life. If s 
her nose, really. But then her eyes are 
perfectly wonderful, sort of green. She 
had on a black hat and great enameled 
earrings and a sort of a hirii niching 
at her throat and a jade chain. She 
talked in the most wonderful voice 
about the most fascinating things, not 
caring about death and not bdieving in 
any future life . . . things like that 
... the most fascinating woman.'* 

No, Phoebe didn't remember any ex- 
act quotations or anything else, but 
she'd try to think up some more later. 
Yes, she thought she could come to tea 
— if Jeffry didn't telephone for her tr 
meet him in town. She was planning to 
get a couple of chairs for the living- 
room and wanted Jeffry to look at them, 
and if he had time he was going to tele* 
phone her • . . otherwise she'd come 
. . . about four. . • . 

Jean telephoned Marian Archibald 
last of all. 

Marian was just the opposite of 
Phoebe. Marian had too much of a 
problem and she insisted on talking 
about it every minute. Marian was in 
love, really in love, horribly in love, not 
having a mere flair like the others. The 
man was Dr. Frank Chambers, a 
chubby, most unromantic little fellow 
with a round, red little face, a round, 
red little nose, receding hair, receding 
forehead, receding chin. Dr. Chambers 
was too polite, too pompous, generally 
unpleasant. 

Marian's husband, Joe, was a decent, 
quiet fellow, who seemed awfully fond 
of her. Marian had three children — a 
boy of seven and two giris of two and 
five — and she was always threatening to 
'ope with the doctor. Her conversa- 
tior •* were punctuated with "the doctor 
said." She quoted him, thought of him, 
believed in him. The only reason that 
none of Marian's friends gossiped about 
her was because she anaesthetized them 
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by her steady talk. There was nothing 
they could say about her that she hadn't 
said. The very mention o£ Marian's 
doctor bored them. 

"Don't tell us one vrori the doctor 
smd,** they would beg, in diorus, when 
she joined them. 

They didn't think the doctor was good 
enou^ for her. Everyone liked Marian. 
She was tall and attractive-looking. 
•*The girls" talked about her, among 
themselves^ solemnly, and hoped she 
wouldn't do anything really serious, 
break up her home or anything like that. 

Over the telephone Marian started in 
on a long story about the doctor. Yes, 
she had tried to give him up, really 
tried. She hasn't seen him for four 
days, though he'd telephoned, of course. 
Then he lutd had to drive out to Peek- 
drill and he'd phoned and bulged her 
to go, so she'd consented . . . that was 
Tuesday — ^and, well she jtist didn't see 
what she was goi^g to do about it. She 
didn't care for Joe . . . simply couldn't 
beep on with him any more. And she 
simply could not give up the children, 
even for the doctor, and of course she 
couldn't keep the children if she left 
Joe and went with the doctor — and she 
amply couldn't give up the doctor. 
What could she do? She was just get- 
ting desperate about things. 

Jean asked her to come in to tea. 
She cmjldn't get much esodted over 
Marianas state of mind. She bad known 
Marian for two years, and Marian had 
been desperate and just about to do 
something definite all that time. 

CHAPTER V 

Hni telephoning over, Jean took her 
magazkie and lay down on the living- 
room Gouck. She didn't read, exactly, 
just sort of thought about things. These 
women with their flairs. . . . Still, 
why not? She didn't havfe a flair for 
anyone. Oh, she had liked men in the 
past, since she'd been married . . . not 
seriously, perhaps. . . . Still, it did 
seem funny, men liked other women. 
Was it that she wasn't attractive to 
men? Or didn't she try to be attrac- 



tive. She wondered if that was tfie 
matter, really. 

She went into her bedroom and 
looked at herself in the mirror. She 
wasn't fat, really, just a little plump. 
Not nearly so fat as other women whom 
men liked. Her complexion was good 
and everyone was always telling her 
what nice eyes and hair she had. Since 
she had quit wearing corsets her figure 
really was better, sort of straight up 
and down and boyish and not stiff. She 
looked young, not nearly her age, since 
she'd been going to that really clever 
woman in East Fifty-fourA Street. 

Yes — she was as attractive as other 
women. Yet she didn't care for anyone, 
really. And no one cared for her, at all. 
Of course Bob cared. Why shouldn't 
he ? Wasn't she always jolly and pleas- 
ant, always home when he wanted her, 
always ready to go to places ? But Bob, 
after all . . . eight years of marriage 
. . . Bob didn't count. She didn't rave 
over Bob the way Phoebe did over Jef- 
fry. Still, she was probably as big a 
bore to her friends as Phoebe was. 

She felt, though, that she had been 
smart enough to pretend, to make up 
scenes, to act as though men thought 
her attractive. The girls told her things 
because of that pretense. But what was 
the use of pretense if Aera wasn't any- 
thing back of it? At that she might 
m^e men like her, if she tried. What 
was tfie use? What was Ae use of 
anything, anyhow? Still, if she tried 
to attract men, the way other women 
did. • • • 

She went back into the living-room 
and wrote a letter to her mother, using 
her next-best paper, asking her moAer 
to spend next wedc wiA her. She knew 
her mother liked to get up to New York 
occasionally. 

Minnie came in to tell her Aat lunch 
was ready. As always, Jean had wasted 
her morning over nothing. After all, 
what was there to do? 

She ate alone in the dining-room, a 
salad, a bit of cold lamb, a cup of hot 
chocolate. After luncheon she went 
back to the living-room, wrote a busi- 
ness letter, telephoned to another woman 
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she knew, a negative sort of woman 
whom she just happened to think of. 
She wasted another hour reading . . . 
she wanted to finish a book Eva had 
loaned her, one Eva had borrowed 
from someone else. 

It was not a pleasant book. Jean 
liked books with gorgeous love scenes 
in them, elaborate phrases, bits she 
could quote to the girls, later. She 
hated unhappy endings. She hated 
stories of unpleasant people of the 
middle or lower class. She liked to 
read about luxury, prosperity, pleasant, 
rather exotic adventures, mystery, big 
love scenes, a touch of immorality. 
The book she was reading seemed to 
her too "realistic." She meant sordid, 
but she disliked the book anyhow. 

It was time to dress, then. Before 
dressing, she went into the kitchen. 
Minnie was starting things for tea. 
She begged Minnie to "make lots of 
sandwiches" and thought that those of 
cream cheese, nuts and dives would be 
best. And would Minnie mind going 
out and getting a pound of those little 
French cakes, the kind with aJl the 
nuts on top? After all, with no dinner 
to prepare. . . . 

It took Jean a long time to dress, 
as it always did. She massaged her 
face, using the upward strokes she had 
been taught would keep her young 
looking. She powdered her face and 
put on rouge, darkened her eyebrows, 
added a purple shadow above her eyes, 
a liquid eye^Iash dye and lip-paste. 
She arranged her hair, was dissatisfied 
with the way it looked, did it over 
again. She put on a dress of black 
silk crepe, with flowing sleeves, the 
sort of dress half of the women she 
knew were wearing. 

Marian Archibald came before Jean 
had finished dressing. Minnie opened 
the door and Jean called for her to 
"come right in here." 

Marian took off her coat and hat, 
flung them on Jean's bed, sat down 
at Jean's dressing table and proceeded 
to make up, over again, though she had 
probably completed the process just 
before leaving her own home a few 



minutes before. Marian had recently 
had her hair bobbed in the new "pine- 
apple shingle" and she thought it made 
her look years younger. She admired 
her hair and her profile in the mirrors 
and then launched into her problem 
again. 

"I absolutely don't know what I'm 
going to do. I simply will not and 
cannot give up the doctor. I don't like 
to say this — ^but that man has the 
weirdest sort of a fascination for me. 
Why, as soon as he comes into the 
room I just want to get up and throw 
my arms around him — call it physical, 
chemical, whatever you want to: I 
simply can't give him up. Why, do 
you know, sometimes, when I think 
that he is with women patients, sit- 
ting at their bedsides, loolang at them, 
I get absolutely ill all over. I just have 
got to do something about all this. But 
I can't give up the children. You're 
not a mother. You can't imagine how 
I feel about them. If Joe would let 
me have the children I'd go away with 
the doctor in one minute. But of 
course Joe wouldn't. I've found out 
that. If I went away with the doctor 
he'd say I wasn't the right sort of a 
mother for the children and I'd have 
to give them up. I wish I could take 
the children and go out and support 
them mysdf. I can't do that. There's 
just no way I could earn a cent, the 
way I was brought up. You know 
that. So I just stay on with Joe and 
pretend to take an interest in him and 
his terrible little affairs. But I can't 
keep on — something has got to happen 
—that's all there is about that. ..." 

They went into the living room. 
Marian was still talking about her 
problem when Eva Harrington arrived. 
Eva was smouldering and indignant at 
Tracy, her husband. 

For a moment, as women with prob- 
lems always do, when they meet one 
another, there was a slight aloofness, a 
tiny period of formality. Then, as if 
a dam had broken, they started in 
again, each interested only in her own 
affair. 

"It's just too much," said Eva, "If 
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Tracy hadn't preferred a home to a 
successful wife, I could have been 
every bit as good an illustrator as he is. 
I was just as clever, you know that, 
Jean, but he happened to have the 
knack of cashing in on his talents and 
he didn't bdieve in both of us doing 
things — said he could do twice as much 
if the house ran smoothly, so I put my 
time in keeping house — ^and see the re- 
suk. Now, he calls Billy Andrews, 
Billy who is as sensitive as a child, 
one of those tea-lice. Can you imagine 
that? And what chance has anyone 
to fight with Tracy? Tracy — an artist 
— ^and he looks and acts like a prize- 
fighter. Not that I care a thing about 
Billy, but just think — coming home, 
taking off his coat and saying to 
BUly. . . •" 

Eva didn't care for Billy. She kept 
repeating that. It was just the prin- 
ciple of the thing. She wanted men 
friends and Tracy was too narrow to 
allow her to have them in the right 
way. Well, she'd have her friends or 
she'd know why. 

Marian interrupted to show how 
different her case was. With her it 
wasn't just theory or principle. She 
started in, then, with an accotmt of the 
doctor. It wasn't as if the doctor 
didn't respect her. He did. But he 
didn't want her at a distance. He 
wanted her to come to him, get a 
divorce, marry him — ^he kept on saying 
she didn't care for him because of the 
way she acted. . . . 

Rosina arrived. Jean went into the 
bedroom with her, as she took off her 
wraps, for Rosina was her best friend 
and of course there were things they 
had to discuss that they didn't care to 
say in front of the other women. 
Rosina's story had to do with Freddie 
Phipps, of course. Freddie was jealous 
of everyone Rosina looked at. Tom 
Brace, Rosina's husband, was an old 
bore but a good provider, and Tom 
objected, in turn, to Freddie. How- 
ever, if enough other men were around 
and he didn't think it was just Freddie 
Rosina cared for, Tom thought things 
were all right. But Freddie, mstead of 
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being satisfied with that, hated the 
others who hung around, though they 
were really just brought in for his 
sake. Yes, it was annoying. And now 
Freddie was acting up again. If 
Rosina only had enough money, so that 
she didn't have to stand for Tcwn — ^but 
of course Freddie didn't have any 
money, and, after all, Freddie wasn't 
a marrying man and, even so, she didn't 
know that she wotdd have wanted to 
marry Freddie, if he were a marrying 
man. If only men were simply to 
handle. . . . 

They joined the others. A few 
minutes later Phoebe Mtmson came in. 
They had tea. Phoebe told about meet- 
ing Madame Petrova all over again. 

CHAPTER VI 

They sat there, five women t)rpical 
of their class, well-fed, well-groomed, 
fairly well educated. Their husbands 
supported them in a sort of luxury. 
All five professed some artistic lean- 
ings — Rosina had written little things 
for magazines, Phoebe had had some 
household articles published, Marian 
had sung in concerts. Yet not one of 
them could actually support herself nor 
was willing to support herself in any 
decent, self-respecting way. All five 
had servants, four had cars. They 
lived in expensive apartments, wore 
rather good-looking or at least expen- 
sive looking clothes. And, of the five, 
four were thoroughly dissatisfied. 
Three were interested in men other 
than their husbands, one was bored 
with her husband but, at the time, un- 
interested in anyone else, and the fifth 
made an attempt at marital loyalty and 
happiness. 

TTie conversation, of course, was 
mostly about husbands and "the other 
man," though it touched, too, on life, 
on "what are we getting out of things" 
and "is anything really worth while." 
Each woman cared only to talk 
about herself and her own affairs. No 
one liked to listen. There was some 
talk about "here we are, getting old 
and this is all we are doing, after all," 
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but nothing pleasant or clever or inter- 
esting was offered. On the whole, the 
talk was of what "he" had said and 
how stupid the Tiusbands had been. 
All of the voices were a bit too high, 
a bit strained. And what one said the 
others could have said and did echo. 
If you had not known the women and 
the slight peculiarities of their voices, 
by their choice of words, their pronun- 
ciations, their philosophies, you would 
never have been able to distinguish one 
speaker from the other. 

They came to certain definite con- 
clusions but they were the same con- 
clusions they had come to many times 
before. They reached no definite line 
of action, because they did not desire 
definite action. 

As a matter of fact, they were as 
satisfied as they could be. Their prob- 
lems were the very things they enjoyed 
about life. Excepting for the fact that 
they were beyond their first youth and 
worried about it, they would have been 
decidedly happy. But one had found 
a gray hair or two, another was having 
trouble with a double chin, another 
feared that her age was the thing that 
was keeping attention away from her. 
They all liked men just about their own 
ages or a little younger. In a few years 
they would like men much younger, 
just as, a few years before, they had 
been flattered by the attentions of 
middle-aged men. Only two of the five 
had children, and children took up 
little of the conversation. Rosina told 
something about her small son. 
Marian talked of her three children, 
but it was of their relation to her prob- 
lem and not about them as children, 
as her contribution to any future 
civilization. 

Husbands, of course, formed one of 
the chief topics of conversation. 
Husbands were stupid, boring. They 
were inartistic, lacking in understand- 
ing, in sex attraction, in charm. They 
were good enough because they earned 
money, but, at that, these women feh 
that their own husbands did not do 
as good a job of supporting them as 
did the husbands of hundreds of other 



women. Their husbands were nega- 
tively good ; tfmt is, they did not spend 
their money on drinking or on other 
women. But, at that, they were 
definitely boobish, sa)ring the wrong 
things aJl the time, coming home when 
they weren't wanted, interfering when 
they shouldn't have interfered. 

The men they liked — they were dif- 
ferent. The fact that the husbands 
were at work, making money for them, 
while the other men were Me, during 
the husbands* office hours, to gain a 
veneer of artistic knowledge, did not 
alter their opinion of the other men's 
charms. The other men, as a rule, did 
not "mean well by them," would have 
been frightened off by any suggestion 
of matrimony, could not have sup- 
ported them. That was not what 
counted. What did count was that 
the women were dissatisfied, that these 
men offered cheap stimulation, enabled 
them to pretend a lost girlhood and 
yet were not, usually, dangerous. They 
talked, pretended they were about to 
leave th^ir husbands, but held on 
firmly, even while they talked. 

The conversation these women hdd 
would have been unconceivable among 
a gathering of men. Men, even when 
in love with other women, keep up, 
among themselves, a pretence of loyalty 
towaixl their wives. These women took 
an actual delight in holding up their 
own men to ridicule. 

"The poor potato," one of the shriD 
voices said, "thinks I can go on, lead- 
ing the life he lays out for me. Why, 
there is absolutdy nothing that that 
shrimp-face can say that can interest 
me at all in any way. He's about as 
uninteresting as a door-knob or a 
wooden chair. But, just because at 
the age of consent I was fool enough 
to want to get married and happened 
to be slightly fond of him at the time, 
I have to go through life watching my 
best years fade away and not daring to 
talk interestingly to any other man for 
fear the potato will have something to 
say about it. ... " 

Or, 

"He said, *How long is this going 
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on?* and I said, 'I don't know what 
you mean by going on, but if you think 
it's any fun keeping house for you and 
getting meals ready and then having 
you nag me when you get home, well, 
you aren't exactly right. III admit. If 
you ever read a good book or cared 
about a serious play, it might be dif- 
ferent, but you don't give me any of 
the mental stimulation I need and then 
you complain because I attract people 
who do. . . . * " 

At five, Doctor Chambers came in. 
He looked even rounder and redder 
when he saw all the wcMnen but he re- 
tained his breezy, pompous little man- 
ner. No, he couldn't stay — positively 
no — ^he just happened to be driving by 
and he remembered that Mrs. Archi- 
bald had said something about drop- 
ping in to tea and he thought that he 
might as well drop in for a word with 
the ladies . . . no — nothing to eat, 
really . . . sorry he couldn't stay. And 
how were the ladies, this fine day? The 
weather was lovely, wasn't it? An 
early Spring, more than likely. Yes, 
there was something about Spring, 
wasn't there? . . . 

"The ladies" dropped their former 
manner and were smiling, twittering, 
even. Doctor Chambers* bedside man- 
ner was a success even outside of the 
sick-room. He stayed just a few min- 
utes. As soon as he had gone — Marian 
went to the door with him and chatted 
for a little while, very low — all of "the 
girls" started in on a new discussion. 

"I can't see what you see in him," 
Eva Harrington contributed. "He — 
he isn't even artistic. At least, if you 
care for anyone else he ought to have 
some quality your husband hasn't got." 

"He's pleasant enough, but a tone- 
head," added Rosina, and then, more 
dreamily, "but I know how it is • . . 
love . . .if you love a person it doesn't 
make any difference what charms he 
has or hasn't. You're right, Marian, 
it is chemical. Wasn't it Theodore 
Dreiser who said it was chemical? If 
you don't love a person, all of the 
charm in the world won't stir you an 
inch — ^but if you do care for anyone. 



why, it's their faults you care for most 
— Freddie, now. Of course — " 

Just then the bell rang again and it 
was Freddie Phipps, hin^f . Freddie 
was accompanied by a young man no 
one but Freddie knew, a slender young 
man with blue eyes and sleek blond 
hair, a pale young man with rather 
full lips and thin cheeks and a chin 
that could have been stronger. 

"Happened to run across Oliver 
Henderson," Freddie explained, curl- 
ing his red lips into a pleasant smile, 
"and I knew an extra man wouldn't 
be out of place. He's really quite a 
lad. I warned him I was bringing 
him into a den of growling lionesses 
and he didn't hesitate even for a sec- 
ond. Girls, Oliver Henderson!" 

In five minutes, Oliver Henderson 
was eating sandwiches and drinking 
tea. Ten minutes more and he was 
talking, pleasantly intimate, to every- 
one. Ten minutes more and he and 
Jean were a bit apart from the others. 
Half an hour — ^and Jean felt a decided 
tug at her emotions. She b^an to 
study the man beside her, began to be 
a trifle more careful about what she 
said. How interesting he was. He 
knew so many interesting people, did 
such pleasant things. She knew what 
was happening. She was, well, yes, she 
was going to have a flair for Oliver 
Henderson. 

The conversation became general 
again, but it was a diflFerent conversa- 
tion. It sparkled a trifle. The women 
coquetted, the men smiled encourage- 
ment. There was something delight- 
fully immature about the whole thing. 
It smacked more of adolescence than 
of settled matrimony. 

But dinners were at seven. Rosina 
and Freddie strolled off, together. Eva 
telephoned Billy, who would meet her 
half way and walk almost home with 
her. Marian and Phoebe left. Only 
Oliver Henderson lingered. 

"I say," he said, "you aren't going 
to turn me out, without a word about 
'come again'? I may come back, mayn't 
I? I've a thousand things I want to 
talk with you about. And I want to 
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ask all about you. And me, I've a shop 
of my own. I'd love you to see it. 
There are a lot of things you don't 
know about me, you see. What about 
tomorrow? Friday, then? Tea? At 
four? Lovely. Shall I telephone you 
earlier in the afternoon, to remind 
you?" 

While she put on a dinner dress, Jean 
thought of Henderson. Her welcoming 
of Bob was rather vague. She put him 
off with, "Yes, the girls were here for 
tea. I'll tell you adl about it on the 
way to the Howells'. I've a slight 
headache — ^not very entertaining, I'm 
afraid.'' All during dinner at the 
Howells' she felt pleasantly exhilarated 
as if something lovely were happening. 
The Howells — what stupid people they 
were. Middle-aged. Why, Mrs. Howell 
must be almost forty — ^her hair was 
awfully gray. What could a woman 
like that know about romance, emo- 
tions ? 

What a dear fellow Oliver Hender- 
son was — so sleek and blond and good- 
looking. Nothii^ like Bob. How 
cleverly he talked about books and peo- 
ple and art. He was an interior deco- 
rator. He had told her that. He had 
promised to tell her a lot about deco- 
ration, too. He had said something 
about attending an exhibition of Eliza- 
bethan furniture. Jean didn't know 
what Elizabethan furniture was, ex- 
actly. The period of Queen Elizabeth, 
of course, and the tables rather 
knobby — she'd heard of it, vaguely at 
art school. Still, things like that 
couldn't be hard to learn. 

She wondered if Oliver Henderson 
— pleasant name — ^had a girl. If he 
had, of course he wouldn't be inter- 
ested in her. But, perhaps he didn't 
have one. He acted interested, any- 
how. Well, you can't tell. Unexpected, 
pleasant things could happen to anyone. 
Things like this. At the beginning of 
the afternoon, she hadn't dreamed. . , . 

CHAPTER VII 

Three months passed. Perhaps they 
took as long in passing as months usu- 
ally take, but they hurried, for Jean. 



No longer, when she answered Rosina's 
telephone call, did she have to simulate 
an interest in Rosina's affair. No 
longer did she have to fake incidents 
about her own days. No. Now, she 
really was interested in Freddie and 
Rosina. She felt almost a kinship with 
them. Wasn't it Freddie who had in- 
troduced her to Oliver? She could 
exchange confidence for confidence, 
now. Oliver took her to teas and 
luncheons. Oliver came to see her, 
afternoons. Oliver met her "by acci- 
dent" when she and some of the girls 
went to the matinee. Oliver took her 
to studio parties. Bob Landreth was 
jealous, but she could get around Bob. 
He was stupid to allow it, of course. 
But Bob was just a husband, didn't 
understand anything. Jean could com- 
pete with any of the girls in telling 
tales about stupid husbands now. 

Of course, it seemed almost too wcm- 
derful. 

To think that Oliver Henderson, 
youngs handsome, attractive, shotdd 
care for her! She had thought that 
no one could care for her, again, that 
she had passed the age when men could 
fall in love with her. It was like re- 
ceiving a wonderful new gift to find 
that she was still young and lovable. 
Some of the girls hinted, cattily, that 
Oliver cared for her because of what 
she could do — had done — for him. 
That was all nonsense. Of course she 
had done what she could. But then, 
other women would have done just as 
much or more. 

After all, she had only introduced 
him to a few people who had allowed 
him to redecorate their homes. And 
they gained just as much as Oliver did, 
for he certainly had made their homes 
look wonderfully well — ^better than any 
other decorator would have done. To 
be sure, he had decorated Jean's own 
apartment. But then, didn't she have 
the pleasure of it, and of knowing that 
it suited her own personality? Of 
course, it had cost a lot of money, but 
Oliver had got most of the things for 
her at cost. He had told her so. After 
all, Bob made money. Little enough 
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he did for her, anyhow. If he couldn't 
do that — ^give her a small city apart- 
ment decorated nicely to suit her, what 
could he do? 

Now, the apartment was finished. 
In the process, Jean had received quite 
an education in decoration. No longer 
was Elizabethan furniture a mystery to 
her. She could recognize, at sight, fur- 
niture of nearly all of the periods. She 
could discuss, prettily, colors and back- 
grounds, woods and carvings. She felt 
she could talk with Oliver quite on his 
own ground. Poor Bob! How little 
he understood things! Why, he had 
laughed, actually, when she had tried 
to explain to him about the things in 
his own home. 

Jean was quite satisfied with the fin- 
ished apartment. The living-room was 
no longer a hodge-podge of near- 
Colonial. Gone were the tan walls 
and the white woodwork and the blue 
and-rose color scheme. 

"This is middle-class, commonplace, 
not for you," Oliver had told her about 
her apartment. "You need something 
vital, something real— colorful and yet 
not too brilliant, something to bring 
out the opalescent changes in you and 
yet not hide any of your depth and 
softness. How I hate to think of you 
among these commercial things." 

Jean had learned about "commercial" 
furniture. "G)mmercial" things in- 
clude everything purchased from de- 
partment stores or regulation furniture 
places. 

Jean, in her middle-class ignorance, 
had thought that the logical place to 
buy furniture was at a furniture 
store. Oliver showed her her error. 
Furniture stores, it seems, keep only 
the lowest kinds of furniture, horrible 
''commercial" things, "Grand Rapids 
stuff" turned out by factories by the 
thousand. The thing to do, of course, 
is to get real antiques, things with the 
real "feel" to them. If yon can't find 
a genuine antique to suit your needs, 
the next best thing is to have some- 
thing made. You patronize a "little 
shop" and the propnetor trails around 
at second-hand places and cabinet- 



makers and locates "something good," 
often a piece of old wood out of which 
the reproduction can be made, or he 
finds you an already-made "really nice" 
reproduction. 

Oliver owned a little shop. There 
were no "commercial" things in Oli- 
ver's place. The shop was in a base- 
ment in the East Fifties, «ear the 
Avenue. In the window one chair 
usually stood, preferably of the Italian 
or Spanish Renaissance, together with 
a bit of tapestry or a taffeta cushion. 
Inside, you would find a few unusual 
chairs, a cabinet made during the reign 
of Louis XV, an old English tap- 
estry, a few bits of Venetian glass, 
lengths of draperies borrowed from 
wholesale houses, some "amusing" oddi- 
ties of painted tin, an early American 
mirror. 

Everything to Oliver was either 
"awful good" or "amusing," if he liked 
it, or "impossible" or "painful" or 
"dreadful" in condemnation. Oliver 
was not liberal in his views. A thing 
was either good or bad, and most things 
were bad. He thought that Jean's 
friends' homes — with the exception of 
one or two which had been done by 
other decorators and were "rather 
nicely done" — were "pretty dreadful" or 
"unspeakable." He laughed depreca- 
tingly over women's attempts to "do 
their own places." 

The walls of Jean's apartment were 
now a pale gold color. The woodwork 
was the same tone, "rubbed down" 
with bits of Venetian blues and greens. 
The doors especially, Oliver admitted, 
were "awful good." Jean had had to 
get special permission from the land- 
lord to change the red mahogany of the 
original finish to these mo&ed Vene- 
tian colorings. 

The living-room was done in the 
American decorators' version of the 
Italian of the Renaissance which, 
Oliver said, perfectly fitted Jean's per- 
sonality and her blue eyes and brown 
hair. The curtains were of a coarse, 
rather dirty-looking tan silk, with 
overdrapes of red and gold bro- 
cade. The furniture was heavily carved 
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walnut, upholstered, not too comfort- 
ably, in blues and reds, with touches of 
purple. The lights were parchment 
shaded. The bookcase had given way 
to black-enameled bookshelves. 

In the dining-room there was a 
long refectory table with branched, 
wrought-iron candlesticks at the ends. 
Walnut and mahogany had disap- 
peared from the tedrooms. These 
were done in enamel, now; Jean's and 
Bob's room in a dull blue-green, the 
gui^-room in a pale yellow. At the 
■*«Jt of each bed was a chaise longue, 
though Jean was not quite used to them. 
All over the house, on couches and 
before the fireplace and in all sorts of 
unexpected places, were cushions, three- 
cornered cushions, round cushions, 
square cushions with taflfeta fruit in the 
corners. Jean thought the new fur- 
nishings were simply wonderful. 

Jean's days passed quite as they had 
done, except for the addition of Oliver. 
It was Oliver's telephone call she 
waited for, now. 

One sight of Oliver made her happy 
all day. She loved Oliver, of course. 
She admitted that. She wanted to run 
away with him, though he hadn't asked 
her to. But, of course, there was Bob 
and the apartment and the comfort of 
little things. Besides, as she said to her 
women friends, when they talked it 
over: 

"After all, I'm all Bob has got. He 
works so hard all day just for me. I 
simply know he couldn't stand it if I 
were to leave him. So I'll go on sac- 
rificing «yself, I suppose, always, as 
I always have done for him. Oliver 
says it is simply criminal, the way I 
gave up my career. But, after all, that's 
over and done with . . . one can't 
really leave nor deceive a person as 
dependent and as good and as stupid 
as Bob." 

The touch of excitement that Oliver 
brought to Jean made her life seem 
decidedly worth living. Bob objected 
to Oliver, of course. But he wasn't 
like Marian's Joe nor Eva's Tracy. He 
hadn't threatened to leave Jean nor to 
throw Oliver out. He had just lis- 



tened to her arguments about freedom 
for married people and the individual 
rights of the New Generation. 

At the beginning, Bob had been j<eal« 
ous, of course. J^ous and hurt. But, 
after all, that was flattering. Jean was 
rather pleased at Bob's attitude. Now, 
Bob was getting trained. He didnH 
say much. He spent a few more nights 
downtown, perfiaps, and was a little 
more silent when he was at home, but 
that was all. Bob, after all, Jean knew, 
was an American husband — stupid, 
good, willing to stand for almost any- 
thing. 

CHAPTER VIII 

Jean was giving a party to show off 
the newly decorated apartment. It was 
given in honor of Oliver, as much as 
znything. Oliver had rather hinted 
that it might be good for him, in a busi- 
ness way, if he met the rest of Jean's 
friends, if they saw her apartment and 
him together. 

She was dressed, now, waiting for 
her guests. She wore a new gown, 
rather long and blue-green, made of 
layer upon layer of cluffon, caught at 
the waist with a girdle of dull gold and 
green. It was a gown designed for her 
by Nan Talbot, a friend of Oliver's. 
Nan was young, about twenty-two. She 
had an odd little shop that Oliver had 
decorated for her and made ''personality 
gowns" that brought out the best points 
of the wearer. Nan herself had sledc 
bobbed blonde hair and big brown C3res, 
and did quite well for hereelf both with 
her own gowns and the prices she 
chained others. 

Jean had been jealous of Nan — Oli- 
ver had known her for years — until 
Oliver explained that it was really a 
business friendship, that eadi one sort 
of gave the other opportunities, "when 
anything comes our way." Jean 
thought it quite all right when Oliver 
had taken her to Nan for gowns. Nan 
really had made her some awfully nice 
things. 

Bob was just finishing dressing. Jean 
stood at the door of the bedroom and 
watched him as he put on his oolbu*. 
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What a big, stupid feUow he was I 
Were the girls right? Was it just about 
impossible to stand him any longer? 
That's the way they all felt about their 
husbands. Still, she had been fond of 
Bob, awfully fond. He'd been terribly 
good — was good. But what a bore — 
what did he know about furniture — and 
color and poetry — ^about beauty and 
living . . . ! 

T^ bell rang. The guests began to 
arrive, the first guests, with their as- 
sumed gayety, their nervous laughter to 
hide the humiliating fact that, in their 
eagerness, they were too early. In the 
guest-room, the men's black overcoats 
piled up. In the Landreths' bedroom 
were the women's wraps. On the 
dressing-table stood a huge basket of 
tiny, colored individual powder-puffs, 
bought at Nan's shop. At the door 
stood Minnie, in cap and apron. In 
the dining-room the new second girl 
and the diauffeur were quarreling over 
what Jean had told them to do about 
the punch. 

Eva came with a new man, Ronald 
Paries. Billy Andrews had been 
dropped some time ago and she pro- 
fessed being tired of Ronald now, 
though Tracy was calling him a tea- 
louse and threatening to throw him out. 
Rosina and Tom Brace came together, 
but Rosina whispered to Jean that Fred- 
die would drop in later. 

"He's bringing little Ruth White, so 
Tom won't get angry, and I'm neariy 
dying of jealousy. Imagine driving aU 
the way here with that little thing — she's 
only about eighteen and cute. If he 
doesn't get here early I'll — I'll simply be 
dead. How spiffy you look ! The Tal- 
bot certainly knows clothes — and 
prices." 

Marian and Joe came together, too. 

Marian, as usual, was quite in a flut- 
ter. She called the girls aside and 
asked them, one at a time, what she 
should do. She simply couldn't stand 
Joe another moment. "Just look at him 
now, the stupid, awful thing. There 
isn't one thing right about that man. 
When he puts his arm on my shoulder 
I think I'll scream. And yet — because 



of the children — The doctor rang up 
tonight, just before Joe came home, and 
he said he just couldn't stand things 
much longer — that I had to decide. Yet, 
what can I do ? Just before I left, Ju- 
nior said the dearest thing. He called 
me to him and whispered, 'Muwer, I 
fink. . . .'" 

Jean was happy. Here she was — 
with everything — a lovely home that 
just suitwi her personality; Oliver, 
whom she cared for and who cared for 
her; Bob, stupid, stolid, but really de- 
pendable underneath, who would pro- 
vide things always — she really was 
fortunate. 

Of course she didn't really love Oli- 
ver. Didn't she? He had told her he 
loved her. She had kissed him perhaps 
a half dozen times. He had held her 
in his arms, called her "littie dear," 
talked to her with his lips pressed close 
against hers . . . "Little dear, I love 
you — ^you know that." Oliver — she 
couldn't give Oliver up — but then 
she didn't have to give him up— didn't 
have to g^ve up anything. Of course 
not. 

More guests came — ^more twitterings 
and laughter. Then Oliver — with Nan 
Talbot. Jean had rather thought they 
would come together, but it hurt her to 
see them. She knew just how Rosina 
felt about Freddie. How young Nan 
looked! And, after all, if Nan knew 
the secret of "personality gowns" for 
others, she knew the secret for herself, 
too. Nan wore a little frock of black 
silk, a straight little frock with short 
puffed sleeves and a very plain round 
collar of organdie with a littie hand-run 
hem. Her hair was short and sleek and 
her eyes were big and brown — why, she 
looked seventeen. 

Guests — ^they were all here now — 
Lois Barring, Rosina's cousin, with the 
red-haired Brooksher boy ; the Purdetts, 
a young couple whom Jean had met a 
couple of weeks before; a dozen other 
people — ^the apartment seemed overflow- 
ing. Everyone drank punch and talked. 
It was quite jolly. 

Then the telephone rang. The call 
was for Rosina. Rosina gave little yips 
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of surprise as she listened to the mes- 
sage, then rushed to Jean. 

"I — I can't believe it," she whispered. 
"Guess what has happened. Guess — 
quick — one guess — ^you can't imagine — " 

"No," said Jean. "Hurry up, tell 



mc 



"Phoebe Munson has left Jeffry or 
Jeffry has left her or something. Her 
cousin just phoned me ; you know, Mil- 
dred Wray. I went to school with her. 
I thought Phoebe would be here. Mil- 
dred just found it out. Phoebe's going 
out West and get a divorce. Jeflfry's 
been running around and she f otmd out 
about it. Of all people — why, she never 
even looked at another man. Of course, 
she could easily enough have overlooked 
what Jeffry did, but Mildred said she 
simply couldn't forgive him. I don't 
know that I blame her. Still — But 
Phoebe of all people. Didn't you think 
it would be anyone else in the crowd 
except her?" 

Jean did think so. The news buzzed 
through the crowd. People mouthed it 
over, a luscious bit. It made Jean ill, 
just a little. Phoebe had seemed so sat- 
isfied, so settled, one of the few plac^ 
people. Phoebe getting a divorce be- 
cause Jeffry was interested in another 
woman. Oh, well, if other people 
wanted to get their lives all messed 
up. . . . 

She called Oliver into the hall. She 
wanted a moment alone with him. Was 
it imagination or was Oliver a bit — 
wdl, mdifferent— lately? She didn't 
know. She had been the one, for days, 
who had been doing most of the tele^ 
phoning. Still, he alwa3r$ was aloof, a 
bit indifferent. Yet he had told her he 
cared. Did he care? She had to find 
out. 

"Having a good time?" she asked. 

"Of course," said Oliver. "Only you 
know I hate crowds." 

"But 3rou — ^you wanted this crowd,'* 
reminded Jean. 

"I know I did — but there isn't anyone 
here that I could get — that understands 
things. All this noise — this stupid talk 
— it makes my head ache." He pressed 
a pale hand "Xo his forehead. 



"I know," said Jean. 'They'U go 
early. I wish that you and I were here, 
talking, alone, instead. I've that 
little book of poems you spoke of, 
the French verses. If you like, to- 
morrow afternoon — I could call for 
you." 

"I'd like you to," said Oliver. 

"You are a dear. You really — do 
like me, then ?" 

"like you ? Little dear, you know I 
do." Oliver took one of her hands, 
pressed it quiddy, dropped it again. 

Someone came into the hall. Jean 
talked prettily about nothing, mingled 
with her guests. 

She was worried, though. It wasn't 
only about Oliver. It was more than 
that. It was Bob. 

She didn't like to admit, even to her- 
self, that Bob could worry her. Yet 
Bob was acting peculiarly tonight. Had 
he ever acted that way before? Every 
time she looked around she found him 
talking, alone, with Eva Harrington. 
Of course Eva was married and one of 
her best friends and Eva was having a 
mild affair with Ronald Parke. But 
then, Eva was tired of Parke and her 
affairs were never very deep nor very 
lasting. And as for friendship — ^when 
it came to Eva and a man. . . • 

Bob had never looked at a woman 
before, at any woman, married or single. 
To be sure, he liked married women 
best, said "they spoke the same lan- 
gu^e." But Eva! Jean knew all of 
Eva's cheap, stupid little ways. How 
could Bob fall for her? Of course Eva 
was pretty enough, younger than she 
was by three years or so, and full of 
little feminine tridcs — but Bob! Why, 
Bob had seemed so solid, so dependable. 
Of course he bored her. But Bob was 
one of the big things, one of the steady, 
background things of life. 

Jealous of Bob ? It wasn't that. Yes, 
it was that, too. But of course Bob 
didn't care for Eva, for anyone else; 
couldn't care for anyone else. Hadn't 
he laughed at her flairs, declared his 
superiority to the type of person who 
went in for that sort of tfiing? Of 
course. 
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CHAPTER IX 

The evening wasn't a success, though. 
There was the talk about the Munsons. 
In theory, everybody admired the 
woman who was willing to be free, 
willing to let her husband go, if he 
wanted to. Phoebe Munson had been 
the one woman in the crowd who had 
never spoken against her mate. Yet 
now the tide swung suddenly. The 
most radical of the gathering had things 
to say about "Phoebe is a fool to let hmi 
go so easily," and '*You just watch, 
Jeffry will keep on going out and hav- 
ing a good time, but, divorced, Phoebe 
will be nothing at all," and "She's too 
old to get anyone as good as Jeffry 
again. It's probably her own fault if 
she couldn't hold him." 

Jean wandered about, wondering if 
the laughing, diattering groups were 
really enjoying themselves. She went 
into her bedroom and rearranged her 
hair, powdered her face. She shivered 
about nothing at all. A curtain hung in 
front of her bedroom door, a new cur- 
tain, one of Oliver's inspirations. It 
was of shot silk, green and cream, with 
touches of orange. She had put her 
hand out to push it aside to go into the 
hall, when she heard voices just outside 
the room. Oliver's voice. She waited. 
She didn't know why. Oliver was talk- 
ing with Nan Talbot. Nan Talbot! 
That little tiling ! As if Oliver— 

"Don't be a little goosie," Oliver was 
sajfing, in his rather affected voice. 
'•You know good and well I don't care 
anything about the Fat One. Can^t 
you trust me wdl enough for that? 
After all, a business deal is a business 
deal." 

The high "girly" voice of Nan inter- 
rupted. 

"Maybe so. But aren't you carrying 
on this one a little too far — mooning 
around at teas and things ? I'm not the 
jealous sort, you know that. A girl 
can't really be sure, tfiese days — " 

"Little goose, there's nothing to even 
tlisnk about, really. You're a nullion 
times too dear, that's all. Don't you see 
It's for you as mudi as for me? This 



thing is over now, absolutely. You 
know you can believe me. When I say 
it's over, it is. I've been easing out 
gently already. This four-flush bunch 
haven't got any real money. I've done 
all I can and I'm through. At that, 
she's got a better-looking place than 
anyone else would have given her for 
the price or that she'd ever have had 
under any other circumstances, even if 
I did get rid of those two hoodoo chairs 
and the round table. Why, when I 
think what I found in this place— red 
mahogany and rocking-chairs, really! 
But it's a business ded and it's over. 
You believe that, don't you?" 

'*Of course I do. Only you see how 
I felt, don't you — with you always — " 

The voices moved away. Jean pushed 
aside an evening coat from the edge of 
the bed and sat down. So — so it was 
over. To Oliver she was a business 
deal. He hadn't cared at all ! 

She got up, looked at herself in the 
mirror. She compared her face, rather 
drawn, just a bit flabby at the chin in 
spite of "the wonderful woman in East 
Fifty-fourth Street," with Nan's face, 
young, firm, vital. Of course Oliver 
hadn't cared for her. Who was Oliver, 
though, after all ? A young, rather ef- 
feminate interior decorator. Did she 
care for him, really? Of course not! 
Still, she had acted that way. TTic 
things she had said to Oliver! The 
conceited, laughable things ! The things 
she had let him say to her! It was hu- 
miliating. That was it. It was her 
pride, not her heart, that was hurt. 
Still, that was bad enough. And there 
wasn't a single thing she could do. 

There was Bob. She was sure of 
Bob. Sure? After the way he'd been 
acting over Eva? Well, pretty sure. 
After all, eight years of married life! 
She'd ask him, just to satisfy herself, 
after the guests left. 

She joined the others in the living- 
room. She looked with new eyes at 
the redecorated apartment After all, 
wasn't it a little garish and overdone? 
Did it really suit her personality in any 
way? 

Jean saw, suddenly, that it was ex- 
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actiy like the apartments Oliver was 
doing for everyone else, with small 
changes in color and arrangement. Oli- 
ver "went in for" Italian things, so her 
things were Italian. If she had chosen 
a decorator who preferred Georgian or 
French. • . . Bob didn't even like 
the new things, and the chairs weren't 
as comfortable as the old ones had been. 
Oh, well, the apartment was done, the 
money — Bob's money — was spent. Yes, 
it was "correct," good-looking, better 
looking than it was before, anyhow. 

CHAPTER X 

The guests left, with a great clatter 
and buzzing. . . . What a wonderful 
success the apartment was! . . . How 
well Jean looked in the new gown I . . . 
Wasn't it exciting about the Munsons? 
Give me a ring in the morning. . . . 
Yes . . . everything. . . . Wasn't 
it. . . . 

How ugly the place looked after the 
guests had gone, with chairs awry, ciga- 
rette ashes over everything, the smells 
of ptmch and cigars and stale perfumes 
and food! A shell without life — sudi 
a cheap, faked shell — her home — noth- 
ing in it worth while or real. Still . . . 
Bob. . . . 

Bob was in the bedroom, taking off 
his coat. 

"Party went off pretty well, didn't 
it?" he commented, pleasantly. 

"Yes," said Jean, tonelessly, and 
then, without warning, "Bob, do you 
care anything about Eva Harrington?" 

"About Eva? Nice girl," said Bob. 

"I know she is. One of my best 
friends. I don't mean that. I mean 
do you — like her especially? You hung 
around her tonight and at the Dela- 
fidds'. ..." 

"Well, if you want to know, yes, I 
do like her." 

"You mean — ^you — care for her?" 

"Why the melodrama? I'm not 
leaving home for her or anything like 
that. Eva wouldn't leave Tracy on a 
bet, you know that. Only, you've talked 
so much about flairs and things like 
that — ^always ragging me because I 



don't understand your emotions, be- 
cause I never do anything. So you got 
me to noticing women. Yes, I've rather 
a fondness for, a sentimental flair, I be- 
lieve you call it, for Eva — ^nice, human 
little thing with good eyes and a pretty 
skin. . . •" 

'* You're — ^in love with Eva Harring- 
ton?" 

"Oh, come now, none of the third- 
act stuff. I like the girl. She gets 
close to me, flatters me. I like it. She 
phoned me the other day, wanted some 
advice about a car Tracy was thinking 
of getting. We had lunch together. I 
guess she mentioned it. I'd have told 
you if I'd thought of it. Qjnsidering 
the number of lunches you have with 
people. ..." 

Jean had a bit of mild hysterics then. 
She accused Bob rather crudely of 
things he hadn't thought of doing. She 
rather expected, every minute, that Bob 
would put his arms around her and tell 
her she had imagined the whole thing, 
that he "didn't see a thing in Eva," that 
he cared only for her. 

Bob did nothing of the sort. He 
did soothe her, of course. But he held 
his ground. He didn't say the things 
she wanted to hear. He repeated that 
he "didn't expect to cut loose or do any- 
thing to get riled over." He admitted 
"being human" and having waked up to 
the fact that there were pretty women 
in the worid besides his wife and that, 
with the present freedom for married 
people, he didn't see why he couldn't 
take some advantage of it. 

After all, as he himself said, he never 
would have looked at another woman if 
Jean hadn't talked continually about the 
freedom men and women both ought to 
have, after marriage, and of what ter- 
rible bores husbands were. That was 
about all — he wasn't going to do any- 
thing she hadn't done. . • . 

Jean undressed, got into bed. Bob 
turned out the light, got into bed, too. 

That was it — Bob wouldn't do any- 
thing she hadn't done. Perhaps not 
But that was it. Jean thought of all 
the stupid things she had said to Oliver, 
had let him say to her. She had let him 
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kiss her, things like that. Bob, her Bob 
— the one big, dependable thing in the 
world ... He had bored her, but 
not as much as she had pretended, for 
the other girls. She couldn't stand it, 
if Bob acted the way she had done. 
Why, from now on, she'd even have to 
be careful about Bob — Bob would start 
comparing her to other women — 
younger women — ^and she was past 
thirty and didn't look awfully young 
mornings and late at night. 

Bob hid been the one thing she was 
surest of. For years now — eight years 
— and Bob would need thinking about. 

Oliver — that was over. It hurt now, 
a mixture of pride and misplaced affec- 
tion. Oliver had made a fool of her. 
But she could get used to that — sort of 
wipe Oliver off her slate, forget Oliver. 
She wouldn't even worry about other 
young men. She knew men, now. She 
wouldn't trust any of them, ever. She 
would be careful. 

But Bob. That was different. Was 
it different? After all. Bob was a man. 
She had thought that he was certain, 
absolute. He wasn't, that was all. 
Now she'd have to try to keep Bob in- 
terested, if she could. Could she? 
Could she even do that? Suddenly 
Jean saw that, after all, she wasn't at- 
tractive to men. Before her marriage 
— why Bob was the best chance she had 
ever had. Now, since her marriage, no 
man had looked at her a second time. 



If she hadn't waked Bob up. . . . She 
saw things clearly now. She had as- 
sumed the airs of a girl whom men like. 
She'd pretended to be a conqueror and 
she hadn't known how. . . . 

The other women she knew— did men 
really like them ? A few, maybe. They 
all just talked on about men and pre- 
tended. They didn't mean anytWng. 
None of them meant anything. It was 
the quiet ones, like Phoebe, who did 
things. The rest just talked. Still, 
maybe that was better than doing like 
Phoebe. Here, she had talked and 
talked — ^with nothing back of her to 
talk for. She had tsdked too much, had 
got Bob to thinking about freedom and 
other women. She had had a few 
things — comforts, support, security — 
and she had nearly talked away those — 
everything. 

Oh, well, Bob was still here. Eva 
would get tired of him, if she liked him 
at all. After that — a. succession of 
years of trying to keep Bob interested, 
of ugly, unpleasant things stretched 
out. Oh, well, it was life, her life. She 
turned on her pillow away from Bob. 
She reached under her pillow for her 
handkerchief to dry her eyes. After 
all, maybe her life wasn't so different 
from other women's. All the women 
she knew were alike — their husbands, 
too — ^little married women — ^nice little 
couples. 



(The End) 



^T is easy enough to convince both women that you love each of them. The 
hard thing is to convince each one that you don't love the other. 



married m<^n is rarely the captain of his soul In fact he is lucky if he is a 
deckhand. 
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Observa Diem Sabbati, Ut 
Sanctifices Eum 



By Arthur T. Munyan 



SUNDAY . . . early rising and 
feverish activity on the part of 
all milkmen, furnace-men, men 
who tune up motorcycles in the street 
outside, chambermaids who beat on 
doors, little darlings who shout with 
glee over their pretty games . . . Sun- 
day papers . . . newsboys with rein- 
forced concrete throats bawling extras 
all about what hasn't happened and 
wouldn't matter if it were to happen 
. . . more Sunday papers . . . one 
million four hundred thousand gramo- 
phones in apartment house courts yam- 
mering "Old Pal-blaa-blaa-Old Pal'' . . . 
the Rev. Florian Dogrobber dealing out 
his weekly oflFering of tripe on the topic 
of female attire and kindred salacious 
subjects which are duly advertised in 
yesterday's and tomorrow's pages of 
the Great Press . . . prosperous gun- 
men, stockbrokers, insurance agents 
and scions of Spanish war fortunes 
exercising spats and top hats on the 
Avenue . . . sixteen more eminent 
D.D.'s delivering red-blooded attacks 
from the pulpit on birth-control with 
an eye on tomorrow's slush pages . . . 
Augustine Aspirin, world renowned 
yogi, preaching nincompoop theosophy 
to a select circle of half-wits in the 
East Sixties ... a new feature movie 
at the Central Theatre with Rudolph 
Fuzzydome in the screen version of 
"The Last Days of Pompeii" by some 
unknown writer, adapted for the screen 



by the famous Jno. Schwefelsauer 
under the title "Passionate Women'* 
. . . Salvation Army street exhorters 
rescuing the drab souls of a dejected 
rabble from the depths of some secret 
and unguessable form of vice that 
someone hopefully believes still to exist 
. . . concerts . . . John McCor- 
mack singing in an armory. . . . 
Sunday concerts, reiterated wheezes 
older than Jehovah by blackface come- 
dians, idols of all the infra-morons in 
town . . . soap-box orators popu- 
larly supposed to be damning the Gov- 
ernment, the Press, and the System, 
and actually never achieving a sentence 
that would be intelligible to a Postal 
clerk . . . people in the Park watching 
the senseless gambols of the squir- 
rels . . . squirrels in the Park watch- 
ing .. . Wall street suddenly deserted 
by bankers, scrubwomen, brokers, tele- 
graph boys, bomb-throwers . . . chimes 
. . . week-enders . . . window-shoppers 
. . . visiting Elks trying to find Green- 
wich Village . . . lonesome puppies in 
the windows of locked animal stores 
... a splendid meeting of the Boosters' 
Teams at the Y. M. C. A. . . . people 
riding 472 blocks on the Fifth Avenue 
buses to find something to think about 
. . . people reading the book review 
section of the New York Times . . . 
lectures . . . more concerts . . . extra 
drill for the monkeys in the Zoo . . . 
Sunday, the day of rest and peace. 
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The Fraternal Spirit 



By Ford Douglas 



IT was only a short run down to Crys- 
tal Springs, less than an hour, yet 
martialed on the station platform 
were a general passenger agent, his 
three assistants and a half-dozen red- 
caps to see that Elias P. Hawper was 
safely and comfortably loaded on the 
train. For Hawper was a federal judge 
and, as all transportation men know, a 
federal Judge is a person to be handled 
with the utmost care. There was a de- 
lay at starting, a tedious period in 
which there was a great deal of respect- 
ful leavctaking ana godspeeding by the 
passenger agents. To all this Judge 
Hawper made ponderous reply, select- 
ing his words with the same grave de- 
lil^ration that he used in his court room. 
At the annual meeting of the State 
Bar Association at Crystal Springs the 

iudge was, to use a theatrical term, 
ill^ as a headliner. He was to de- 
liver his well-worn address, "Ethics of 
the Profession," some five thousand 
words of elephantine platitude and 
juridic sentimentality. The lawyers 
would listen to it gravely; all of them 
had heard it before. 

Hawper, J., was a man of impressive 
size, a man with a huge head and a vast 
expanse of jowl. No one ever saw him 
laugh. He was calm, ponderous, aus- 
tere, with a presence that both chilled 
and awed. His court was highly ritu- 
alistic. It opened with a sort of high 
mass in a din of pounding gavels, ho- 
sannas, shouts of "Hear ye, hear ye," 
and fervid supplications to the Almighty 
to "save the honorable Court." In this 
pontifical si^endor few lawyers could 
remember the sliehtest thing about their 
cases; when called, they often rose 



shakily to their feet and stuttered pleas 
for continuance. Had they known, tiow- 
ever, some of the more intimate and 
delicate phases of Judge Hawper's char- 
acter they might have exhibited more 
confidence and composure. Had they 
even dreamed, for example, that be- 
neath his somber gown and Prince Al- 
bert were a red flannel union suit and a 
pair of hand-painted suspenders; had 
they known of the Judge's secret pas- 
sion for fried catfish and mustard 
greens, or that he carried a buckeye in 
his pocket to ward oflF rheumatism and 
was a half convert to spiritualism; had 
they learned of an ambition that he 
cherished almost to manhood to be a 
professional ventriloquist, or had they 
been able to delve into his nonage and 
uncover a certain melodramatic liaison 
that he had had with a one-legged 
schoolmarm, they would have regarded 
him more as a human being and one of 
themselves, and less the "Grand Lama" 
that they called him. 

The train pulled out finally and Haw- 
per, T., with a majestic wave to the 
wretched passenger agents, turned and 
entered the solitary Pullman. Here he 
found the colored porter in a losing bat- 
tle with a woman and three young 
banana-eating children who occupied 
the seat the porter told her was "pre- 
served for the Jedge." He watched the 
unequal struggle for a few moments 
and then, consulting his timepiece, sum- 
moned the porter with an imperious 
snap of his finger. 

"It is now one o'clock," he said im- 
pressively, "my usual hour for 
luncheon. I shall go into the dining- 
car, and when I return I trust that a 
seat may be found for me without un- 
due discomfort or inconvenience to 
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either the passengers or the employes of 
the company." 

"Yes, sah. It sholy is/' said the por- 
ter, himself a lodge member and given 
to large words. 

A few moments later Judge Hawper 
entered the dining-car, where the first 
of a series of curious and sinister catas- 
troj^es awaited him. 



II 



All the tables, to the Judge's annoy- 
ance, seemed to be taken. He was an 
exclusive person and liked to dine alone. 
Moreover, he had looked forward to a 
quiet half -hour in the car over a pot of 
tea, a period that would enable him to 
burnish up some of the half-forgotten 
spots of his address and perhaps fur- 
nish him with some new leads. As he 
walked down the aisle he regretted 
rather keenly that he had not brought 
something with him in his rear trousers 

focket. He was well supplied at home, 
t was his practice to divide with the 
district attorney all the "evidence" ac- 
cumulated in certain cases, and it does 
not concern us that there was usually an 
excess of a thousand of these cases on 
the docket and that, at the distribution 
of the exhibits, the district attorney was 
usually allotted the moonshine variety 
and the Judge garnered the bonded 
stuff. 

On the left side of the aisle, about the 
middle of the car, the steward indicated 
a table at which there were three vacant 
chairs, the fourth being occupied by a 
gentleman who appeared at a casual 
glance to be engaged in some devotional 
exercise. The stranger was crouched 
over the table, his head at a reverential 
angle. Not wishing to intrude his gaze, 
Hawper, J., sank into a seat by the 
window and looked out on the passing 
landscape. 

How long the pleasing vista of farm 
and field engaged his attention he was 
afterward unable to tell, for there was 
a sudden hissing noise of escaping air 
under high compression, and he invol- 
untarily clutched at the table the better 
to sustain the shock of an emergency 



stop. To his surprise, however, the 
car continued to roll smoothly along. 
Then, after glancing, he discover^ 
that the hiss was not caused by the air 
brakes, but that it had emanated from 
his fdlow diner across the table. The 
gentleman was coolin^^ his soup, a ladle- 
f ul of which he held immediately under 
his lower lip. 

For a datztd moment Judge Hawper 
stared, only to be the witness of an- 
other and different gustatory feat For 
now there came a blubbing and gur- 
gling sound, like that made by a bathtub 
when the plug is suddenly withdrawn, 
and the stranger, by reversing the for- 
mer process, created a vacuum above 
the ladle, causing its content to rise, 
water-spout fashion, into the mouth, 
and presently, no doubt, to descend into 
his viscera. 

The soupist, if we may so call him, 
was a man of middle age, partly bald. 
He had an obviously dyed mustache, 
and wore a suit of clothes best described 
by mail-order house catalc^es as 
"snappy." 

He looked up after the third ladle and 
smiled in friendly fashion. 

"I bet you're going down to the bar 
meeting at the Sprinp," he ventured. 

Judge Hawper nodded coldly. 

"So'm I." He reached into the 
cradcer bowl for a handful of oyster 
crackers and dexterously shot three of 
them into his mouth in rapid succes- 
sion. "I'm a lawyer, too." And with 
this statement he pulled from his pocket 
a glittering metal device from which he 
tore a card. 

"Here," he said, thrusting it in Har- 
per's unresisting hand, "read that." 

Thus commanded. Judge Hawper 
permitted his eyes to rest for a moment 
on the bit of cardboard. Printed in 
flowing script was the following: 



Charles Montague Fdss 

Lawyer and Notary Publk 

Author of 

"Baby's Moo-cow," "Uncle Jim's 

Christmas," "Springtime in Cass 

County," and 300 other poems. 
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The author watched with evident sat- 
isfaction the look of amazement that 
showed on Judge Hawper's face. 

"Neat, I call it/' he ventured. "Nifty! 
It kinda ccnnbines business and pleasure, 
you might say. That middle name, 
'Montague,* is only added for effect. I 
put that in 'cause I've noticed that all 
writers have got a classy middle name. 
In my home town, though, they just 
call me Charley Foss." 

With thumb and forefinger he flipped 
three more crackers with unerring aim 
into his mouth, shooting, one might say, 
from the hip. "Ever write any?" he 
presently inquired. 

Judge Hawper shook his head. 

"Well, it's great business. You 
ought to try it. Of course, though, it 
ain't everybody that can get the swing 
of the thing. It takes years sometimes. 
But it's great fun — makes you popular, 
and you get invited around. Of course, 
they ask you to recite some of your 
own stuff, but I don't mind. In fact, I 
kinda like it. I usually give 'em as a 
starter my first long poem, 'Baby's Moo- 
cow,' in some respects, I think, about 
the best thing I ever done." And then, 
before the horrified Hawper could pro- 
test, he added, "It goes like this " 

"Bab3r's Moo-cow" proved, indeed, to 
be a long poem. Stanza after stanza 
Mr, Foss reeled off, gesturing at times 
with his hand and again with the ladle. 
Moreover, it was delivered in the lisping 
dialect of an infant, richly larded with 
babyish prattle and loud and long imi- 
taticms of the cow's m^o-o! 

Now poetry meant nothing to Judge 
Hawper. He could f atfiom the simplest 
of jingles no more than he could inter- 
pret a page of logarithms, and he had 
the utmost dislike for versifications of 
any kind. He recalled now that he had 
never but once before met a poet in the 
flesh, and that on that occasion he had 
had the intense satisfaction of send- 
ing him to jail for the theft of a 
fiddle. 

The final stanza was concluded at last 
with great emphasis on the last line, 
*Th' ole blue cow goes 'm-o-o! M-o-of " 
delivered with such force and effect that 



it sent a shower of cracker cnunbs over 
Judge Hawper's waistcoat. 

"Say, that's great!" A red-faced 
gentleman with a napkin festooned Bill 
Hart fashion about his neck sud- 
denly appeared at the other end of the 
table. 

"I was settin' there acrost the aisle," 
continued the newcomer, "and I just 
couldn't help but come over. I don't 
want to butt in on you, gents, but when 
a stunt like that is pulled off I'm gener- 
ally on the front seat. That's me! In 
fact, I got a turn of my own. Right 
now I'm on my way down to Center- 
ville, where the Elks' Lodge is goin' to 
put on a show — I suppose you're both 
brother Elks — ^and I'm going to be end 
man." 

Judge Hawper, now beyond words, 
said nothing, and the poet only nodded 
an irritated greeting. Mr. Foss had 
three hundred and two other poems that 
he was eager to unload, and an inter- 
ruption was annoying. Moreover, he 
sensed competitive effort on the part of 
the accomplished Elk. 

"You can tell the world I'm there 
when it comes to bein' an end man," 
said the new arrival proudly. He drew 
up a chair and seated himself, thereby 
blocking a possible escape by Judge 
Hawper. "I'm there with bells on ! Tell 
it, wagon, you got a tongue !" 

Slowly Judge Hawper's befuddled 
brain resumed something like its normal 
functioning, and instinctively his rea- 
soning was along judicial lines. He was 
thinking of crime and punishment ; and 
as he glared at the two men he re- 
gretted the abandonment of medieval 
torture. 

The stranger — ^he gave his name as 
Elmer Johnson — ^pulled from his pocket 
a number of short ebony sticks and 
laced his fingers about them. "When 
it comes to rattlin' the bones, gents, I 
don't take my hat off to no one!" 

He held his arms dramatically aloft 
for an instant and then,^ with a wide 
swoop, executed a deafening tattoo that 
startled even the chef in the kitchen. 

"Now 3^u," he said, addressing Mr. 
Foss, "whistle Turkey in the Straw' 
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an' ril show you what I can do with 
these here little playthings." 

There was a fanatical gleam in John- 
son's eye, and the poet, physically a 
timid man, feared to refuse. The re- 
sulting uproar was terrific. Foss whis- 
tled, Johnson rattled, and a shoe drum- 
mer at an adjacent table, getting into the 
spirit of the thing, supplied bass drum 
effects by thumping energetically on the 
table, with later a more ambitious effort 
on an improvised xylophone made of 
a hastily assembled row of goblets, 
which he struck with a tablespoon and 
which, alas, he shattered one after the 
other in rapid succession. 

Judge Hawper felt his dignity and 
his reason slipping. Pinned against the 
side of the car by the bone-rattling 
Johnson, he looked wildly about for a 
possible weapon. Frantically he 
searched his pockets, finding only a 
couple of cigars, a small key and a 
packet of postage stamps. The table- 
ware was light and fragile, the knives 
notoriously dull and easily bent — ^poor 
weapons at best for a fight against odds, 
so he turned to a passing waiter. 

"Boy," he shouted, "run into the 
kitchen and fetch me the largest butcher 
knife you've got — or a cleaver or a 
hatchet if you can find one." 

"Now, fellows," yelled the demonia- 
cal Johnson, "once more with the 
chorus !" 

But it was more than mere flesh could 
stand and, with a wild cry, Judge Haw- 
per sprang to his feet and, pushing the 
bone-rattler headlong into the aisle, fled 
the car. Through five coaches Hawper 
left a smoking trail of profanity and 
mangled feet, and when he pulled up 
breathlessly at his own seat he noted 
that the train had stopped, and through 
the window he could see a beribboned 
reception committee. It was only the 
work of a moment to snatch his suitcase 
and get off the train. 

HI 

"Here he is, boys!" shouted a tall, 
whiskered man, rushing up with wide- 
spread hand. "Welcome, sir! Wel- 



come to the metropolis of Fishback 
county, the fairest country under God's 
footstool." 

The train was pulling out and Haw- 
per could hear but ill above the rattle 
of the cars. 

"What did you say?" he inquired. 

The spokesman eyed him with irri- 
tation. 

"My God, have I got to say it all 
over again?" he petulantly demanded. 

He had practised his speech all morn- 
ing and, considering the time he put in 
on it, it was annoying to have it fall 
so flat. 

"Introduce us. Hen," urged a small, 
fat man. 

"Oh," said the spokesman, suddenly 
remembering his lines, "this is Brother 
Cracraft, Brother Kelsey, Brother 
Squires." 

And so on with a dozen more. Judge 
Hawper shook hands with all of them, 
endeavoring the while to screw his face 
into a smile. It was a brave effort, but 
fruitless, for the best that he accom- 
plished was a look of grim and helpless 
defiance. 

"How did you leave Cousin Bill ?" in- 
quired the fat man, with a knowing 
grin. 

"What is that?" asked Judge 
Hawper. 

"He's deaf, Sam," said the spokes- 
man. "You'll have to talk louder." 

The little fat man took a deep breath. 

"I'm a-askin* you how you left 
Cousin Bill?" 

The correct reply to this question is, 
"I left him all right and also Cousin 
Sue/' But Judge Hawper did not know 
this. 

Once more the seemingly meaningless 
and absurd question was put to him, 
and then Judge Hawper lost all pa- 
tience. 

"What in hell are you talking about T 
he roared. 

"Ain't you a kleagle?" demanded the 
spokesman. 

"A whatr 

"A kleagle — a sir knii^ht in the Ku 
Klux Klan." 

"No, I'm not ! I'm not a kleagle or 
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an eagle or a beagle— or any other 
damn thing. I simply came down here 
to the meeting of the State Bar Asso- 
ciation, and — " 

"Why, pardner," interrupted the 
spokesman, **that there lawyers' meetin' 
is at Crystal Springs — seventeen mile 
down tfie track. You got off the train 
too soon. This here town is Hickory 
Junction, and we was expectin' one of 
the district organizers to help us put 
on the work tonight. We got about 
forty men to put through tonight 
and— •• 

But thd maddened Judge Hawper 
waited to hear no more. He pawed his 
way through the committee and into 
the station, where inquiry of the agent 
devdoped the fact that the next train 
was not due till seven o'clock "and she's 
three hours late at that." 

Judge Hawper had something to say. 
Indeed, he had a great deal to say. With 
excessive heat he denounced the train 
crew as responsible for his mistake, de- 
nounced the railroad, its officers, share- 
holders and directors; he reviled the 
State and national officials, the Inter- 
state Commerce Commission and all 
other individuals, bodies, boards and 
bureaus in connection therewith. It was 
a great day for Hickory Junction and 
many of its citizens were delighted with 
a brand of oratory never before heard 
in Fishback county. 

About two o'clock the station agent, 
Phil Hopkins, wired the train 
despatcher: 

Gogglid-eyed old buck with ticket to 
Crystal Springs got off No. 6 by mistake. 
Hi claims gross negligence on Part of train 
crew and says he is going to have the law 
on us. He has been raising hell here for 
an hour or more. The Ku Klux boys are 
down to the station, and I can have him 
killed for two dollars. Wire instructions. 

Hopkins. 

The message was ignored, as Hop- 
kins knew it would be, and it was only 
after he had begun to get a trifle 
alarmed, some time later in the after- 
noon, that he sent in the following: 

Better do something for the old party here. 

S. Set— Apr.— 3 



He is carrying 300 pounds, his flues are 
leaking, his crown sheet is white hot, and if 
his safety don^t pop soon he'll blow up. He 
says his name is Hawper and he it fudge of 
some kitki of a court. 

Hopkins. 

Two minutes later the instrument at 
Hickory Junction seemed to go mad. A 
Hehtning^ operator was at the other end 
of the wire, and Hopkins needed all his 
skill to keep up with the torrent of 
abuse and instructions that came over 
the line. At headquarters an anxious 
general manager bellowed and puffed 
at his cigar, and a division superinten- 
dent cursed volubly and prophesied a re- 
ceivership for the road. 

But with it all there was, apparently, 
little that could be done. A special, the 
despatcher's office said, was out of the 
question. There was no westbound 
train at that hour, not even a freight, 
and a handcar, if the Judge could be in- 
duced to ride on it, would be sure to 
collide with eastbound No. 5. It was 
the suggestion of an office boy that was 
finally carried out! 

Get Hawper to Crystal Springs by auto 
at any cost under ten thousand dollars. 
ViSHER, Vice-Pres. 

So, on the receipt of this definite in- 
struction, Hopkins shut off his key and 
went out and hired Jim Qemmons to 
do the job for two dollars and sixty 
cents. 

Mr. Qemmons appeared, apparently, 
from thin air. A yell by the agent 
and his hiccoughing runabout, rattling 
and shaking in its every bone and 
sinew, was at the door, "rarin' to 
go. 

The seat was narrow and the driver 
wide of girth and, moreover, attired in 
incredibly greasy overalls. But there 
was no help for it, so Judge Hawper 
sullenly climbed in the car and the 
seventeen-mile drive was made almost 
without incident. 

An attempt at conversation by Mr. 
Clemmons met with a chilling rebuff at 
the very outset, after which he seemed 
to take a malicious pleasure in hitting 
every rut and bump on the road. 
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"What'3 year line, brother?" he in- 
quired shortly after they started. 

"My what?'* snapped Judge Hawpcr. 

"Year line — your business?" 

"Law." 

'*WelI, I'm in the automobile game, 
but I guess you've got a pretty good 
graft, too," commented Mr. Clemmons. 

Then he wanted to know the city 
price on hootch and he also made in- 
quiry as to the rumor that "the gals are 
rollin' *em lower this year." 

Only indignant grunts came from 
Judge Hawper, and Mr. Qemmona sub- 
sided. After he Ind deposited his pas- 
senger in front of the Odd Fellows' 
Hall in Crystal Springs, however, he 
had something more to say. For fifteen 
miles he had occupied his mind with the 
framing of something stdtaMe for the 
occasion, and at the end of the ride he 
delivered his speech, letter perfect. He 
said : "Judge or no judge, you can go to 
hell as far as I am concerned." 

Then, vastly relieved, he backed his 
flivver out from the curb and set out 
happily to report the incident, which he 
did with some elaboration, to the assem- 
bled dtizenry at Hickory Junction. 

IV 

It was late in the afternoon and pro- 
ceedings had long been under way when 
Hawper, J., entered the hall. On the 
platform a pale young man behind 
heavy horn spectacles was speaking and, 
not wishing to interrupt by the applause 
that usually announced his arrival, the 
Judge sank unnoticed into a seat in a 
dark comer near the door. Here, he 
thought, he could get a kind of bird^is- 
cye view of the meeting and, in a 
measure, gather what had been said and 
done. 

For a time he sat without listening. 
The varied indignities of the day 
rankled, and he concentrated on an at- 
tempt to regain his judicial poise and 
calmness. Suddenly a loudly uttered 
sentence from the speaker riveted his 
attention. It sounded familiar. The 
succeeding sentences sounded even more 
familiar, arousing in him first astonish- 



ment, then anger. And the reason for 
this was that the pale young man in the 
horn spectacles was delivering Judge 
Hawper's own address. 

Almost word for word it was identi- 
cal with an oration that the Judge had 
intoned before a graduating law class 
ia a small college in a neighboring Stale 
some months before. It was, in fact, 
the darling child of the Judge's heart 
and brain, "Ethks of the Prof ession." 
The present orator, being an enterprise 
ing young man — he was afterward to 
become a highly successful corporation 
attorney — had concluded that the ut- 
terances of a federal judge were good 
enough for himy so he appropriated 
them, winning an applaose that made 
Judge Hawper grind his teeth. 

It was the last straw, and the learned 
Judge, nauseated with disgust, rose 
from his seat and left the haU. No one 
had seen him, no one would see him. 
There was a train back to the city, the 
7:23 and, as it wouM then be dark, he 
hoped to board it tmdetected and escape. 
Meanthxie he would hide in the hotel 
He was in a desperate mood, and as he 
trudged wearily up the street in the 
direction of the Commercial House a 
great longing came over him. He 
wanted a drink of bourbon whisky and 
at that moment he would have traded 
his immortal soul for it Foolishly he 
allowed his mind to dwell on his desire 
and then his thirst became wellroigh 
insufferable. 

In front of the show-window of a 
drug store he halted and gazed for a 
long time at the solitary exhibit there, 
a hot-water bag ^'marked down to 99 
cents." He was thialdflg, wonderi ng- if 
there was any chance with tfre d i u gg r s t 
inside. True, he knew. Re had sent 
some r^^ents oi pill-rollers to jail 
for selling liquor to fusible strangers^ 
yet this very fact argued that the thing 
was frequently done. 

Staring fixedly at the marked-down 
hot-water bag he debated die strbject. 
Would he — or wotild he not? For ten 
minutes Judge Hawper stood there, anrf 
then with a suddenly mustered courage 
he walked inside. 
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"Something, sir?** 

A young man with an inverted arch 
of oiled hair glided out from behind the 
showcase. He was a harmless-looking 
person, save for a double row of pen- 
cils and fountain pens on his chest> 
which gave him a sort of Cossack ap- 
pearance. There were, however, other 
decorations, and these now mesmeri- 
cally fascinated Judge Hawper's gaze. 
For on one lapel of his coat was an Ep- 
worth League button and on the other 
was the insignia of the Y. M. C. A. 

Judge Hawper's courage vanished. 

"Have you fly-paper?" he stammered. 

"Oh, certainly.*' 

"Goodl" exdaimed Judge Hawper 
for no particular reason. "Splendid!" 
He wiped the perspiration that had sud- 
denly come out on his forehead. "A 
well-stocked store, indeed." Then, to 
the druggist's astomshment, he turned 
and bolted. 

He eot to the hotel somehow and in- 
scribed his name in the dog-eared ro- 
ister. 

"I want a room to hide in till train 
time," he said. "I don't want to be dis- 
turbed under any conditions." 

"Very well," said the clerk, handing 
him a key. "It's the second door on 
die right-hand side from the top of the 
steps." 

Judge Hawper had mounted but half- 
way to the landing when he heard a hail 
f nwn near the desk. 

''Hey, there, Hawp! What's your 
hurry?" 

It was an abbreviation of his name 
that he had never heard before, and he 
staggered as though from the impact of 
a blow. Turning, he saw a stranger 
who obviously had just read his name 
on the register. 

"Come on! Hurry!" 

Of all the maniacs that he had met 
that day here was a new type, an im- 
perious person who shouted to a federal 
judge "Come on" and "Hurry." It was 
a new experience and, for this reason 
probably, it arrested Judge' Hawper's 
steps. 

The stranger was a man past middle 
age, was fashionably and rather sport- 



ily attired in a stiit of loud checks and 
cream-colored spats, carried a stick and 
wore a soft hat of the same material 
as his suit at a rakish cock over one 
ear. From appearances he might have 
been anything from a grand duke to a 
retired bookmaker. He was a cool 
devil, with a look of confident, almost 
impudent, assurance. 

''Come on ! Don't delay the game !" 

Judge Hawper came slowly down the 
steps. 

"Are you addressing me, sir?" he de- 
manded. "My name is Hawper — 
Elias P. Hawper." 

"Hell, I know that. Come on!" 

"Come where, sir, and for what pur- 
pose?" 

"Over to my pltice to get a drink," 
returned the stranger shortly, "What 
else could it be?" 

For a moment Judge Hawper seemed 
stunned. Then he eagerly proflFered 
his hand. 

"Brother," he cried — somehow the 
word that had assailed his ears all day 
came to his lips — ^"that's the best news 
I've heard since I left home !" 

There was a car at the door, and a 
moment later Judge Hawper was in the 
back seat bound for his new friend's 
"place," wherever and whatever that 
might be. He had cast dimity and dis- 
cretion to the winds. Nothing mattered 
now, except, of course, the cWnk at the 
end of the ride. That his guide was a 
bootlegger, or even a hold-up man, was 
of no great consequence. 

"I'm here to attend the bar meeting/' 
said the Judge for want of something 
better to say. 

The stranger grinned 

"Are you, indeed? Well, I looked in 
on it a few minutes this afternoon. 
They were mostly delivering eulc^es of 
the departed brothers— a very virtuous 
lot, it seems— and I came away with 
the impression that the only good law- 
yer is a dead lawyer." 

Judge Hawper was shocked, but un- 
der the circumstances it was manifestly 
no time to engage in argument, so he 
remained discreetly silent. 

"They're all live ones down to my 
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place," went on the stranger; *' a fine 
lot of boys. You'll like 'em. Of course 
they do like to get out and raise hdl 
every once in a while, but, take 'em as 
a whole, and they're a great crowd." 

The ride proved to be a short one 
and a few minutes later the car drew up 
in front of a large dwelling setting well 
back from the street. It was rather an 
impressive-lo<^ng place, a large house 
in spacious g^unds, but Judge Hawper 
knew from the testimony in his court 
that bootl^iging was carried on in the 
most lunoGeat-appearing and unsus- 
pecting locations and so he asked no 
questions, quietly getting out of the car 
and following his guide up the walk. 

Within a dozen yards of the house 
the m3rster]ous gentleman in the check 
suit suddenly stopped and raised his 
hand aloft. 

•^Ustenr he said. "The boys are 
getting under steam." 

Sounds of revelry came from within. 
There was the babble of many vokes, 
the winctows rattled, and above it all 
there fteated out on the late afternoon 
air the chorus of "Sweet Adeline." 

"Say, Hawp, there's music for you !" 
exclaimed the guide, listening intently. 
**You just can't beat 'em !" 

A very fair baritone was leading, the 
other voices chiming in, dwelling long 
and loud on the barber-shop chords: 

"In alt— my dreams, 

{L^§g%ng cA«rMx)~In all my dreams 

Your fair face beams, 

(CAorMj)— Your fair face be— ams, 

Yoti're the '\-4ol of my heart, 

{AU kands^ Sweet Ad-«— linel" 

There was a roar of applause at the 
finish, apparently from the singers them- 
selves, aiid, at the behest of many 
voices, the dionis was repeated. 

"Doggone, Hawp, I tell you you just 
can't bSt 'em I Come on, let's not miss 
anything !" 

Following the other, who seemed to 
be familiar with the premises. Judge 
Hawper stepped into the hall and a mo* 
ment later was ushered into what was 
obviously a dining-room. The room 
was in a fog of tobacco smoke and there 



was a pleasant and continuous dinking 
of ice against glass. Then a shout of 
recognition from a dozen men. 

Judge Hawper stared with unbeliev- 
ing eyes. 

"The Supreme Court en banc!" he 
muttered. "And in a place like this!" 

He was not mistaken. For the judi- 
ciary of the highest of the State courts 
was there, also the attorney-general, 
several district attorneys and a number 
of others whom Judge Hawper recog- 
nized as lawyers. 

"Boys, we're pinched!" shouted 
scnneooe. "The Federal Court has taken 
possession with a writ of — " 

"No! No!" interrupted a short, pot- 
bellied judge, climbing on a daair the 
better to be seen. "Don't tell us that it 
is a writ of prohibition, for there's no 
such animal." 

There was a din of shootii^, a vast 
confusion, and a moment later Judge 
Hawper became vaguely aware that he 
was standing in the middle of the room, 
a long glass m his hand, and that he was 
gazing at a circle of eager and grinning 
faces. 

"Gentlemen," he began, "this is in- 
deed a pleasure. I may say that in the 
last few minutes I have experienced a 
complete reversal of opinion as to the 
illicit sale of liquor, and I now esteon 
as one of my dearest acquaintances," he 
gestured in the direction of his guide* 
"my bootlegging friend whose name un- 
fortunately I do not know." 

A roar of laughter drowned further 
remark, and of them all none lau^iied 
louder than the gentleman in the ^eck 
suit. He was apparently not only 
amused, but flattered. 

The little, pot-bellied judge all but 
rolled on the floor in his mirth. 

"Oh, my Godr' he shrieked, "this is 
too rich! Think of him mistaking a 
thick-headed numsktill like Jim &d- 
inger for a bootlegger. A libel, I call 
it, on the rum-selling profession." 

A sudden apprehension shot into 
Hawper's mind. The name Bedinger is 
not a common one, and he remembered 
now that there was a certain James H. 
Bedinger, whom he had never m^, and 
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that this Bedinger was easily the Big 
Bertha among all the legal howitzers in 
that part of the State. A glance now 
confinned his suspicion, and, full of 
apology, he rushed on his grinning host. 

"My dear sir," he began, 'liow can 
I ever ex[^n — " 

"The trouble with you. Judge," inter- 
rupted Bedinger, taking from Hawper's 
hand his empty glass and substituting a 
full one, "is Siat you don't drink 
enough. I told you you'd like the boys. 
A great lot." 

"But my dear Bedinger," pursued 
Judge Hawper, not resenting the sub- 
stitution of glasses, "such a stupid 
blunder—" 

At this point Mr. Bedinger leaped 
suddenly into the air — an astonishing 
exhibition of nimbleness for a man of 
his years — ^and, cracking his heels to- 
gether three times, shouted: 

"My wife's gone to the country. 
Hooray ! Hooray I" 

This was about the last thing that 
Judge Hawper could remember. For 
by some miracle his glass seemed to be 
always full and, try as he did to over- 
come the phenomenon, he had little 
success. There were two quartettes 
audible, each happily oblivious of the 
other one. One, under the leadership 
of the attorney-general, lingering fond- 
ly on "Sweet Adeline" ; the other sing- 
ing "Hail, Hail, The Gang's All Here," 
and making it snappy. 

After that thing^ began to fade. 



It was late in the morning when 
Judge Hawper woke. He was in a 
strange room, a boudoir, in fact, with 
baby blue wallpaper and frilly pink cur- 
tains. Somewhere beyond the extremi- 
ties of his toes he made out the curved 
dash of an ornate Circassian walnut 
bed, and at his dbow he could see a 
dainty dressing-table on which were a 
vast number of toilet articles with the 
use of which he was entirely unfamiliar. 

It took him some time to adjust his 
mental faculties, and in this painful 
process a number of alarming possibili- 



ties came into his mind. For a time he 
lay in a state of horrible suspense, 
hardly daring to take stock of the situ- 
ation. Then his gaze fell upon a framed 
photograph on the wall and he gave a 
great and heartfelt sigh of relief. It 
was a picture of Bedinger, and at the 
sight of that gentleman's somewhat 
angular countenance he recalled the 
strange manner of their meeting at the 
hotel and also of his visit to the Bed- 
inger house. Then he visioned a hazy 
scene of a crowd in a dining-room, a 
picture that gradually faded into a fog 
of tobacco smoke to become at last en- 
tirely blank. 

After the greatest of concentration 
certain events of the evening came to 
him, inddents and acts of his own, 
mostly, and of which he was now heart- 
ily ashamed. He could remember stand- 
ing on a chair and singing the only song 
he knew, "Larboard Watch Ahoy!" 
and how pleased with himself he was at 
the applause that followed. Painfully 
he recalled making a speech in which he 
spoke of Bedinger as a Presidential 
possibility, though that, too, was ap- 
plauded. But most asinine and undig- 
nified of all was his imitation of a cat 
fight — an alcoholic and accursed re- 
version to boyhood ventriloquism — and 
at the thought of this he thrust his 
head under the pillow and groaned 
aloud. 

Yes, he had certainly made a fool of 
himself, a spectacle. He wondered what 
the others would say, what they had 
said and were saying at that moment; 
also he wondered what Bedinger^s atti- 
tude would be. The least his host could 
do, Judge Hawper thought, was to tell 
him to get out ; the most natural thing 
would be to throw him out. At all 
events, Judge Hawper grimly resolved 
to be dignified. He would, he told him- 
self, leave with the briefest of apok)gies. 
After dwelling on this for a time, he 
began to argue his case, and in the end 
came to the conclusion that he had been 
wronged. He framed certain hot and 
biting retorts to Bedinger, and in the 
midst of these he was interrupted by the 
appearance of the host himself. 
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'*Momin' Hawp," he greeted cheerily. 
"How do you fed?" 

Judge Hawper sat up with a groan. 

"Awful r he said. 

Bedinger grinned. 

'The trouble with you, Judge, is, as 
I have frequently told you, that you 
don't drink enough." 

And with this comment Mr. Bedii^cr 
brought into view the largest cocktail 
shaker that Judge Hawper had ever 
seen. 

The Judge's lips cracked as he 
watched his host manipulate the gar- 
gantuan shaker, and die merry jii^^le of 
ice against its silver sides fell on his 
ears as m) nmsic of S3rmphony orchestra 
had ever done. 

"Here," said Bedinger, pouring a 
foaming liqiad into a glass, ''slip a Uttie 
of this New Orleans fizz into jrour sys- 
tem and )rou'll feel better." 

Judge Hawper needed no urging. His 
mouth had already fashioned itself 
funnel-shaped as he reached for the 
glass, and then with one prodigious gulp 
he swallowed it all. 

" A-h !" he breathed, "verily, that was 
the nectar of the gods ! Have you any 
more?" 

Mr. Bedinger had more. Indeed he 
had a great deal more, for the shaker 
held nearly a gallon. 

After the second drink things be- 
gan to look different. The sun, which 
had 'been hiding all morning behind 
lowering ckrads, came suddenly 
through the south windows of the 
room, and a canary which Judge Haw- 
l.»cr had so far not noticed broke into 
song. 

"Bedinger, you're a wonder! You 
have miraculous powers. You turn on 
the sun and make the birds sing. Is 
there one more little drink left?" 

Nothing could have pleased Bedinger 
more. He was completely happy. All 
his life he had dreamed of being a sort 
of a Florence Nightingale, strolling be^ 
tween endless lines of alcoholics \vHhofn 
he might cheer and succor with gin 
fizzes. This dream, so far as was prac- 
tical, had come true, for Bedinger and 
his magic sinker had visited all the bed- 



rooms of the house, leaving behind him 
a trail of hosannas and joyous cries. 

Judge Hawper steeled himself. 

"What happened bst night?" he de- 
manded "Tell me the worst." 

"Don't ask me'* laughed Bedinger. 
"My light went out. All I can renwaii- 
her is that the music was great. But 
dress, or you'll be late to br^kf ast. The 
others are ahready down." 

They were indeed, and in corrobora- 
tion thereof the blended harmony of a 
quartette came floating up from Ae 
floor bdow. It was the Supreme Court, 
and their mom i ag offering was "Sweet 
Adeline." 

To Judge Hawper, the contents of the 
dbuiker now exhausted, it sotmded beau- 
tiful, heavenly, and he paused for a 
moment in his dres^ng to listen. 

"We have a very tutrmcttious Bench 
in this State, Hawper. It's wmisttaUy 
talented. Take old Foster for example. 
He's an ugly old chin^MUJzee and don*t 
know mudi law, but as a baritone I 
don't think you could find a better in 
grand opera. And as for a tenor, I ask 
you if you've ever heard a more gifted 
judge than Jim Hubbard? No, sir, yoir 
haven't. 'Cause, I'm proud to say, the 
Supreme Court of this State can oat- 
sing, out-talk, out-argue and can raise 
nxjre hell in goieral than any oidier or- 
ganized body, sir, that ever assenAled 
together since man came t^ from the 
primordial ooze." 

"I believe you," agreed Judge Haw- 
per earnestly. 

"You've got to," said Bedinger. "Just 
listen to 'em now! Mocking birds, I 
call 'em!" He cocked an ear the better 
to appreciate the rather significant 
chorus of "Give Us a Drink, Barten- 
der." "Where, I ask you, will you find 
a Supreme Court that expresses itsdf 
with such clarity, fraidmess and vigor? 
Nowhere. When they raise a point, 
they raise it so it can't possibly be over- 
looked. Right now they want a drink. 
You see they don't cloud the issues with 
superfhious verbiage. They come right 
out whh what's a eatin' on 'cm, and, 
though at times they might impress one 
as being a trifle cold and austere, they 
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have at 
spirit/' 

"They 
Hawper. 
men, sir. 
for them, 



heart the true fraternal 



have indeed," agreed Judge 
"A most remarkable body of 
I have the utmost admiration 
I may say that I am quite 
enchanted, not only with the profundity 
of their knowledge of law and rules of 
practice and procedure, but with their 
charming personalities as well. I want 
to become better acquainted with them, 
and so, my dear Bedinger, if you will let 
me Jiave pencil and paper, I will wire my 
clerk my intention of sta)ring over a 
while longer." 

"That's the stuff!" said Bedinger en- 
thusiastically. "You stick around with 
us, Hawp, and youll learn a lot of law. 
Listen!" 

From below came the baritone of 
Tudge Foster, the tenor of Judge Hub- 
bara, the heavy basso of Judge Watts, 
and the quavering falsetto of the attor- 
ney-general, all harmoniously blended 
in their favorite nunAer, "Sweet 
AdeUne." 

"Oh, baby!" cried Beding^er, as the 
last line of the chorus died away; 
"that's some music!" 



Then he turned with sudden impa- 
tience to his guest: 

"Gome on, Hawp, let's get a little 
snort before breakfast." 

VI 

Back in the city that afternoon an 
aged and red-eyed clerk looked up from 
his labor of counting the number of 
violations of the Volstead Act on the 
docket to sign for a telegram thrust 
into his hand by a messenger boy. The 
signature was finally made, with the 
usual meticulous care of the derk of a 
federal court, and the boy departed 
whistling. 

Slowly the elderly time-server tore 
open the yellow envelope and then, after 
a glance at the typewritten message 
therein, stared with unbelieving eyes. 
He read : 

Crystal Springs, Sept. 9. 
Clerk of Court: 

Bar meeting here a colossal success. Back 
some time next week. Tell District Attorney 
everything is continued ten days, and in- 
struct him to ship me at once my half the 
evidence in the last two dozen enforcement 
cases, Hawfer. 



>RAY a little, drink a little, love a little ; but drink rather more than you 
pray, and love rather more than you drink. 



E don't all begin life with a silver spoon, but we all end it with silver 
trimmings. 



w 



A MAN asks questions of men for enlightenment. Of women for enter- 
'*^ tainment. 
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Things That Have Interested Me 

By W. E. Sampson 



AL JOLSON'S gestures when cn- 
gifed in M canto. . • • The girl 
who admitted she loved me 
before I svspected it. . . . The titles 
beneath fvttiristic pictures. . . . The 
fact that on each successive hearing 
of the finale of the Eroica Symphony, 
}«&t prior to the coda, one finds it tem- 
porarily impossible, for all one's 
boasted civilization, not to believe in 

angels People who spend precious 

hours wallowing in "Back to Methu- 
selah," zealously convinced that it is 
the "new Bible." . . . Underwear ad- 
vertisements which start out with a 
half-page picture of the Fall of Troy 
and an appended legend to the gen- 
eral effect that the wooden horse was 
an innovation, and which, somewhere 
near the bottom of the page, rather 
casually call attention to the fact that 
the double seat in Dam-Knit Under- 
wear is likewise an innovation. . . . 
Sporadic "inside" reports concerning 
the ideal conditions in Russia. . . . 
Arnold Bennett's theory of the scien- 
tific apportionment of art and drivel 
in novel writing as a means to pri- 
vate yachts and corners in wheat. . . . 
Ann Pennington's legs. . . . The 
recipe for privately concocted malt 
liquor which emphasizes the impor- 
tance of adding a teaspoonful of sugar 
to the quart bottle at a particular mo- 
ment, and which promises sublime 
results therefrom. . . . The sublime 
results which fail to materialize. . . . 
Olga Petrova's smile. . . . Correspon- 
dence schools dedicated to the con- 
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version of Columbus, Ohio, milkmen, 
and Dubuque, Iowa, paper-hangers, 
into short-story writers. . . . Men who 
earn twelve hundred dollars a year 
teaching Latin. . . . Men who earn 
twelve thousand dollars a y^ar knock- 
ing a ball over a fence. . . . The 
"Hello, 'Frisco," song from the "Tol- 
lies" show of some half-dozen years 
ago. . . . The finale of Brahms' Aird 
symphony. . . . Norma Talmadge's 
nose. . . . Love affairs engendered by 
a mutual ability to understand Rob- 
ert Browning. . . . Love affairs en- 
gendered by a mutual ability to 
shimmy. . . . Discussions of vocal 
artists which are drowned out merci- 
lessly by vociferous and prolonged 
Hibernian declamations of the name 
of John McCormack. . . . Mary Pick- 
ford's curls. . . . The utter futility 
of literary critics trying to reform 
Harold Bell Wright. . . . The un- 
bounded and unconcealed joy thereat 
on the part of H. B. W.'s publish- 
ers. . . . The finger-marks, dog-ears, 
etc., on those pages in the Encyclo- 
paedia Britannica, in any of the 
American public libraries, dealing 
with the subject: "Sex." ... At- 
tempts, by half-baked philosophers, 
to prove that Nietzsche didn't mean 
what he said. . . . Newspaper articles 
by women reporters telling salesgirls 
how to live on 46c a day. . . . Julia 

Sanderson's eyelashes People who 

spend eight hours a day smearing 

Saint on the outer walls of houses. . . • 
lebe Daniel's lips. . . . 
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Repetition Generale 

By George Jean Nathan and H. L. Mencken, 



§ 1 

DOMESTIC Inspiration,— The: no- 
tion that a trne and loving (and, 
kt us hope, antciWe and beauti- 
fur) wife inspires a man to high 
endeavor is largely tosh. Every sane 
woman knows instinctively, as a matter 
of (actr, that the highest aspirations of 
her husband are fumfamentally inimical 
to her, and that then* realization is apt 
to cost her her possession of him. What 
she dreams of is not an infinitely bril- 
Rant hiisband, bat an infinitely "solid'* 
one, which is to say, one bonnd irre- 
trievably by the chains of normalcy. It 
would delight her to see him get to the 
White House, for a man in the White 
House is as relentlessly policed as an 
archbishop. But it would give her a 
great deal of disquiet to see him develop 
into a Goethe or a Wagner. 

I have known in my time a great 
many men of the first talent, as such 
diings are reckoned in America, and 
most of them have been married. I 
can't recall one whose wife appeared to 
view his achievements with perfect ease 
of mind. In every case the lady was 
full of a palpable fear — ^the product of 
her feminine intuition, i.e., of her hard 
realism and common sense — ^that his 
rise shook her hold upon him, that he 
became a worse husband in proportion 
as he became a better man. In the logpc 
I can discern no flaw. The ideal hus- 
band is surely not the man of active and 
daring mind; he is the man of placid 
and conforming mind. Here the good 
business man obviously beats the artist 
and adventurer. His rewards are alT 
easily translated mto domestic comfort 



and happiness. He is not wobbled by 
the admiration oi other women, none of 
whom, however much they may esteem 
his virtues as a husband, are under any 
illusion as to his virtues as a lover. 
Above all, his mind is not analytical, 
and hence he is not likely to attempt 
any anatomizing of his marriage — the 
starting point for the worst sort of do^ 
mestic infelicity. No man, e xamini ng 
his marriage intelligently, can fail to 
observ'e that it is compounded, at least in 
part, of slavery, and that he is the slave. 
Happy the woman whose husband is so 
stupid that he never launches into that 
coroner's inquest! 

§2 

The Indiri'dual Normalcy. — One of 
the things about the American character 
that I can't grasp is the pride that the 
tj^ical citizen of the Republic takes in 
being what he terms "normal." Plumb- 
ing the term, one finds that by it he 
means one who leads a '^'regiriar'*' 
life. And plumbing in turn the ad- 
jective ''regular,*' we find that by ' 
it he means a life devoid of emo- 
tions not sanctioned by the Y. M. C. A., 
of pleasures not endorsed by the Ep- 
worth League, of artistic passion and 
philosophical autonomy, of liberal' cos- 
mopolitan point of view and indepen- 
dent spirit. Let us view two groups of 
sixteen men each: first, a group that 
is strictly within the proud norma! 
American fold; and secondly a group 
that, by the same definition, is strictly 
without it. 

In the first group are Josephus Dan- 
iels, Calvin Coolidge, William H. Andrr- 
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son, Frank A. Munsey, Houdini, Her- 
bert Hoover, John D. Rockefeller, Jr., 
Congressman Volstead, Brander Mat- 
thews, Liggett and Myers, Paul Elmer 
More, Charles H. Fletcher, General 
Peyton C. March, Bert Wflliams and 
Warren Gamaliel Harding. 

In the second group are William 
Shakespeare, Richard Wagner, Lord 
Byron, Anatole France, Jesus Christ, 
Louis XIV, Marc Antony, Franz Liszt, 
Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche, Napoleon 
Bonaparte, Francois Villon, King Ed- 
ward VII, Frederic Chopin, Miguel de 
Saavedra Cervantes, Johann Wolfgang 
von Goethe and George Washington. 

§3 

There Lies Glamor; There Lay Ro- 
mance. — The Malecon at two o'clock of 
a late Si>ring morning, with its tiara of 
amber lights, the harbor of Havana 
playing its soft lullaby against the sea- 
wall, and Morro Castle blinking like a 
patient owl across the waters ; the gar- 
den of the Hotel de France et TAngle- 
terre at Fontainebleau in the twilight, 
with the cannon of the French artillery 
in late summer manoeuvres echoing 
dully in the outlying forests ; Hampton 
Court on a lazy afternoon in the late 
autumn of the year, deserted, still, with 
the leaves falling across the withered 
flower-beds and, up from the Thames, 
the sound of a lonely paddle; mid- 
winter dawn in the Siegesalle of Berlin ; 
the steps of the Tcheragan Serai in Con- 
stantinople on a moonlit night trembling 
in the mirror of the Bosporus ; the palm- 
bordered road out of Hamilton, Ber- 
muda, on a rainy day in May, with the 
smell of the sea dripping from the great 
leaves; the hurricane deck of a ship 
gliding noiselessly through the blue, 
star-shot cyclorama of a Caribbean 
night, with the intermittent click of 
poker chips from the smoking-room and 
the orchestra below playing the waltz 
song from "Sari**; the Kamtner-Ring 
of Vienna just after eleven of a Novem- 
ber evenii^^, with its elaborately cos- 
tumed police, and the hackmen bawling 
^or fares, and the young girls selling 



Kaiserblumen, and the crowds in domi- 
noes of a dozen colors on their way to 
the flower ball, and cavalrymen kissing 
their sweethearts in the middle of the 
street ; the path of pines that winds up 
the hill on the far side of Lake Mohe- 
gan, its carpet of moss still damp from 
the retreat of April, just an hour from 
Times Square. . , . 

§4 

More on Criticism, — ^The demand for 
"constructive" criticism, so often voiced 
by the galled jades of the arts, is based 
upon the assumption that those who de- 
mand it would profit by it — t. e., that 
they are capable of doing better work 
than they actually do. That this is 
true, I doubt. The curse of the arts is 
that they are constantly invaded by per- 
sons who are not artists at all — ^persons 
whose yearning to express themselves is 
unaccompanied by the slightest capacity 
for intriguing expression — in brief, per- 
sons with absolutely nothing to say. This 
is particularly true of the art of letters, 
which interposes very few technical ob- 
stacles to the vanity and garrulity of 
such oafs. Any effort to teach them to 
write better is an effort wasted ; they are 
as incapable of it as they are of jumping; 
over the moon. The only sort of criti- 
cism that can deal with them profitably 
is the purely destructive variety. It can 
expose their hollowness, silence their 
nonsense, and so abate a nuisance. It is 
idle to argue that the good in them is 
thus destroyed with the bad. The sim- 
ple answer is that there is no good in 
them. 

§5 

Note on a Personal Prejudice. — I dis- 
like excessively suave men. They 
always make me think of the feel of 
cheap satin. 

§6 

Inter Arma. — One of the useful by- 
products of war is its pricking of the 
fundamental democratic delusion. For 
years the Homo boobus stalks the earth 
vaingloriously, flapping his wings over 
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Us God-gfvtn rights, bis inalienable 
freedom, his sublime equality to his 
masters. Then of a sudden he is thrust 
into a trench, and discoTcrs to his sur- 
prise that be is still a slave after all — 
riiat even his Bfe is not his own. The 
judicious, studying the history of the 
past decade, will note sardonically how 
quickly and completely all the so-called 
rights of the inferior man were ad- 
journed in the United States in 1917. 
One day he was the favorite of the Con- 
stitution and the full peer of George 
Washington. The next day he was 
standing in line with a nrasket over his 
shoulder, and an officer was barking at 
kim. 

I daresay the change vras shocking to 
many a faithful befever in the demo- 
cratic buncombe. It must have seemed 
somehow incredible and against nature ; 
nevertheless, it came to pass. One of its 
effects was to fill the victim with an in- 
feriority complex. The workings of 
that complex are now brilliantly visible. 
On the one hand, the ex-soldiers talk 
magnificently of wrestmg all sorts of 
new rights and privileges from the rul- 
ing powers, and adopt the tone of heroic 
and voltmtary saviors of their country, 
and even set up the doctrine that no 
idea obnoxious to them, however aca- 
demic, shall be uttered in the Re- 
public. On the other hand, the ruling 
powers play with them cynkally, and 
they do not even get common justice. 
While they sweated in the trenches, so- 
called profiteers — i. e,, fellows too clever 
to be caught — looted the national 
treasury. Not a cent of that loot will 
ever be returned. Not a sane soldier be- 
lieves that a cent of it wiH ever be re- 
turned. ... A curious sidelight upon 
the theory that all men are equal ! 

§7 

He Who Gets Slapped.— A man I 
have difficulty in understanding is the 
one who, falling within the field of my 
criticism and meeting with its disap- 
proval, becomes wrath at my written 
estimate of him and, even more so, at 
me. Surely were the tables reversed. 



were he the critic and I the victim of his 
findii^, I know myself well enough to 
promise that I should view both his 
criticism of me and the man himself 
without irritation or anger. Yet hardly 
a month passes that some writer whom 
my appraisals have exasperated does 
not either publicly revile me as a fellow 
fit only for the society of dogs and 
worms, or send me a violently abusive 
letter. 

As I say, I can't understand such a 
man. Certainly I, in my approaching 
two decades of literary, critkal and edi- 
torial life, have been subjected to as 
much criticism as any analogous man I 
know. Nine-tenths of this criticism has 
been unfavorable, and a goodly share of 
the nine-tenths has been decidedly 
derogatory. Yet I have never felt, 
spoken or written — so far as I can re- 
member — a single irascible reply, even 
when I had reason to believe that there 
was an axe somewhere in my critic's 
woodpile. I know my faults as well as 
the best of my critics, and I have so 
many of them and they are so obvious 
that once in a while even a mediocre 
critic cannot escape smelling out one or 
more of them. I am not perfect, I 
know full well ; and I thank God that I 
am not. For if I were, ambition would 
naturally leave me, and I should give up 
the struggle of writing that gives me 
sudi tormenting pleasure, and doubdess 
spend the rest of my days drinking too 
mudi, playing nonsensical golf, sitting 
around my dub, or chasing after idiotic 
women. Harsh criticism, whether just 
or unjust in my own opinion, keeps me 
at the whed ; it challenges) me ; it keeps 
my blood dancing; it makes me fif^t, 
not my critics, but myself. And no 
man ever hit another upon the nose 
more often and more tellingly than I 
hit m3rself. I am. constitutionally, an 
aesthetic Marquis de Sade, with myself 
as the subject of my endless critical 
flagellations. 

But the man who grows red in the 
face and sputters like a new garden 
hose when he fails to meet with my 
critical approbation — I cannot grasp 
hint Does he believe himself perfect? 
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I doubt it. No man, not even a recog- 
nized jackass, goes so far as to believe 
that of himself. Does he believe that I 
am dishonest in my attack on him, and 
is so perhaps justifiably indignant at 
me? Again, I doubt it. For, though I 
have hem accused of many things, many 
of them true, no one, so far as I have 
heard, has ever accused me of not being 
honest. I have no reason to be dis- 
honest. I have never belonged to a 
group of log-rollers ; I am a bad mixer, 
so called, and dislike what passes for 
personal popularity ; I fortunately have 
enough of the world's goods not to want 
more; I have enough friends; I never 
ask a favor, or do one if I can avoid it ; 
I am approximately as temperamental 
as a cold potato. There is thus no in- 
telligible reason why I should be dis- 
honest. Dishonesty could avail me noth- 
ing, be of no benefit to me in any 
conceivable way. 

But if the man whom I criticize ad- 
versely does not believe himself perfect 
or me dishonest, what reason has he for 
being worked up? Does he believe that 
I am ignorant, and unable to detect the 
merit that has on this occasion eluded 
me? Possibly. But if he believes that 
I am ignorant, why is he aggravated? 
No intelligent man, or even partly in- 
telligent man, can imaginably become 
exercised over what an ignoramus has 
to say of him or of his work. If I am, 
to him, a stonehead, why shouldn't he 
dismiss me with a long, loud laugh? 
. . . Well, one reason remains for our 
friend's irascibility. Does he believe 
that I am intelligent, and that I have de- 
tected the truth about him ; and is it this 
expos6 that makes his ears bum ? If it 
is this, then he is an artist without grati- 
tude and without self-esteem, for the 
truth should make him stronger once he 
is privy to it, and his future work better 
and finer and sounder. If he grows 
angry over what he knows to be true, 
he is simply a damn fool. 

§8 

The Idealist, — The late Disarmament 
Conference, like the Peace Conference 



before it, provided a delirious day in 
court for the political New Thougfaters 
formerly called Liberals, but now gen- 
erally Imown as idealists. It was the 
function of these passionate sentimen- 
talists to find Hope and Promise in the 
deliberations of the eminent n^otiators, 
despite the obvious fact that every one 
of their actual acts, from the very start, 
reeked of fraud. Even after the f raud- 
ulence of the proceedings became too 
notorious to be denied, idealism con- 
tinued on tap. In the end it converted 
itself bravely into the doctrine that there 
is a mystical virtue in optimism, even in 
the face of massive proofs that it is voir 
justified. That is to say, the man who 
hopes absurdly is, in some mysterious 
manner, a better citizen than the man 
who detects and exposes the hard truth. 
. . . Bear this doctrine clearly in mind. 
It is, fundamentally, what is the matter 
with the United States. 

§9 

UApris Midi (Fun Coftoftw.— Not 
long ago it befell me to be assigned a 
room in a hotel next to one occupied by 
an actor. The partition between the two 
rooms was thin, and it was thus that I 
was privileged to become privy to the 
solution of the m)rstery as to what an 
actor does with his afternoons. 

At one o'clock in the afternoon, just 
as I sat myself down to my second lap 
in the day's writing chore, my neighbor 
arose from his bed, turned on the water 
in his tub, and called up a girl. The 
telephone conversation last^ exactly 
fifteen minutes, and was interrupted 
only long enough for my neighbor to 
turn off the water. After his bath, my 
neighbor called downstairs and ordered 
br^fast, a copy of Variety, and two 
packages of cigarettes. Directly after 
breakfast, quiet prevailed for half an 
hour, my neighbor doubtless being en- 
grossed in the literature he had ordered 
sent up to him. Suddenly, however, a 
great sound of gaiety filtered through 
the partition. My neighbor had turned 
on a phono|fraph with a jazz record and 
was executing a pas seul to the strains. 
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A second jazz record followed, and then 
a sentimental popular "Mammy'' bal- 
lad. The program completed, my neigh- 
bor called up another girl. This con- 
versation^ which lasted about ten 
minutes, was followed by the calling up 
of still another sweet one, the latter con- 
versation running to fifteen minutes. 
This eventually concluded, my neighbor 
called downstairs and ordered up four 
oranges. A noise of cocktail-shaking 
ensued presently, and then the gurgle of 
two beverages. 

At three o'clock one of the fair crea- 
tures with whom my neighbor had had 
telephonic communication was an- 
flounoed, and a moment or two later was 
received in his chamber with a wealth of 
sweet words. Again the phonograph 
was turned on, md again a cocktail- 
shaking fell upon my ears. It developed 
soon that my neighbor and his fair visi- 
tor were practisii^ a particularly intri- 
cate dance step. They were — it a^)- 
peared — going to an actors' ball at the 
Ritz that evening, and wished to display 
their joint virtuosity before the assem- 
bled elite. Came now presently through 
the partition endearing phrases and, if 
my ears deceived me not, a succession 
of moist busses. Again the cocktail- 
shaking; again the endearing phrases; 
again the succession of kisses — and then 
— and then an indecipherable silence 
that lasted until quarter of five o'clock. 
At this hour my neighbor called up his 
club and informed a crony named Doug- 
las or Donald (I could not catch the 
name distinctly) that he would meet 
him in twenty minutes and would go 
with him to tea at Mrs. Somebody's 
house in West 104th Street. After ten 
minutes, the sound of a kiss, the slam- 
mii^ of the door by my neighbor and 
his fair compankm, the strains of "Ka- 
lu-la** whistled by my neighbor on his 
way to the elevator— and silence. 
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On History. — "History," says Henry 
Ford, "is bunk." I inscribe myself 
among those who dissent from this doc- 
trine; nevertheless, I am often hauled 



up, in reading history* by a feeling that 
I am among unrealities. In particular, 
that feeling comes over me when I read 
about the religious wars of the past — 
wars in which thousands of men, 
women and children were butchered on 
account of puerile and luiintelligible dis- 
putes over transubstantiation, the atone- 
ment, and other such metaphysical ban- 
shees. It does not surprise me that the 
majority murdered the minority; the 
majority, even today, does it whenever 
it is possible. What I can't understand 
is that the minority went voluntarily to 
the slaughter. Even in the worst per- 
secutions known to history — say, for 
example, those of the Tews in Spain — 
it was always possible for a given mem- 
ber of the minority to save his hide by 
giving public assent to the religious no- 
tions of the majority. A Jew who was 
willing to be baptized, in the reign of 
Ferdinand and Isabella, was practically 
unmolested; his descendants today are 
100% Spaniards. Well, then, why did 
so many Jews refuse? Why did so 
many prefer to be robbed, exiled, and 
sometimes murdered? 

The answer given by philosophical 
historians is that they were a noble peo- 
ple, and preferred death to heresy. But 
this merely begs the question. Is it 
actually noble to cling to a religious idea 
so tenaciously? Certainly it doesn't 
seem so to me. After all, no human 
being really knows anytWng about the 
exalted matters with which all religions 
deal. The most he can do is to match 
his private guess against the guesses of 
bis fellow-men. For any man to say 
absolutely, in such a field, that this or 
that is wholly and irref ragably true and 
this or that is utterly false is simply to 
talk nonsense. Personally, I have never 
encountered a religious idea — and I do 
not except even the idea of the existence 
of God — that was instantly and unchal- 
lengeably convincing, as, say, the Coper- 
nican astronomy is instantly and un- 
challengeably convincing. But neither 
have I ever encountered a religious idea 
that could be dismissed offhand as pal- 
paUy and indubitably false. In even the 
worst nonsense of such theological 
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mountebanks as the Rev. Dr. Billy Sun- 
day, Brigham Young and Mrs. Eddy 
there is always enough lingering plausi- 
bility, or, at all events, possibility, to 
give the judicious pause. Whatever the 
weight of probabilities against it, it 
nevertheless may be true that man, on 
his death, turns into a gaseous verte- 
brate, and that this vertebrate, if its 
human larva has engaged in bootl^g^ng, 
profanity or adultery on this earth, will 
be boiled for a million years in a caul- 
dron of pitch. My private inclination is 
to doubt it, and to set down anyone who 
believes it as a credulous ass, but it 
must be obvious that I have no means 
of disproving it. 

In view of this uncertainty it seems 
to me sheer vanity for any man to hold 
his religious views too firmly, or to sub- 
mit to any inconvenience on account of 
them. It is far better to conceal them 
discreetly, or to change them as the de- 
lusions of the majority change. My own 
religious views, being wholly skeptical 
and tolerant, are oflFensive to the sub- 
scribers to practically all other views. At 
the moment, by an accident of American 
political history, these dissenters from 
my theology are forbidden to punish me 
for not agreeing with them. But at any 
moment some group or other among 
them may seize such power and pro- 
ceed against me in the traditional man- 
ner. If they ever do, I give notice here 
and now that I shall get converted to 
their nonsense instantly, and so retire to 
safety with my right thumb laid against 
my nose and my fingers waving like 
wheat in the wind. I'd even do it today, 
if there were any practical advan- 
tage in it. OflFer me a case of Rauen- 
thaler 1907, and I engage to submit my- 
self publicly to baptism by any rite ever 
heard of, provided it does not expose 
my nakedness. Make it ten cases, and 
ni agree to be both baptized and con- 
firmed. In such matters I am broad- 
minded. What IS one more lie? 

§11 

On Co-Respondents, — Often when I 
see the picture of the woman co-respon- 



dent in a divorce case I am struck with 
the superiority of the wife's lodes, and 
wonder what it was about the dubious 
siren that persuaded the husband to 
desert his spouse for her. In the last 
twelve divorce cases that have figured 
conspicuously in the newspapers the 
wife has, with one debatable exception, 
been considerably more sightly than the 
vamp. 

This may sound like a futile and triv- 
ial paragraph, but I believe that there 
is a bit of evasive philosophy in it some- 
where. I thought for a moment that I 
had my hands on it, and that I had got 
hold of the reason, but, though I can 
feel it crawlii^ around in my head, I 
can't quite get it into words. 

§12 

Consolation, — ^The net result of the 
so-called Disarmament Conference 
seems to be this: that both Japan and 
England have homswoggled the Feather 
Duster and his associates out of such 
advantages that, when war comes finally 
with either or both of them, they will 
be able to beat the United States with 
ease. In brief, Uncle Sam is neatly 
ho^-tied by the open covenants openly 
arrived at. Not even the League of Na- 
tions scheme of the lamented Woodrow 
would have accomplished the business 
more eflFectively. Well, let us not re- 
pine too much. If the English conquer 
us, they will at least have Ae decency, I 
suppose, to give us some sort of Home 
Rule; moreover, they will undoubtedly 
repeal Prohibition, if only to get the 
liquor licensQ money. Even the Japs, I 
daresay, would be better than the rogues 
and morons who now rule us. What in- 
telligent American would be honestly 
sorry to hear that the Jap fleet had taken 
New York and put it to the tordi ? Or 
that a Jap army had captured Wadi- 
ington and butchered the whole House 
of Representatives? 
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English. — Paragraph (verbatim) 
from a circular letter by G. P, Put- 
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nam's So», piddishers, advertising 
"Patnam's Minote-a-Day Eagli^ for 
Busy People'*: 

"An over the country is spreading like 
mfdfire a movement for better English. Not 
only throughoot our vMt educational S3r9teinr 
but more particularly in business and profes- 
sional and social circles, is a concerted effort 
being made to have our common language 
correct and grammatical, to keep it melo- 
dious and beautiful 'Better-English Week* 
is now an annual institntion» but better still 
is to make evesy day a Better-English Day, 
which can easily be done by even the busiest 
people by die use of Putnam's Minute-a-Day 
fiiglisit The importance of Good Engfrsh 
caonol be ovcrestimaled. The imzes of life 
will 0> ta these who taUc and write it accu- 
rately and effectively." 

ExGcrpts from G. P. Putnam's Sons' 
orccdar aax)nipanying the letter : 

L "A man reveals himself instantly by his 
conversation. Not only by what he says, but 
by how he say» it . . ." 

2. "If just tile words he needs to express 
his exaot meaning are at his instant conv- 
niand» then he can hardly fail to get his idea 
across to those whom he may perhaps wish 
to impress. . . .^ 

3. ^MsBiy a woman has been forced to con- 
tent herself with a mediocre position in 
society on account of bad grammar, displeas- 
ing enunciation. . . /' 

4. ••(This book) prepared especially for 
the use of busy people . . . who must 
absorb knowledge in an idle moment now 
and then." 

5. *'An invaluable aid to those who wish to 
team quickly to use correct Engiish.** 

I siqrgest tliat G. P. Putnam's Sons 
iiyvesi in a copy of their own work, and 
that meanwhile they send their letter 
and tiieir circular to the Messrs. Louis 
Maim^ George Bickel, Joseph Caw- 
tiiome, Sam Bernard and the other 
broken-Enfliflh cotmcfmes. These actors 
wocdd sardy appreciate them. The ma- 
terial in dnn is far stiperior to that m 
"Madison's Budget." 

§M 

The AM r«t.— We extract the fol- 
lowing affecting anecdote from the 
Kansas City Star: 

A stranger joined the party setting out on 
the Roosevdt pilgrimage at the Peimsylvania 
statioop in New York yesterday. 



"My name," he said, "is Eugene Belts. 
There never was a time when I didn't love 
Roosevelt. Fve read everything he ever 
wrote that I could get my hands on, and Fve 
followed him as best I could. I saw in ihe 
paper diat anyone who loved him would be 
allowed to take the pilgrimage today. So, as 
I had a day off— Fm a car inspector from 
Packerton, Carbon County, Pennsylvania — I 
said to myself Fd take the chance I might 
be let in. So I set my alarm dock for 2:40 
this morning and got up then and walked 
five miles to get here. And Fd like it awfully 
well if you'd let me go along." 

Wen, he went ak>ng*. And he went to the 
house where Roosevelt had lived and he tocdc 
part in all that happened there and saw the 
things that Roosevelt loved. And when he 
came away he said simpTy: 

•^ never thought before thai dreams came 
true." 

It is from stufi Hke that that loosevett 
followers are made. 

Exactly. It is of such stuff precisely 
tfiat they are made. 

§15 

Meditation, — As I grow older, old 
testes and enthusiasms fade miserably 
into memories — ^yellowed leaves flutter- 
ing from the dying tree. An observa- 
tion mellow with platitude, and yet 
every man, as he makes it for himself, 
nrast be filled with a Gocthean melan- 
choly, a kind of dismayed wonder. Am 
I actually the same mammal who, in the 
year 1894, was a baseball fan, and knew 
all the players without a score^rard? It 
seems incredible — some outrageous fable 
out of history, like that about Washing- 
ton and the cherry tree. I can imagine 
nothing more dismal today than a base- 
ball game, or, for that matter, any sort 
of sport. The taste for it, the capacity 
for rising to its challenge, is as extinct 
in me as, say, tfie desire for immortality. 
I have absolutely no yearning to exist as 
a wraith for all eternity, and by the 
same token I have absolutely no yearn- 
ing to play golf. Not long ago, when too 
much work at the desk^— chained to a 
stool and a ^yittoon like a bookkeeper! 
— brought me to a professor of internal 
medicine, and he prescribed more exer- 
cise, I turned to laying brides to avoid 
die unbearable bore(k>m of golf, tennis 
and all the rest of it. In laying bricks 
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there is at least some obvious intelligi- 
bility. One makes something, and it is 
there to look at and mull over after it is 
done. What is there after one has 
played a round of golf ? In these later 
days there is not even a decent drink. 

When I was a boy, bricklayers always 
fascinated me. No other mechanics 
wore such a lordly and distinguished 
air. Even in those days they got a great 
deal more money than other working- 
men, and showed it in their manner. At 
noon, when the carpenters and tinners 
sat down in their slops to devour stale 
sandwiches out of tin cans, the brick- 
layers took oflf their white overalls, went 
to the Dutchman's at the comer, and 
there dined decently on Linsensuppe 
and Sauerbraten, with large horns of 
lager to flush their esophagi. Brick- 
layers were the only workmen who had 
recognized gangs of slaves to serve 
them, to wit, the hod-carriers. In those 
far-oflF times, in the city where I lived, 
all hod-carriers were colored men — 
usually great, shiny fellows with im- 
mense knots of muscles in their 1^ 
and arms. The Irish had already be- 
come lawyers, city detectives, ssJoon- 
keepers, gang bosses, and Todsaufer for 
breweries. These colored men, in sum- 
mer, liked to work with their chests 
bare. Swarming up the ladders in long 
files, each with his heavy hod on his 
shoulder, they made an exotic, Egyptian 
picture. One could fancy them de- 
scended in a direct line from the 
Nubians who carried the hod when 
Cheops built his pyramid. The brick- 
layers, forever cursing them fluently, 
but all the same palpably friendly to 
them, fitted into the fancy perfectly. 
The mason is the one workman who has 
resisted all change. He does his work 
today as he did it in Babylon, with deft 
hand and sharp eye. Compared with 
him, all the other mechanics of our time 
are upstarts: put him alongside the 
plumber, the structural iron worker, or 
the electrician ! Moreover, what he does 
endures. The carpenter? A blower of 
soap bubbles, a maker of millinery ! But 
the brick walls of Babylon stand to this 
day. 



Laying bricks in my garden wall (to 
the great disquiet of my neighbor's dog) 
I learned a number of things worth 
knowing. One (discovered ahnost in- 
stantly) was this: that there is much 
more to a handicraft than the simple 
exercise of muscle. To lay bricks de- 
cently one must be careful, calculating, 
far-seeing, alert, a bit shrewd. Dis- 
tances must be figured out very accu- 
rately, else there will presently appear a 
gap that no conceivable bride will fit. 
One deals in hard and immovable lines, 
precise distances, mathematical levels. 
A wall that leans, save when age has 
pushed it over, is a wall that must come 
down. There can be no easy compro- 
mises with the plumb-bob, no rough and 
ready evasions of the plan. A week or 
two of hard eflFort left me with a respect 
for bricklayers vastly transcending my 
old admiration. I knodced off a day 
and went out to watch a gang of them 
laying the front wall of a somewhat 
elaborate moving-picture theatre — 3, 
complex maze of arches, cornices and 
pilasters. I had, even by this time, some 
professional comprehension of their 
problems. I stood gaping in the hot sun 
as they solved them — quickly, ingeni- 
ously, perfectly. But that, after all, was 
an easy job. The hardest of all, I have 
been told, is to lay the wall of a sewer 
manhole. It is all curves — and they do 
not all run the same way. The men 
who tackle it do it wholly by the eye!^ It 
is as difficult, in its way, as playing 
Bach. 

Another thing I learned was that it 
was quite as easy, and a good deal more 
pleasant, to lay bricks in a good design 
as it was to lay them in' a bad design. 
Do bricklayers know it? Do they tsJce 
any actual delight in their craft? I be- 
lieve fully that the better ones do. An 
architect once told me that every effort 
he made to use bricks beautifully, no 
matter how vexatious the technical 
problems it involved, met a hearty re- 
sponse from them, and eager co-opera- 
tion — that they delighted in matching 
the colors of the new tapestry bricks, 
and worked joyfully on a fine chimney. 
Unluckily, they seldom get the chance. 
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Nine-tenths of the work they do for a 
Uving is shoddy — ^the uninspiring laying 
of iMid bricks in inept and feeble de- 
signs. What could be more tiresome 
than running up a high blank wall ? Or 
than encasing a skyscraper in its thin 
and puerile skin of clay? The only 
brickwoiic that can imaginably satisfy 
an honest bricklayer is honest brick- 
work — brickwork that stands upon its 
own bottom, and is precisely what it pre- 
tends to be. The main arch of that 
movie-parlor occupied four or five 



bricklayers for several days. It was a 
genuine arch, not a fake concealing con- 
crete, and their delight in it was ob- 
vious. All day long their foreman hov- 
ered over them, watching every brick 
as it went into place, and buzzing all 
over the scaffolding with his blue-print 
and his level. I saw him regarding it 
from across the street when it was done, 
and the false work had been taken 
away. There was no mean satisfaction 
in his face, and it was no mean feat 
that satisfied him. 



The Wild Swan 

By George Sterling 

OOON shall the morning break 
^ To the wide, immortal blue. 
Like a swan on a midnight lake 
In my dream are you. 

Will you fly when the darkness flies. 

Leaving but dark to me? 
And alone on the windy skies 

Shall your passing be? 

I shall never know your wings, 
Though I see them lift to go. 

Faintly the first bird sings 
And the heavens are a-glow. 

On its ancient path of light, 

Leading forever west, 
Hurries the day that is night. 

Farewell, snows of the breast ! 



S. Set— Apr-— 4 
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PteLUDE 



InmLUBe II 



DEMETRIOS she loved, passion- 
ately, but he dwelt far away, on 
the frontiers of the barbarians. 
Occasionally messages came to her. . . . 
She suffered and dreamed and so 
she wove her suffering and dreams 
into a magic vestment for Deme- 
trios. 

Interlude I 

Menander she loved, tenderly, with 
the adoration and wonder of a child. 
And as she sat by Menander, singing 
strange songs and breathing of un- 
imaginable caresses, she wove her 
adoration and her mystical dim won- 
der into thel magic vestment for Deme- 
trios. 



Caryanthus she loved gravely, and 
with triumph, that young b^uty should 
enslave wisdom. She learned of deep 
and Iritter passions, and she turned her 
puzzled questionings upon the loves of 
Demetrios and of Menander unto Ae 
clear gaze of Car3ranthus. Of the di- 
versity of love she learned; and while 
Qtryantbus strove to enmesh her soul 
with his, she wove her knowledge and 
her questionings into the magic vest- 
ment for Demetrios. 

POSTLUDE 

Dlmetrios wore the magic vestment, 
and far and wide he praised the beauty 
that is of the making of woman's hand 
when woman's soul is occupied witii 
constancy and love. 



w 



OMEN are like electric currents. Some of them direct and a lot 
alternating. 



A LTRUISM — the art of doing unselfish things for selfish motives. 



A MAN'S wisdom waxes strong as his faith in women declines. 
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"Keats" 

By Walter E. Sagmaster 



PROFESSOR ELIAS T. CRANB Y 
lifted the voluminous "Anthol- 
ogy of English Poetry" and 
turned to the section "Keats," for the 
purpose, apparently, of reading from 
It, but as a matter of fact he never 
so much as glanced at it : he required 
no book to recite those lines — ^they 
were too indelibly imprinted upon his 
soul, too intrinsically a part of him. 
Suddenly, as he opened his mouth to 
speak, it seemed as if all but one of 
the members of the class in English 
literature had ceased to exist; and 
that one — a lovely brown-eyed girl 
in the third row — looked up at him 
expectantly, longingly, as though 
what he was about to say was for her 
ears, and for hers alone. 

And that was exactly as he wished 
it — indeed, as he had wished it for 
several weeks past. At the touch of 
her eyes to his a great tide of emotion 
swept over him, and he felt almost 
as if he were blushing — ^he, Elias T. 
Cranby, Professor of English — ^blush- 
ing! Those eyes — soft, tender, ap- 
pealing — gazing raptly into his — 
waiting. . . . For did not she, too, feel 
an indescribable rapture at the music 
of such lines as those he was about 
to declaim ? He was certain she did ; 
and that fact, more than any other 
single thing, seemed to bind her to 
him with an inseparable bond, one 
that neither time nor fortune could 
sever. True, she was quite pretty, and 
captivating, and deliciously demure, 
and there was a certain daintiness and 
delicacy about her that wound about 
his heart. . . • 



He found himself speaking, ar- 
dently, passionately; exquisite sensa- 
tions coursed through him as he re- 
peated the beautiful phrases — won- 
derful, evanescent dreams stirred 
within his brain : dreams of impossible 
things that would somehow become 
possible He went on : 

**—yet still steadfast, still unchangeable, 
Pillowed upon my fair love's ripening 

breast, 
To feel forever its soft rise and swell, 
Awake forever in a sweet unrest. 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken 

breath. 
And so live ever — or else swoon to 

death/' 

Her gaze grew warmer, and as he 
drank it in the book trembled per- 
ceptibly in his hand. For several 
weeks he had known these disturbing 
but wondrously sweet emotions — had 
spoken to her thus, first with the aid 
of Shakespeare, then Shelley, and now 
Keats. 

"And so live ever. . . ." 

He loved her, of course. It was 
ridiculous to deny it to himself any 
longer ; ridiculous, too, to tell himself, 
as he had so often done, that the dif- 
ference in their ages was too great — 
that the very idea of his loving her 
was absurd. Eighteen, was what her 
registration card had testified, and he 
knew she could be no more than that. 
Eighteen — and he was fifty-two! 
Eighteen, and overflowing with the 
vivacity and bloom of youth — fifty- 
two, and overladen with the con- 
servatism and staidness of erudite 
maturity. Yes, on the face of it the 
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thing was a little absurd— but he 
loved her, and that made up for every- 
thing. What a perfectly adorable 
name: Eloi&— Elois Norman. Elois 
. . . Elois. ... He passed it fondly 
along his tongue and thrilled to the 
music of it. 

How he craved to go to her and tell 
her of his burning passion — ^but alas, 
he could not. He had tried: the 
words simply would not come. Some 
time, of coarse ; before long, he hoped 
— but now k was im^ssible. He felt 
a little fbolish even m contemplating 
it. What would she think— eighteen, 
and — fifty-two? She would laugh at 
him, of course — ^because she would 
not understaad. If only he could in 
some way make her understand, 
before. • . • 

^ One day, in meditating upon the 
situation, he hit on a plan by which 
he could make love to her— draw her, 
sooner or kter, to him — and still not 
expose himself to her possible ridi- 
culc, (For Elias T. Cranby lived in 
constant dread of ridicule, and not 
even love, for which he would have 
readily dared anything else, was pow- 
erful enough to make him risk it.) He 
would woo her from the lecture plat- 
form, through the spirits of other men 
who had felt as he now fdt— through 
^ insured words of the poets. 

He was sure there was somewhere 
in her a chord which would respond to 
this unique indirect courting of his, 
and when it did, then it would be a 
simple matter to go to her and tmfold 
his heart : the fact that she would, in 
spirit, be already his, would fortify his 
confidence immensely. When she 
knew and understood — ^when the 
magic of those immortal love lyrics 
which he breathed to her day after 
day had drawn her to him, then he 
would be assured of a sympathetic — 
nay. an eager, ear ; and the long pent- 
up profession of his love for her 
would be a facile accomplishment. 
Love . . . Love and Elois . . . Love 
the great leveler . . . Love, that would 
join eighteen and fifty-two — ^for- 
evcr. . • . 



''My Madeline! sweet dreamer! lovely 
bride! 
Say, may I be for aye thy vassal 
blestr 

He had very nearly said "My 
Elois,'* and how he would have loved 
to have said it ! 

She loved poetry too— as passion- 
ately as he did, no doubt She did not 
tell him so— in fact, he had never 
spoken more than a dozen words to 
her outside of the class-room, and then 
only when it was inevitable. He 
could not do so — ^he would lose con- 
trol of his speech; the blood would 
mount too swiftly to his head, making 
him giddy — ^intoxicated with the speu 
she seemed to cast about him; he 
would curse himself for a fool, and 
walk briskly off at the sight of her, 
with perhaps a conventional nod. 

To any other girl he could talk with 
the utmost ease, but not to Elois. 
Still, he knew she loved poetry, — 
knew it by the way her eyes shone 
when he rehearsed a soft, tender lyric, 
by her quickened breathing when he 
came to a particularly ardent passage, 
by the faint half-smile, ineffably 
sweet and wistful, that played about 
her lips when he had concluded, — and 
the knowledge of that fact made him 
sublimdy happy. When they would 
be together, he mused, would it not 
be wonderful — their mutual love of 
literature: already, it seemed, he 
basked in the radiance of their future 
aesthetic communion. . . • 



II 



When he had finished redting, he 
closed the book slowly, and became 
aware once more that there were 
others in the room besides Elois Nor- 
man. To these others he owed a duty : 
it was to make them see, if possible, 
the beauty in English literature. A 
thankless job it was, and, he thought, 
in anything but theory a well-nigh 
hopeless one, but it was nevertheless 
his appointed task, and he must be 
true to it. As he surveyed, deliber- 
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ately, the two score faces before him, 
he laiew that very few of them indeed 
had experienced anything but annoy- 
ance and ennui at the late rendition 
of Keat's lines, and as for the others — 
well, it was all in the day's work. . . . 
At least, he meditated, as his eyes 
rested again on Elois Norman, there 
was one— 4ie was certain of that — 
quite certain. . . . 

Gearing his throat, he addressed 
the class. 

"I want you to see the beauty, the 
harmony, the loveliness of these 
verses I have been readinp^ to you," 
he said, as earnestly and sincerely as 
the utter futility of his task would 
permit. "I want you to endeavor to 
enter into the spirit of the poetry, so 
that you may feel, to some extent at 
least, the happiness of the poet when 
he wrote it — whether it be bright or 
sombre, gay or melancholic — ^for it is 
all equally happiness.'' 

After a short pause he went on : 

"As for me, I can conceive of no 
greater joy or satisfaction than to be 
able to give to the world such lines 
as these, and could I but do so, I 
would consider myself indeed the hap- 
piest of men." 

There was a rather prolonged in- 
terval of silence, during which nine- 
tenths of the class were torn between 
vague conjectures as to who would 
win the football game on the mor- 
row, and why the class bell was so 
late in ringing, a youthful masculine 
voice arose from somewhere in the 
second row. 

"Mr. Cranby," it said, "would you 
rather write that sort of stuflF than 
have a million dollars?" 

Mr. Cranby's smile was quite in- 
dulgent—quite patronizingly indul- 
gent. The speaker was one William 
Curtis Bollenger, of some twenty- 
two summers, the only son of a pros- 
perous middle-class manufacturer, 
and without a doubt the least promis- 
ing student, from an aesthetic stand- 
point at least, in the entire college of 
liberal arts. He had ventured upon 
many such queries in the past, but not 



all of them had been so blunt and 
straightforward as this one. A little 
giggle went up in the class. The 
Professor was anything but per- 
turbed. 

"Yes, Mr. Bollenger," he answered, 
somewhat gravely, "I would rather 
be able to write such lines as those 
than have any conceivable amount of 
dollars." 

And there was a note of such pro- 
found sincerity in his voice that even 
the most prosaic students were for 
the time impressed. 

The face of Mr. Bollenger, however, 
assumed an aspect of excessive in- 
credulity — ^it seemed as though he 
were seriously doubting the sanity of 
the learned man before him. 

The Professor gazed languidly over 
the entire room, and continued : 

"I hope at least some of you can 
understand. . . ." 

But his gaze rested and centered in 
the eyes of Elois Norman, which went 
down modestly before his glance. If 
only she felt that way— that was all 
that really mattered. . . . But then, 
she did, of course. 

The class bell rang violently, tear- 
ing him from his delicious reverie 
\yith the utmost regularity and pre- 
dsion the students rose en masse and 
filed slowly from the room. Elois 
was among the last to leave, and, he 
thought, perhaps she lingered a mo- 
ment — ^just a moment — near his desk. 
But that was doubtless an idle fancy. 
Oh, if only the words would come — 
how he would pour them into her 
ear! . . . 

"Say, may I be for aye thy vassal 
blest?" . . . 

Elois . . • Elois. . . • 

What a wonderful, glorious, infin- 
itely precious thing was love! How 
it could blot out everything else — 
how all other considerations fell be- 
fore its conquering arm — ^how it could 
rebuild a man's world in a twinkling, 
no matter how ruined it might find it ! 
Love, that had found him morose, 
melancholy, listlessly plodding along, 
almost in despair, less than two short 
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months ago, and which since then had 
made life something infinitely de- 
sirable — had given him a rejuvenated 
and exalted hope, permeated with the 
breath of life's springtime . . . Love 
. . . Love and Elois. . . . 

He was rather startled on looking 
up, hastily, to discover that the room 
was empty. He must hurry: in ten 
minutes his next class began — his 
class in English composition. He 
hated that class — it bored him intoler- 
ably, but again, it was all in the day's 
work. This class — in English litera- 
ture (or should he say, more appro- 
priately, in Elois Norman ?) was what 
he lived for; in this room were con- 
tained all his hopes and desires and 
dreams — ^here it was that he might 
gaze upon hfr. His whole Ufe 
seemed to center in the little hour he 
spent, three times a week, in this 
room ; at night he went to sleep think- 
ing of it; Uiroughout the balance of 
the day it haunted him. . . . 

Hastily gathering his books and pa- 
pers together he left the classroom. 
As he was about to turn a comer into 
the main corridor, he suddenly dis- 
cerned, from behind an angle in the 
wall, two voices— one of a girl and 
one of a b#y. First the girl's— low, 
tender, and unmistakably passionate : 

**Of course I love you, dearest. 
Don't be 5ffly. Oh, ii only I Aiirf you I" 

Elois 1 

Professor Cranby gulped hard, and, 
his heart trembling nervously, craned 
his neck and picked up his ears to 
better grasp the ensuing conversation. 
The voice of William Curtis BoUen- 
ger came to him in subdued but con- 
siderably rufHed and impatient tones : 

"Yes, but I tell you ttiat old goofs 
tryin' to mash you, Elois. Why, any- 
body'd know it: the way he looks at 
you when he spouts that mushy po'try 
of his. Are you sure you don't care 
for him — sure you're nc^ going to fall 



for that line o' stuflF he hands out?" 

A little silvery laugh floated into 
the ears of Professor Cranby, fol- 
lowed by a warm voice : 

"Will, you're such a darling old 
thing to be jealous, but really you 
mustn't think such nonsense. Let old 
Cranby look at me and recite till tiie 
cows come home if it does him any 
good — ^you know I never giTC him a 
second, thought Why, he's old 
enough to be my grandfather! Really, 
it amuses me — to watch him. And as 
for the poetry — just between you and 
I, it bores me stiflF." 

A short pause, then a great sigh of 
relief, and, in a whisper : 

"Elois — ^you darlingr 

The next moment he saw them, 
as through a mist, racing off together 
to the 11 :30 history class, and his eyes 
followed them 3reamingly until they 
were well out of sight. A sig^ es- 
caped him, and, still hugging" his 
books and papers, he walk^ slowly 
and doggedly toward his English 
composition classroom. As he passed 
throu^ the main hall, however, a 
bulletm board caught his eye, and he 
read several times, with a pecoUar, 
half-conscious fascination, the in- 
scribed legend : 

Friday EvsNutG, at 8:30 O'Clock, 
A Reading by Peof. Euas T. Cranby : 

"K«ATS.*' 

Obeying a sudden intpobe, he went 
swiftly to the board, erased the last 
word, and, taking a piece of chalk, 
wrote in its stead, in large, bold char- 
acters: •^MILTON." 

Then, a sudden, strange, unlooked- 
for sense of relief taking possession of 
him — as if he had at one stroke wiped 
forever an unpleasant memory from 
his mind— he entered his classroom 
and softly ctosed the door behiad 
him. 
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By Oscar Graeve 



HE was an evil old man. Evil 
vaporized from him as mist rises 
from a swamp at the fall of 
night. And his very vileness seemed to 
fascinate me. You know how it is 
when one is young. One is so curious 
about evil. From one's own rather 
guileless attitude toward life one lodes 
upon vice and vicious things and vicious 
people with a certain breathless fore- 
boding and yet with an appalling curi- 
osity, an irresistible, frightened in- 
terest. 

And I was lonely as well as young 
in those days — days that seem very long 
ago. I had but recently come to New 
York, and while I earned my living as a 
cleric in the law offices of Benton, Stew- 
art and Benton, I spent my nights in 
study, poring with unbelievable dili- 
gence over the thick and solemn volumes 
of Blackstone. 

Perhaps that was why I had selected 
that ancient house in Fourteenth Street 
as a lodging-house. By day, of course, 
as you may well realize, Fourteenth 
Street teemed with life — ^a constant tide 
of people, men, women and children, 
flowing along the pavements, in and out 
of the shops which advertised the cheap- 
ness of their wares so flagrantly. But 
at night it was quiet enough. The 
crowd was brushed away at night as 
thoroughly as the litter of their coming 
and going was swept from the aisles of 
the shops opposite the old mansion. 
And it was a house that within its thick 
walls brewed a silence of its own 
making. 

The windows of one side, I remem- 
ber, as well as the windows in the rear, 



oyeriooked a ruined garden^ tangled 
with weeds and dead bushes and grass 
grown coarse as grass can grow when 
left to follow its own indecorous incli- 
nations. There was silence in the gar- 
den, too, save for the occasional f oriom 
chirp of a bird caught and imprisoned, 
it seemed, in that maze of underbrush. 

The old house had a history. Such 
houses always have. Fragments came 
to me after I had engaged a room there 
— of an historic Knickerbocker family 
gone to seed, of gay festivals in the 
past, remote and bnlUant balls, of vast 
estates entailed — such things. I shall 
not attempt to detail them here. 

No, let me say only that but for the 
episodic attention of Mrs. Gtrasann, 
who was either landlady or janitress 
— I never could quite determine her 
status — ^the house was left to run itself. 
One came and went as one willed. One 
paid one's rent to Mrs. Carasann, car- 
ried to her one's futile complaints, saw 
her once in a while rise from the moldy 
depths of the basement in which she 
dwelt to cast a weary and disillusioned 
eye at an upper world which to her had 
evidently lost all charm. But otherwise 
one saw but little of one's fellow lodg- 
ers. In all the months I was there, in 
all the heterogeneous collection of un- 
forttmates condemned to live within 
those sombre walls, there were only two 
with whom I became familiar enough 
to exchange a nod. 

One was my evil old friend who oc- 
cupied two large rooms next to my own 
small one. The other was Crystal, the 
giri who lived in the smallest compart- 
ment of the very top floor. Crystal was 
an art-student. Many afternoons upon 
my return from business she would 
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enter when I did Many times, and 
always a little shyly, I used to watch 
hei dimb those broad and shallow steps 
that led from the circular hall paved 
with black-and-white marble up and up 
to her attic quarters. Shyly I watched, 
and sympathetically. For her step was 
tired and the heavy black portfolio, al- 
ways beneath her arm, seemed to weigh 
her down. She was not pretty. But 
she was pathetic, drooping. 

Once, «ie Stmday afternoon, when 
I had fluag Blackstooe aside and de- 
clared a heyday, I dropped into a seat 
beside her «i Ae tcq> of the Fifth Ave- 
nue bu& We fdl to talking, diffidently 
and with constraint. Bat that is bow 
we became acquainted. It was never 
anything More than an acquaintance. I 
was too jrotmg then» entirdy too indi- 
gent, to thmk of marriage or even of 
romance. 

But sometimes I used to catch myself 
dreaming about her. Hers was a figure 
wdl-suited to dreams. She was hersdf 
so wraithlike, so frail and white. There 
was something aboi^ her that touched 
the well-springs of pity. She seemed 
to be engaged in a constant struggle 
against adversity and to be so inade- 
quately equipped phjrsically for any sort 
of struggle. In tb^ dreams I used to 
imagine nijrself defending her from all 
sorts of daagers, hardships. . . . And 
yet I never Iniew ber well enough to ask 
to see the drawings or the paintings for 
which, I iwnginc, she sacrificed so 
much. 

No, it was oM Mr. P^ers whom I 
got to know well. Qtiite wdl 

It happened in this way. 



n 



At night— eleven or twdve or 
I would emerge from my room on the 
ground floor of the old house and go 
out for a breath of air and a prowl 
along those deserted streets — Fifteenth 
Street, with its defaced buildings de- 
voted in the daytime to rather ephem- 
eral enterprises conducted by Jews en- 
gaged in the cloak and suit business; 
Sixteenth Street, with its bow-bellied 



old residences clinging desperately to a 
respectability that had departed ; Broad- 
way and Sixth Avenue, now, in this 
neighborhood, dark and empty where 
once had beoi the flare of lights and 
the whispers of yoimg adventurers on 
the sea of easily purchased disenchant- 
ment 

And often, on these nocturnal excur 
sions of mine, I would see old Mr. 
Peters crawling along dose to the walls. 
What piqued my interest was that I 
never saw him in the daytime. Never 
in the morning, when I bcn^ fbrdi 
from the old hotse on my way to work ; 
never in the late afternoon when I re- 
turned But always at night, creepit^ 
furtivdy, even thm, dose to the dmily 
lighted shop-windows of Sixth Avenue, 
sliding in and out of dark doorwasrs, 
clinging to the decieint wrougfat-irTXi 
railings before die rc^ences in Six- 
teenth Street At first, of course, ^rinle 
the strangeness of this worked npon nqr 
fandes, I did not tmderstand it It was 
only later when I had come to know 
Mr. Peters, when he, through his ex- 
traordinary vanity, had come to ccmfide 
in me, tiiat I u n der s t o od it 

One night— it nmst have been dose 
upon tw^e — I turned in at the door 
of an inn that bad stood in that spot, as 
a »gn prodaimed, for many years. 
'The Old Grape Arbor^ it was called. 
A musty old place but not without its 
attractions. Q)bwebs spread didr fine 
gray lace over the bladcened beams of 
the cdling. The bar, the wooden taUes 
and diairs, were scarred and stah^ 
with age Sawdust was on die Boor 
And there, at the farthest table, pressed^ 
as usual, as close to the wall as he could 
get himsdf, sat tfie old man. As I 
stood at the bar, I glanced across at bint 
and I imagined I saw a flkker of recog- 
nition glimmer in his dull ami colork^ 
eyes. Certainly he lifted a finger and 
beckoned me to him. 

I crossed the room, a little rductantly^ 
and stood beside the table at which he 
sat. 

"Sit down and have a drink with me," 
he said, and his voice was peculiar, 
rusty. 
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The absnrd idea came to me that it 
creaked as if from want of use. 

I sat down. 

"I've seen you often," I ventured. 

He dropped his head as might a turtle 
before withdrawing beneath its shell. 

''Yes, young feller, I've noticed you,** 
and then, with a feeble attempt of his 
rheumy old eyes to pierce me search- 
ingly, "You don't know who I am, do 
you?" 

"Yes; )rou have the rooms next to 
mine at sixty-three/' 

"Yes — but you don't know who I 
really am?" 

"No." 

He seemed at once relieved and 
disappointed. 

"I guess maybe it might surprise you 
if you did know who I am," he said, in 
that creaking voice which broke then 
into a moment's cackle, quickly hushed 
as he glanced apprehensively about him. 

And then he whispered, "Well, if you 
don't know who I am, that's all right. 
That's as it should be. Maybe as long 
as you don't know, we can be friends." 

Friends! I lodced at him! It 
astonished me that he did not see im- 
mediately the aversicm in my eyes. 
Friends! 

I wish I could convey to you the dis- 
gust with which he filled me. For what 
I find so hard to describe is his ap- 
pearance of perverted ben^evolence of 
hearty old age corrupted by something 
sinister. His round face with its apple- 
ts cheeks, his white side-whislners, his 
chubby figure belonged to some kindly 
old gentleman but his dull and crafty 
cyc«, the sharp, cruel twist to his mouth, 
belied the benevolence, were, in a way, 
crevices through which one .caught 
glimpses of the lecherous soul witWn. 
And he had clothed himself so out- 
rageously. There was a tawdry sort of 
sportfness about him. On his head was 
tipped a brown, square and high Derby. 
His suit was loudly checked in pattern. 
His waistcoat of black velvet corded 
with white was spotted from food 
dribbled down its rich convex swell. As 
my eyes fell to his hands which were 
clasped around the mug of ale before 



him I saw that his fingers, incongru- 
ously plump and white, were decorated 
with wide bands of gold and in the 
gold were set large ston'^s, green and 
red. 

Friends! I vowed to myself to 
avoid him by every possible means. 

But, once having claimed me as his 
friend, he dung to me. I was forced 
to make him understand that he was not 
to disturb me in those early hours of 
the night which I devoted to study, but, 
frequently, I would find him waiting 
outside my door, huddled there in the 
semi-darkness on a chair that stood just 
beneath the turn in tiie wide and wind- 
ing stairway. 

There was a certain amount of pathos 
in that waiting figure. Of friends, I 
judged, he had none. And I know well 
what friendlessness is. He was with- 
out doubt a repellent old man but he 
was wretched, alone. And always there 
was my curiosity about a past at whose 
strange and notorious secret he was for- 
ever hinting. like the theme of a ribakl 
song there ran through the muddy 
course of his remarks : 

"Yes, I gt»ss maybe it might surprise 
you if yo\x knew who I really am." 

So he waited for me to share my 
walks for a breath of air before retir- 
ii^ — a breath of air which he, in shar- 
ing, seemed to contaminate. 

I paid for my curiosity and my toler- 
ance of him — and yes, for my pity, too 
— with the loss of part of my peace of 
mind. For constantly, leering up at 
me, he would whisper corrupt sugges- 
tions, odious intimations. Especially 
about women. There seemed to be a 
suppressed hatred of women within him. 
And sometime this hatred would 
bubble up to the surface in the way one 
sees particles of filth rise to the top of 
a muddy pool. And all of these obscene 
remarics would come from him in the 
most natural way. It was as if the 
world upon which he gazed was a world 
forever rooting in its own slime. ... I 
have said that I was yotmg and that 
vice, then, had its own peculiar allure. 
I was eager to know the worst of things 
as wdl as the best 
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But once he said to me, 

"I guess you've noticed that little gel 
that lives on the top-floor of sixty- 
three?" 

"Yes, I've noticed her/* 

He chuckled. "You bet youVe 
noticed her. I was young once, too. I 
ain't so old yet that I don't know a 
likely looking gel when I see one." 

"But I thought you hated women?" 

He shivered convulsively. "Oh, I 
hate 'em all right but sometime I can't 
help looking at 'em. This little gel 
we're talking about — did you ever notice 
how white her throat is — ^how white 
and soft and nice it is?" 

Curiosity or no curiosity, this was too 
much for me. For a moment I felt as 
if I would like to stamp upon him, crush 
him as one does a loathsome creeping 
thing. But I controlled myself and 
swung away from him. 

"I've had enough of that!" I said, 
"Good night." 

The very next night he was waiting 
outside my door but I passed him with- 
out looking in his direction. 

A night or two later, however, he 
followed nie. With a burst of speed 
incredible in one so old, he caught up 
with me; he seized my coat in a grip 
so strong I could not pull it from his 
grasp. But when at last I was forced 
to turn, to face him, his strength seemed 
abruptly to evaporate. He shriveled; 
his hands were crushed together in sup- 
plication. 

"I didn't mean anything by what I 
said about that gel," he whimpered, 
"What would a poor old feller like me 
mean by that? Can't I walk along 
with you tonight?" 

He was so abject, so cringing, that 
while it was sickening, it was also 
flattering. He must indeed value my 
companionship. 

"Oh well, come along," I said. 

At once, and with assurance he fell 
into place beside me. When walking 
with me, I had already noticed, he no 
longer clung so close to the walls. "I'm 
not afraid when I'm out with you," he 
remarked. 

"Afraid? Of what are you afraid?" 



"Oh, an old feller like me's got a 
lot to be afraid of." 

Our walks usually led us, just before 
we went home, to The Old Grape 
Arbor. It was after he had had his 
second mug of ale that old Peters b^an 
to dwell upon that ancient, famous past 
of his. 

"Yes, Peters is a nice respectable 
name, ain't it?" he'd say. ^'You 
wouldn't think any one named Peters 
was known all over the country once 
for something that wasn't so respec- 
table, would you?" 

"No; Peters is a good name." 

He'd lean across the table, his eyes 
half-dosed in the intensity with which 
he regarded me, his brown, square 
Derby tipped at an acute angle upon 
his head, his thumbs jabbed into the 
armholes of his spotted velvet waist- 
coat. "Suppose I was to tell you my 
name ain't Peters. What would you 
say to that, John? Eh? What would 
you say to that? Maybe that would 
surprise you, wouldn't it, young 
feller?" 

"Well— isn't your name Peters?" 

He'd hesitate, a crafty expression 
drawing his thin lips down, puckering 
his colorless eyes. Then, leaning so far 
over that his fat belly lay like a pudding 
on the table — ^"You're my friend, ain't 
you, John?" 

"I suppose so." 

"Ain't you sure?" 

••Ye-es." 

"Then 111 tell you my name ain't 
Peters nor nothing like Peters." 

"What is it?" 

He'd twinkle his finger at me with a 
decrepit roguishness. "You're going too 
fast, young feller. You'd like to know 
now what my real name is, wouldn't 
you? I guess maybe there's a lot of 
people would like to know what my real 
name is. But I*n\ too smart for 'em. 
I been too smart for thirty years, John. 
No ; nobody'll ever know what my real 
name is." 

Often we would have a conversation 
like that. A conversation? A mono- 
logue carried on by my friend while I 
put in an occasional interjection to egg; 
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Imn on. Often faeU totst of his past 
infamy: 

**Ycs, you'd know me aM tight if you 
knew what my real name is. I guess 
there ain^ nobody wouldn't know me if 
they knew mj seal name. The papers 
was f tdl o£ il ftirQr years ago. I been 
watching the papers since, John, watdi- 
ing 'era all the time and I ain't ever 
seen the fike of it since. There was my 
name, my real name, in big letters spread 
across the lop of tiie page" — with a 
finger on tbe tftble, he'd incficate a mon- 
strous disfday of type— "I ain't been 
dUe to Aow myself in daylight since. 
My pictnro was there too. Not a 
pfaoK^raph like ^y got nowadays, bat 
a drawing all black and white. Blade 
lines on wUte paper. No mistridng it 
Lodoed fike me, too. And I was a 
handsome feiler in them days, John. I 
didn't k)ok then like I locAc now 
atdiough, I gQ»s, I've kqjt my looks 
as good as the next one" — ^he'd throw 
out tus diest with pride, his head 
cocked to one side, one 1^ tossed 
laontily over the other. 

I li^eaed again and ^tgm to these 
ttminiscences. Sometimes I wondered 
if he were manufacturing them from 
the vapors of his imagination in order 
to feed his own inordinate qptism. For 
never for all my urging would he tell 
me fan own name, ttet nanK whtdi, so 
he boasted, was one to arouse horror 
and fear in the minds of all decent men 
nnd iPomen and diildren. 

And I ateo wonder now why I was 
so curious ; why I kept asking questions ; 
why I didn't avoid him as one can avoid 
even the most tenacious of men if one 
sincenely wisiies to avoid him. I sup- 
pose it was because then there were so 
few interests in my Kfe. Just work, 
study, an^ition. And infrequently, 
starved and tenuous thoughts of the girl 
who lived on Ae top-floor of our lodg- 
ing hoose. Nothing else. No com- 
panionship. No amusements. For I 
couldn't afford die tiieatre ami at that 
time the dnema flickered htmibly in 
obscure and ill-smelling little holes 
converted, with the aid of a few wooden 
benches and a tinkling piano, from 



ordinary stores kite places of divertise- 
ment 

Old Peters' disorderly murative, noi- 
some as it was, gave me my one touch 
of r om ance, provided the one thing that 
was entirely apart from the routine oi 
my daily life, the one escape from my 
own somll worries and tadcs. And al- 
wa3rs it hdd that daric element whtdi 
to me, I confess, was so fasdnating. 
But never for all my insistence would 
he tdl me his actual name nor divulge 
the nature of the crime which for tlmty 
years had sent him into hiding in tte 
dim recesses of the old mansion on 
Fourteenth Street 

But, one nig^t, wfdiont any mging 
8t all, he dkl tdl me. 

ni 

It was after an agonized period of 
hesitation that he told me — z hesitation 
or, rather, agitation, that shook the very 
fibres of his fat old body. It was after 
I had been oompdled to assure and re- 
assure him that I was his friend, a 
friend in whom he could trust It was 
after he had shivered spasmodically, 
wet his thin Hps a dozen times with the 
pointed tip of his tot^ue ; after be lad 
spent minutes in a quivering state of 
the utmost excitement 

And I think now it was his vanity 
that led him to tdl me. Vanity and 
hanger. For he craved a little of that 
recognition which his distant and odious 
fame, he felt, had earned hhn. He was 
proud of his name as a great philanthro- 
pist or a world-famous novelist m%ht 
be proud of his name. He was terribly 
eager for such litde share of recognition 
as I personally could give him. And 
the ironic part of it was that I could 
not even give him this. The name he 
whispered meant nothing, absolutely 
nothing to me. It meant no more than 
a name one might see casually in con- 
sulting a tdephone directory. 

After tearing his Hps apart to say 
in a tew and tortured voice, "My red 
name is Tom Jade," he fdl back, half- 
frightened, half-exultant to note its 
effect upon me. 
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And, as I have said, there was no 
effect. I could not even play up to his 
fierce desire. After a moment, he 
lodced at me as a man might look upon 
a stick of dynamite after he has touched 
a match to it and it has failed to ex- 
plode. 

'•You mean you don't know who Tom 
Jade is?" he asked at last and his voice 
was broken, its tone incredulous. 

"I've never heard of him." 

I thought for a moment that he might 
break down, burst into senile tears or 
rage and disappointment and humilia- 
tion. 

'It ain't fair!" he cried at last. "Here 
I been hiding for thirty years under 
another name, not letting a soul know 
what my real name is, and now the only 
one I've ever told don't know it." 

Considering the circumstances I said 
a ridiculous thing. "I'm sorry," I said. 

"Sorry! A lot o' good that does me!" 
he snaried. 

The glance he cast upon me was al- 
most one of hatred but, after a while, 
after several moments spent in the 
deptiis of disillusionment, a little flicker 
of reassurance came back to him. 

"I guess it's because you're too 
young to know who Tom Jade is," he 
said. 

"It happened thirty years ago, didn't 
it?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, you see, I'm only twenty-two. 
It — whatever it was that made your 
name famous — happened years before I 
was bom." 

He shook his head at me, but little 
mollified. "Yes, but you've heard of 
lots of men that lived and died long 
before you was bom, haven't you ?" 

"Yes, but—" 

He stmck the table with his pudgy 
fist. "No, you needn't tell me that they, 
any of 'em, was better known than I 
was. Not one of 'em. Didn't I tell 
you the newspapers was full of it? 
From one end of the country to the 
other. Some of the furrin papers too, 
I guess. Didn't I tell you that? No, 
you can't cheat me out of it by telling 
me you're too young to know." 



"I'm not trying to dieat you out of 
it I'm simply admitting my ignorance." 

"Yes, ignorance! I guess tfiat's what 
It IS," he agreed savagely. 

He sat for a moment, sullen, aloof, 
his arms crossed tightly across his belly 
as if hugging to himself his intolerable 
disappointment. 

Finally ht arose, quite sober now 
despite the extra mugs of ale he had 
drunk. 

"Well, don't you be telling anybody 
what my real name is," he said, and for 
a moment I caught the ydlow g^nt of 
his teeth bared as a dog's are bared 
when he threatens one, "I guess there's 
lots of people who'd like to Know where 
Tom Jade is, all right." 

I dSdn't see old Peter*— or perhaps 
I should call him Tom Jade — for several 
mghts after that. But one evening I 
came across Mrs. Carasann carrying a 
tray of unsavory looking food to his 
rooms. 

"Is the old man iU?" I asked. 

"Yes; he's been pretty side for the 
last couple days. I almost got to make 
him eat something. When I went in 
there the first day he was la3ring there 
saying he didn't want anything, he only 
wanted to be let alone. He looked like 
he had a shock or something." 

"A shock?" 

"Wdl— he looked like he had lost his 
money and didn't care whether he lived 
or died." 

I had sometimes wondered where tiie 
old man got the money on which he 
lived. 

"Has Mr. Peters much money?" 1 
asked. 

Mrs. Carasann hesitated as if she 
questioned my right to ask this. Pres- 
ently a little tight-lipped, she answered, 

"Well, I don't know much about that. 
All I can say is that as long as I been 
here — ^he was here when I come — he's 
paid his money as re^ar as clodc- 
woric." 

She passed on into old Peters' rooms 
but in a moment was outside the door 
again. 

"He wants to see you," she called 
after me. 
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I returned and followed Mrs. Cara- 
sann into the rooms. 

I bad never been in these rooms 
before. Tbe first was a sitting-room 
with a n^lected fireplace, a broken- 
down couch, several chairs. The walls, 
covered with a faded paper with a scroll 
design of laige roses, were bare of 
pktuiies. 

Within, opening through the first 
room, was the second and here old 
Peters lay on the bed, muffled in a 
tattered dressing-robe that had once 
been a brilliam red in color. He sinqdy 
nodded to me in an offhand way for his 
^yts were fcrflowing Mrs. Carasann 
with suspicion as she drew a table up 
to his bedside, as she carried the tray 
from the bureau to the table, as she 
gave the pillows on which he had been 
redinii^ one or two indifferent pats. 

•That's enough o' that!" he said, at 
last, and with petulance. 

He kept his eyes on Mrs. Carasann 
until she had left the room, did not turn 
to me until he had heard the door of the 
outer room close behind her. And 
then he turned simply to say, "Look if 
she's gone." 

I obeyed him. 

"Yes," I said, taking again the chair 
beside his bed. 

He pushed the tray of food away 
from him distastefuUy. Then with a 
aort of leaptng expectation he asked, 

"Well, John, have you been think- 
ing of what I toU you the other 
night?" 

"Yes; IVe thought of it." 

"Thai I guess by now maybe you've 
remembered something about the name 
I told you." 

I would have liked to have humored 
Wm but I realized that he, in his eager- 
ness, would soon detect any lies I nught 
invent. I shook my head. "No." 

"No. Nothing at all?" 

"No." 
^ He was silent for a moment, reflec- 
tive, then broke out in an astonishing 
fury of indignation. 

"It ain't right!" he cried. "It ain't 
right that I'm foiig^otten like this ! Not 
after the way I've had to hide myself 



from everybody and everything for 
close on to thirty years." 

I tried to appease him by saying, 

"I haven't mentioned your real name 
to anybody, you know. I've kept the 
promise I made you. I dare say that 
there are thousands and thousands of 
people who would remember your name 
if they heard it." 

"If I could only be sure of that I" he 
exclaimed, his eyes blazing. 

He dropped back upon the pillows, 
his mouth working. After a moment 
he sat upright again, leaning toward me, 
{ducking at my sleeve. 

"Ill tell you what you do, John. You 
ask 'em at that law office where you 
work. You ask 'em if they ever heard 
of Tom Jade. Ask 'em that, John. 
They'll remember me all right. I 
wotUdn't wonder if there was a lot 
about Tom Jade in their old law-bodes. 
But don't let 'em know why you're ask- 
ing. Don't tell 'em you know who Tom 
Jade is and where he is, John." 

IV 

Thus began a new phase of my re- 
Utionship with the old man. For I 
made inquiries at my office about Tom 
Jade and no one remembered the name 
or the deed that had made it known. 
And when I told old Peters of this he 
flew into another paroxysm of rage and 
humiliation. He insisted that I ask 
other people. He even went so far, 
after a stew of agitation, as to request 
me to ask a pc^eman — any policeman 
that I happened to meet on the street. 
So, one evening, I ^oke to a friendly 
officer with whom I occasionally ex- 
changed a nod 

A ludicrous aflUr. 

"Did you ever hear of a man named 
Tom Jade?" I asked. 

The officer r^noved his cap to 
scratch his head for a moment. 

"Did he used to run a liquor store on 
Sixth Avenue?" he asked in turn. 

"No." 

"No, I guess the feller I was thinking 
of was named Tom Meade — an' he's 
been dead five years. Where did this . 
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fdlcr you're talking about used to 
live?" 

*'I don't know exactly." 

He ' eyed me askance. 

•'There's a good many people in a big 
dty like this, young feller/' he said at 
last. 

And that was all there was to that. 
Even a policeman had never heard of 
the notorious Tom Jade whose name, so 
old Peters daimed, had been screamed 
in headlines from one end of the conti- 
nent to the other. I b^;an to doubt 
mysAi that ever such a person as Tom 
Jade had existed. And I was tiring of 
my strange and idiotic mission. The 
one thing that made me persist, that 
gave the affair a fillip of interest, was 
the old man's anger after each of my 
failures. 

"I can't bdieve everybody's forgot- 
ten me !" he'd exdaim hotly. 

He had by now recovemi from his 
illness but it had left its effect upon 
him. He was no longer so nauseatingly 
sprightly. His disreputable sportiness 
was somewhat modified. He was like a 
balloon inflated with vain hopes after 
the h<n)es have been suddenly let out 
A black tie took the place of his former 
gaily striped and beflowered^ scarves. 
His waistcoat of black-and-white vdvet 
was replaced with a dark and sober 
affair. It was almost as if he had gone 
into mourning for the forgotten Tom 
Jade. 

And then I b^;an to notice another 
change come over him. He no longer 
accompanied me on my walks as fre- 
quently as before. When he did go 
with me he paddled along mumbling to 
himsdf. 

And, occasionally, with a savs^e 
gleam in his eyes, he'd upbraid me for 
my failure as his emissary. Somewhere, 
he said, there must be any number of 
people who remembered Tom Jade ; the 
trouble was I hadn't sense enough to 
know where to find them. 

As 3rou can very wdl imagine I was 

fetting intolerably weary of my old 
riend. The one thing that made me 
continue to put up with him was that 
he himself was so obviously n^lecting 



the companionship. I saw less and less 
of him. 

But one night I came across him 
again in The Old Grape Arbor sitting 
at the table where I had first seen 
him. 

But no longer was he crowded dose 
to the wall. He had planted himsdf 
wdl out in the room, and sat there with 
the greatest assurance and with a cer- 
tain degree of recovered jauntiness, his 
hat as before cocked on one side of his 
head, his shoe, with its white spat, 
flung at an angle over his knee. 

^d evidendy the ale be had drunk 
had put him in an amiable mood. For 
he waved his fat fingers at me. 

"Come over, John," he called. "Come 
over an' 111 buy you a drink, young 
fdler." 

I went over and sat opposite him. 

"What's happened to you?" I asked« 

"What d'you mean whafs hap- 
pened?" 

"You seem to have got bade some of 
your old good nature.' 

He chudded. **Yes, I have, young 
feller. Look here" — 

He drew from his podcet an evening 
newspaper and displayed it on the table 
before us. 

"Look here! They're putting the 
headlines in red now. They didn't 
used to do that in my day." 

"And is that what's restored your 
good-nature?" 

He folded the paper again, and 
shoved it back in his pocket. "No, it 
ain't just that, but I been thinking it's 
not so bad to have everybody forget 
you." 

"I'm glad to hear you say that" 

"Yes," he a^^reed, his small eyes 
twinkling maliaously. "I have been 
thinking about it. And I guess it's 
easy enough to get people to remember- 
ing you again if you want to." 

I sat up at that. 

**What do you mean?" I asked. 

"Never mind what I mean but I guess 
I can get the newspapers talking again 
if I want to." 

"Now look here," I protested. ''Don't 
talk such rot. Youll only get yourself 
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in tnxtble. An old fdlow like you 
wants to spend the rest of his days in 
petce and cx>m{ort — ^and not in jail. 
That's iriiere you'U land if you do any- 
thii^ foolish." 

He greeted nay ranarics in the way 
that the efforts of reformers are usually 
leoerved. He scowled at me. But 
presently a furtive expcession crept into 
hb eyes^ as he said. '^Oh, I didn't mean 
nothmg by that, John. What would 
an old fdler I&e me mean by Aatl^ 

But our disagreement had one im- 
mediate and desvable effect. After that, 
old Peters left me severely alone. 

And I disnissed die entire matter 
from my mind I had, in fact, long 
since decided that old Peters had in- 
vented tx)tb Tom Jade and Tom Jade's 
lnst<^. He had done this to feed his 
own pe r verted ranity. He was obsessed 
by tiie thing. Perhaps a Uttle insane. 
He was — ^whit is Ae correct word — an 
egomaniac 

And then one night an appallix^ 
thing haBoeneQ. 



I BAH come in late and quiedy from 
QBie of my wattts — walks which again 
had become sohtary. 

And tfiere in the dark hallway of the 
otd house I saw sometfiing — ^a shadow 
it seemed— creeping tqp the stairs dose 
to the watt. I do not know where the 
premonitioa that came to me had its 
soorce. i do not know why I diongfat 
of Crystal, the girl who lived on the top- 
fkior of the old house. Perhaps this 
Aooght came to me because, in my 
dreams, I had so often pictured myself 
defendh^ her from curious dangers. 
Perhaps the thought of her was tatted 
up wiA those dreams of her. I turned 
the dim light on f uU so that it burst 
into fiame with a kmd sputtering. The 
hall, compared with its previous dim- 
ness, was illuminated. And there, on 
the stairs, twisted around to face me, 
was old Peters, his face distorted into 
a snarling mask of n^, his body bent 
double as if prepared to leap at me. 
And in bis hand was a knife. 



I stq)ped toward him, nay hand ex- 
tended, and at once he did spring. The 
blade of the knife flashed in the tight. 
I dodged. He just missed me. 

Once before I had experienced his 
strength but it was as nothing to the 
strength with which he now attacked 
me. He was on the floor, his arms 
around my l^s, trying to throw me. 
But, somehow, in reaching down« I 
managed to get my hand around the 
wrist of that hand of his wfaich hdd 
the knife. And then I did come 
tumbling down beside him. So we 
struggled — I, with the strength that my 
youth gave me, and this old, old man 
with a strenglli borrowed, it seemed, 
from some gleeftd and matignant devil. 

We rriled around the h^lway over 
its hard bladc-and-white marble surface. 
The chair that stood beneath the tnm 
in the stairway went over with a crash. 
The knife fdl clattering to the marble 
floor. And still we struggled. 

But, at last, a fortunate toss of my 
body landed me on top of old Peters. 
He lay quivering, gasping, beneath me. 

And now others came running. Heads 
were thrust over the banisters, a suc- 
cession of heads at each landing. Mrs. 
Carasann in a gray wooly robe emerged 
from the basement door. Others came 
pattering down the stairs, and one of 
them was Crystal. 

And, seeing these people, the old man 
beneath me broke f ovth into a high and 
indignant wailing. 

""Help! Hefp!" be bawled, witfi one 
tyt cocked on these apparitions as Aey 
appeared, "Help! He's trying to kiB 
me!" 

It was Mrs. Carasann who came for- 
ward and jerked me roughly by the 
shoulder. 

"Get up!'* shecommancted. "Let the 
poor (dd feller alone I What's the matter 
with you? Are you crazy?" 

I tried to explain ; I tried to tell them 
how I had seen him creeping up the 
stairs, the knife in his hand. I tried to 
put my fears and my premonitions into 
some semblance of logical order. And 
all the time old Peters wept on, repeat- 
ing over and over i^n, 
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"He's crazy I He tried to kiU me !" 

"But there's the knife I" I cried, 
driven at last to this one bit of tangible 
evidence. 

"Yes, but how do we know whose 
knife it is?" asked a man, red, porUy, 
who spoke with the importance of one 
who occupies the best rooms in the 
house. 

Old Peters then ceased his weeping 
to say with an air of candor that was 
almost childlike, "Oh, it's my knife, I 
admit that." 

"But what were you doing with a 
knife like that?" 

He turned his candid gaze from the 
portly person to me ; and his expression 
was completely triumphant. "I was 
going into the garden to cut a twig from 
a bush to keep my window from rattling. 
You know now it rattles, don't you, 
Mrs. Carasann!" 

"Yes, I know," said Mrs. Carasann, 
"it's enough to set you crazy." 

"Crazy! That's what he is," said old 
Peters, pointing at me. 

"He ought to be arrested," said the 
portly man. 

The girl, Crystal, stepped forward. 

"Oh, don't arrest him," she said, 
hastily, a little timidly, "he's just made 
a mistake. Maybe he did think the old 
man was going to do someone some 
harm." 

"He wouldn't hurt a fly," said Mrs. 
Carasann, and to me, "You're to get out 
of here bright and early tomorrow 
morning, young feller. An' you ought 
to be tfiankful we're letting you off so 
easy." 

I went directly up to Crystal. 

"I'm caught in a network of his lies," 
I said, indicating old Peters, "but I 
know — ^I know beyond a doubt — ^that 
he was indeed gcnng to do harm to 
someone and I also know that that 
someone was you." 

She blushed and htmg her head, 
conscious of the glances of those 
others. 

"How do you know that?" she asked, 
in a low voice. 

"I can't explain — it came to me like 
a flash from nowhere — but I do know." 



There was a little twitter of ridicule, 
running from lip to lip. 

I seized her hand. With all the 
earnestness I could summon to my assis- 
tance, I entreated her: 

"Please pay attention to me. Leave 
this house. You are not safe here. You 
and I may never see each other again. 
And if this is my last word to you, I 
beg you to leave this house. At onoe. 
Tomorrow morning. Will you do that?" 

She gave me a shy and sorrowful 
glance from beneath her lashes. Then 
she tugged at the hand which I still 
held. 

"Please — " she murmured. 

I swung then on those others who 
stood ^ping at us. 

"This old man whom you all pity," 
I cried, "has confessed to me that be 
is a criminal of a particulariy atrocious 
type — ^that thirty years ago he com- 
mitted some crime that made his name 
known throughout the country and that 
name is" — I glanced at old Peters and 
saw that he was watching me closely 
and malevolently, a smile, Uke a dab of 
grease, on his lips — "and that name is 
Tom Jade." 

I might as well not have spoken for 
all the effect the name produced. They 
stood there, encircling me with their 
suspicions and their hostility. Presently, 
after that unfruitful pause, old Peters 
set up his cackling again. 

"He's crazy," he said, "there's never 
been no man named Tom Jade. And I 
ask you all would I tell him that was my 
name if I was afraid to have it known?" 
He looked slowly from one face to an- 
other — "Has any man or woman here 
ever heard the name Tom Jade before?" 

There was a low murmur of negation. 
They still stood quiet, comatose . . . 
then someone yawned. There was a 
shuffle of restless feet. One or two 
began to move away up the stairs. 
Crystal, too, was on the stairs. I ran 
across and called after her, with a last 
desperate appeal, "Listen to me! Leave 
this house. I tell you it's dangerous for 
you to stay here! Will jrou listen to 
me?" 

But she passed on up the stairs widi- 
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out even turning to look back at me. 
Discouraged then, sick at heart, de- 
spising myself because I was myself on 
the point of tears, I flung into my own 
room and locked the door. 

VI 

As I look back upon it that night has 
an the dark and fantastic quality of a 
nightmare. And in that nightmare I 
see myself a bloodless, futile figure 
waving my arms ineffectually, trying to 
shout warnings into ears that will not 
hear, to point out dangers, hideously 
apparen% to eyes that will not see. 

And the days that followed retained 
some of that nightmare quality. Was it 
indeed I who was insane? Had the old 
man turned my head with his whispered 
tales and his morbid fancies? Was 
Tom Jade a creature entirely of his 
imagining or had he invented the name 
to conce^ still another name? But, no. 
Not that. For after each failure of 
mine to establish Tom Jade's fame his 
ra^e had been genuine enough. 

Yet I was almost ready to believe that 
the dd man had woven the whole tale 
from the discolored thread of his fancy. 
Perhaps that night he really had beet^ 
on his way to cut a twig. A twig to 
silence a rattling window. What a dia- 
bolically plausible and ingenious ex- 
cuse! And Mrs. Carasann had corro- 
borated It. Yet what was old Peters 
ddng on the stairs? One did not use 
those staii:s to get to the garden. 

You icc, I hope, what a snarl of ^r- 
plexities I was m. You must yourself 
know how it is when one's mind is 
drawn this way and that. Nothing but 
confusion results. And then, in its 
essence, this was such a mad subject and 
so far removed from the understanding 
of one's usual experiences. One could 
not analyze reasonably a subject that 
held such little element of reason. . . . 

On the morning after my encounter 
with old Peters, Mrs. Carasann was on 
hand early to superintend and hasten 
my departure. I was thrust out of that 
house as if it were I who was a crimi- 
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nal. And this left me scarred with 
indignation. 

''Well, let them look after them- 
selves," I said to myself. "I've done 
all I could to warn them." 

But that same afternoon I left the 
office early in order to parade Fourteenth 
Street up and down before the old house. 
I wanted to intercept Crjrstal on her way 
home. I had to make still another eflfort, 
I f otmd, where she was concerned. 

Presently she came down the street 
in that quiet, drifting way of hers, and 
I stopped before her. 

"I couldn't make you listen last night" 
— I spoke hastily to head oflF her inter- 
ruptions — ^"I must admit my fears seem 
foolish, unjustified, but let me tell you 
all I know about old Peters so that you 
may understand that I may have at least 
s(Hne reason for my accusations. Let 
me repeat to you the talks I've had with 
him. Can't you give me a half-hour 
or so?" 

She shrank away from me. 

"Please don't make me any more 
ridiculous than you already have," she 
said 

After that I made no further attempt. 

For it also occurred to me, and I 
wondered why I had not thought of it 
long since, that I could find a record of 
the crime and the criminal in old news- 
papers. I could find it easily. For old 
Peters had been obsessed with head- 
lines. And I made a nuisance of m3rself 
in the library which was then located 
in the old red brick building in Astor 
Place, asking for files of newspapers of 
twenty-nine and thirty and thirty-one 
years before. I spent several evenings 
there. It seemed to me I must have 
turned thousands of yellow, brittle 
pages. But I could find nothing. 

And then I was ready to |^nt that 
the old man's tales were entirely ficti- 
tious. 

Meanwhile, I was settled in the most 
bourgeois of boarding-houses — ^the sort 
of place where there is the constant 
cladc of small gossip, where there are 
pleasant, mediocre people intent upon 
the humdrum of their own little affairs. 
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a place of steam heat and onoovered 
electric lights and golden oak f umitare 
upbolstereid in red plush. A place whose 
very atmosphere lalied fantasy, imagi- 
nation. And I was entirely grateful 
for this coinmon{daoe atmosphere. The 
whole affair of the Fourteenth Street 
house began to lose outline as does a 
photographic print when exposed to 
sunlight. 

Then, one morning, I ran down the 
steps of that cheerful place. The street, 
I remember, was filled with the bustle 
of men and women on their way to 
work, and children, their books flung 
over their shoulders, ran shouting to 



school. The air was charged with the 
pleasant activity of everyday Ufe. 

I stopped for my newspaper at the 
corner stand beneath the rattle and bang 
of the Elevated My eyes Ml on a 
newspaper with screaming headlines 
and, at once, and sickeningly, the whole 
thing rushed back upon me. For I read : 
"Girl Murdered in 14th Street Lodging 
House" And I saw that old Peters had 
regained his fame exactly as he had 
wished. For there was his name in 
another headline which sprawled across 
the full width of the newspaper page. 

And this headline was printed in the 
very brightest red. 



Song 

By R. Lynn Riggs 

IMfHY do I sing the old s^ngs 
^" After they are gone? 
Can it he they are more beautiftd 
Than robin notes at dawn? 

Why do I sing the new songs 
Of sazrage, boasting pride? 

They are as bitter as the braise 
Warriors who have died. 

May there be no end of singing! 

May there ever be 
Songs of scorn and fire, and songs 

More murmurous than the sea. 



A WOMAN never knows better; mily better ways. 
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The University of Chicag^o 
By John Gunther 



{ENTERED the University of Chi- 
cago, along with eight hundred or a 
thousand other awed and htunble 
Freshmen, at a peculiarly inopportune 
season — the early autumn of 1918. At 
that time, you remember, the war was 
still on, and the government had just 
conceived and put into operation its 
Student Army Training Corps scheme. 
The opening exercises, therefore, were 
more or less military in character. The 
new students were herded into Mandel 
Hall in a body, contrary to custom, there 
to be informed conceminc^ their duties 
and privileges under the khaki regime. 
The entrance into a university, at any 
rate under auspices such as these, is a 
solemn enough occasion for one still in 
his teens. It may be asinine in its sol- 
enmity — ^but it is solemn just the same. 
Consider the case. You are ushered 
by a capped-and-gowned marshal into 
a great auditorium with a thousand 
fellows you have never seen before. 
You are, it has been drummed into 
3rou for the past year, on the 
Threshold of your Career. You are 
Entering Life. You are now a Man. 
And here you are, nervous and awe- 
struck, with a great jumble of faces 
sweeping before you, a capped-and- 
gowned clergyman reading prayers, and 
a capped-and-gowned choir singing the 
doxology to 9ie accompaniment of a 
capped-and-gowned organist. There is 
something menacing in the atmosphere; 



a definite feeling of awe and suspense. 
You are prepared for ahnost anything— 
except what you get. 

A sandy-haired man lounges out of a 
chair and ambles to the pulpit. This 
pulpit he embraces in an extremely 
familiar manner, appearing, in fact, to 
drape himself upon it. In a high voice 
he begins to speak. From the first he 
electrifies you — ^not so much by his man- 
ner and his delivery as by the things he 
is saying. He has told you about your 
deans, your classrooms, your programs. 
He has explained this S. A. T. C. busi- 
ness — explained it with picturesque lan- 
guage and fist-to-palm a dozen times. As 
heroimdsoff into his peroration he states 
the fact that there must be, of necessity, 
some boys out of uniform. He is plead- 
ing that these unfortunate ones be 
sympathized with. He raises his voice 
for the last sentence, slams his fist on 
the big Bible on the pulpit, and yells — 
yes, yells — ^"By God, boys and .girls, it's 
going to be helUUUUl for them !" Then 
he sits down. And the audience, vio- 
lating a tradition it is ignorant of, 
breaks into wild cheering — in chapel. 

You must realize the scene properly 
to appreciate that speech. You must see 
the light seeping through great stained- 
glass windows ; you must feel the crowd ; 
you must have heard the prayer and the 
doxology. And then — tiiat simtence! 
It was like a bomb in a tea-cup ! 

One can scarcely imagine that speech 
—or, at least, that line of that speech- 
delivered in such circumstances at any 
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other university in the country. It 
is scarcely conceivable at any of the 
western state colleges; in connection 
with Cornell or Pennsylvania it is in- 
credible; it is only amusing to think 
of it at Harvard or Yale or Princeton. 
And that speech, more nicely than any- 
thing I know, typified, incarnated, the 
spirit of the University of Chicago. 
There was in it, just as there is in the 
University, vigor and brilliance and un- 
conventionality — and a little vulgarity. 



II 



The University of Chicago is young. 
Its beginning was onlytfiirty years ago. 
It was founded in VS30 or thereabouts 
by the curious impingement of three 
forces— a Baptist organization which 
contributed the original idea; J<rfin D. 
Rockefeller, who contributed the 
money ; and the first President, William 
Rainey Harper, who contributed almost 
cverytfring else. Harper was called 
from Yale to take charge of the incipient 
institution ; he saw the possibilities of an 
intelligently and originally conceived 
university; and after being assured of 
an organizatkm and the necessary cash, 
he issued an extraordinary manifesto 
explaining his policy— a policy so revo- 
hitkmary that it provoked the amuse- 
ment of the western universities, and 
the soom of the eastern. 

Harper implied at the outset that his 
university would be like no otfier ever 
witnessed by the eyes of man. He an- 
nounced, first of all, that it would be 
primarily a graduate school. At this 
time, it is important to note, there were 
only two genuine graduate schools in 
the country, Qark and the Johns Hop- 
kins, and the graduate departments of 
the other universities were cither non- 
existent or lamentably weak. Furtfier 
than this, the University of Chicago 
would abolish the oM system of four 
classes, and establish instead two col- 
leges— tfie Junior and the Senior— the 
first to take care of the Freshman and 
Sophomore years, the second Ae Junior 
and the Senior. Furthermore, the Junior 
College, if poftsMe, wouM be later eliiri- 



nated. Harper did not stop here. He 
demanded the most complete possible 
co-education ; an affiliation with a num- 
ber of minor colleges; a system of 
exchange professorships by wluch schol- 
ars the world over would "exchange" 
courses with Chicago schohirs ; a S3r5tem 
of extension work by which lectures 
under the auspices of the University 
would be given all over the Middle 
West; the foundation of a complete 
University Press, not only to take care 
of official publications, but to nurse a 
troupe of scholastic journals and books ; 
an extensive correspondence school 
system; and the establishment of a 
downtown college to take care of part- 
time students. All this, in 1890, was 
revolutionary ; even now, ' if I may 
whisper it, much of it is "advanced." 

Not all this was embodied in the first 
pronunciamento, but all of it, or nearly 
an, was implied in Harper's program, 
and he lived to see most of it pnt 
through. And very sowi he evolved the 
idea that is now the most distinctive 
mark of the University — ^tiie four quar- 
ter system. Here was a novelty. He 
scrapped tiie old September-to-June 
sdiedule, and established in its {dace an 
all-year-round University. The year 
was divided into four quarters; the 
quarters were made as nearly as possflile 
identkal in work offered, professors 
hired, and students in attendance; Ac 
University was to keep its doors open 
eleven months of the year, in full blast 
all the time. By this scheme the cottege 
schedule has been made flexible. A stu- 
dent may come when his finances 
permit, leave again, come back, and 
graduate when ht feels like it; on the 
other hand, he may work all four quar- 
ters for three years and get out a year 
ahead of time. It is possible to re- 
peat courses, and to end them before 
students get tired and professors jaded. 
Things are stirred up once every three 
roonAs instead of once cvoy six. As 
a result a student at Chicago tadces only 
ihret courses at a time, ttul, when he 
is in the Senior CoU^e he takes theoa 
only four days a wedc. And as a seooad 
result there are now no less than four 
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commencement exercises every year. 
Many officials seem to do little be- 
yond putting on their caps and gowns 
and taking them off again. In one 
year, when things were jumbled, there 
were actually six bona fide convo- 
cations. 

Harper's program was greeted with 
ridicule, as I have said; the University 
was considered a joke fittingly compar- 
able to, say, Mr, Bryan. One wag 
dubbed Chicago "Harper's Bazar." 
There were loud howls of a University 
"trust." Mr. Slosson, in his "Great 
American Universities," relates that a 
professor at a rival institution was asked 
the reason for the absence of a comic 
monthly at Chicago; he replied that 
there was no need for one; Chicago, he 
said, was funny enough in itself. 

But — Harper's ideas worked. The 
University thrived, expanded, grew 
enormously. At the end of every year 
there was always a prodigious deficit — 
and there was always Mr. John D. 
Rockefeller to square it up. Rockefeller's 
gifts, when he made his "final" bequest 
in 1910, amounted to something over 
thirty-five million dollars. This moun- 
tain of wealth gave the University the 
buildings it needed, and the organiza- 
tion, and the faculty. Harper practi- 
cally stole all his first professors by 
offering them, in 1891-92, the unheard 
of and overwhelming annual salary of 
seven thousand dollars. Buildings went 
tip so fast that Dean Vincent perpe- 
trated a famous mot: "When in doubt 
lay a cornerstone." 

Most of those buildin|^s, now, are 
very lovely. The University was lucky 
in that it b^an business with a definite 
building plan in mind — a plan so com- 
petently and carefully worked out that 
sites were fixed for everything years 
before cornerstones were planted. The 
quadrangles were laid out long before 
die first building b^[an, and now space 
is ready and marked off (and, I have no 
doubt, the stone ordered) for structures 
Aat may not come for fifty years. As 
a result Chicago is not the customary 
hodge-podge of fifteen styles of bad 
ardutecture dumped promiscuously on 



to a campus. Everything is regular, 
orderly, uniform. There are a few ma- 
lignant eyesores, but they are tempo- 
rary; the rest, in English Gothic, fits. 
Sometimes I doubt the wisdom of con- 
ventional architecture for the Univeristy 
of Chicago; what such an extraordi- 
narily business-like and vigorous institu- 
tion needs, it seems to me, is a Loop 
skyscraper. There is something uncom- 
monly incongruous about lazy arched 
windows, and, for instance, the present 
system of registration — ^a system so 
complex and swathed in red-tape that 
even the deans, I am sure, have no idea 
what they arc doing, and so erratic 
and tempestuous that the first days of 
each quarter remind one of the curb 
market. 

But there is something exquisitely 
beautiful in the towers of Harper rising 
from the mist across the Midway, blue- 
grey spires and gargoyles and battle- 
ments firmly and delicately outlined in 
stone; in Mitchell Tower, a dream in 
granite; in the sweep of the Law 
Library reading room, stretching dim^y 
under great bronze chandeliers; in the 
cool grey stone and red skte and ivy of 
Cobb and Divinity. It is regrettable 
that it was necessary to filch most of 
this architecture from England — several 
things are exact replicas from Oxford. 
Sometimes the passion for beauty archi- 
tecture led to incongruity. There is, 
for instance, a long high building with 
great latticed windows leaning to the 
sun — a building with a multitude of 
apertures and spires and gargoyles j^nd 
small decorations. There is charming 
ivy snug on grey walls and a very 
handsome effect of dignity and solem- 
nity and massiveness. It is, I think, the 
most beautiful building on the campus. 
But it is used as a cafeteria. 

I remember distinctly my first meet- 
ing with Poetry. It was a couple of 
years ago, and I was studying in the 
reading room of Harper Library, quite 
late at night. It was spring, and there 
was a moon. Very suddenly the light- 
ing plant ceased to function. The room, 
which is about a hundred and twenty 
feet long, and correspondingly high and 
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broad, was immersed in atramentous 
bhckness. So it seemed for a second. 
Then the moon crept in — through the 
twenty foot arched windows which line 
the walls. The light filtered in through 
the ivy and lattice work, seeped into the 
room, and sprawled in folds and plumes 
and queer splotches and long wavering 
streaks. Silence, thidc and brooding, 
hung over the light like a cloud. I was 
at an extreme end of the room, and I 
could look ahead, seemingly an inter- 
minable distance throu^ the soft 
Hgbt and die diadows wd the dark- 
ness whic^ hn-ked in the comers. 
Then the current went on again, the 
room was dashed full of Mazda, and it 
was all spoiled. 

To return. The Baptist taint was lost 
early. It is true that the President of 
the University must alwa3rs be a Bap- 
tist, and that two-thirds of the members 
of the Board of Trustees must always 
be Baptists, but there, for the most part, 
the matter ends. The chapel service is 
quite harmless, consisting of a hymn, 
a prayer, and an inocuous speech by 
some divine, and is undergone only once 
a wcdc — a lenient sentence surely. Like- 
wise there is little trace of Rockefeller 
on the campus. He refused to permit 
his name to be tacked on any building, 
and only consented under pressure to be 
officially designated as "The Founder." 
Now the only indication of his financial 
presence b the line "Founded by John 
D. Rockefeller," which by law appears 
on all University stationery directly un- 
der the rubrk 'The University of Chi- 
cago" — with especial effect on the 
radical documents occasionally pub- 
lished by the Department of Political 
Economy. 

Not all of Harper's innovations have 
stuck. The S3rst^n of affiliated colleges 
has vanidied, and except officially, the 
division into Junior and Senior Colleges. 
But there is hardly a tidie of the dass 
distinctions — meaning the division into 
Freshmen, Sophomores, et al — that exist 
at most other universities. The quarter 
system logically and inevitably killed it. 
The quarter system itself is now a most 
integral part of the University, and tfie 



Summer Quarter has grown to be in 
some respects the most valuable and sig- 
nificant of the four. The Sumtner 
Quarter is very decidedly not a summer 
school. From June to Septonber, at 
Chicago, jou are pretty sure to find the 
most important courses, the best pro- 
fessors, and the worst stents. 

Ill 

Besides all these birth-marks, stiU 
clear after diirty 3^ears, other influences 
hardly less decisive have gone into the 
making of die Grey City that flanks the 
Mkiway. One is the very fact of its 
newness. Pretty nearly everything 
glitters at Chicago — ^the doorknobs are 
solid, the buildings clean, the woodwork 
shiny. Colleges, like wine, are more re- 
spectable when old, and there is a regret- 
table eff(Mt on the part of the autiiorities 
to make the University properly aged 
and decrepit, and hence respectable. 
Last spring an edict was issued forbid- 
dtng At washing of the windows in 
Harper — so diat they might accumulate 
cobwebs and dead leaves and the dust of 
ages and of the Stockyards! Sardy a 
charming bit of humor. One expected, 
after it, an order pmtting the giris hatm 
hoop-slarts, and the professors into 
white tc^^. 

Then, again, there is the influence of 
wealth. Chicago, despite a current 
tightening of the purse-strings, is a thor- 
oughly rich institution. Perhaps that 
richness explains the presence of the 
polished doorknobs, ami an extremely 
able faculty, and a University Press 
which supports twenty learned and un- 
popular journals. Certainly it explains 
the policy of expansion — a pt^icy which 
already has brought a Law School^ and 
a Medical School, and a Divinity Sdhool, 
and a School of Education, and down- 
town classes, and the Department of 
Correspondence, and the low tuition 
fees, and University "extension" in 
various forms, and the monthly visit of 
die Chicago Symphony Ordiestra, and 
the innumerable series of public lec- 
tm^es, and the multitude of sdiolarsbtps, 
and the 600,000 volume library, and the 
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113 courses every year offered by the 
English Department, and the great 
campus terror— the School of G)mmerce 
and Administration. 

Another influence — situation. Colum- 
bia is the only major university of the 
country besides Chicago to be situated 
centrally in a great city. This bare fact 
of situation counts for a lot. It means, 
for instance, a total lack of that reserve 
and isolation and quietude which char- 
acterize such a university as, say, 
Princeton. There is no getting away 
from the fact that one is in Chicago, 
and a part of the world. Indeed, when 
the wind is from the west, and the faint 
odor of the Stockyards drifts toward 
the lake, one is a very integral part of 
the world. The University is constantly 
in the newspapers — ^the papers, in fact, 
secretly hire students as campus report- 
ers in order to get as many juicy co-ed 
stories as possible. It is not necessary 
that an undergraduate wishing to let off 
steam go thirty or forty miles away for 
the explosion. At Chicago he can hop 
on a street car any evening and get to 
Entertainers or Dee Bloom's or Tear- 
nc/s in twenty minutes — with magnifi- 
cent results. It has been suggested that 
Entertainers be afiiliated as the Social 
College of the University. On a Satur- 
day night dozens of prominent campus 
men, often including members of the 
football team, the Honor Commission, 
and the Board of the Y. M. C. A., may 
be seen there pursuing highly interesting 
courses of study. 

Still another influence is that of co- 
education, very extensive co-education. 
Girls are permitted even in courses in 
abnormal psychology. I expect to re- 
turn to the g^rls with my gloves off 
later ; now, in passing, let it be said that 
diey sharply mark off Chicago from the 
great eastern universities by the physical 
fact of their presence, and from the 
western state universities, which are 
also co-educational, by the physical fact 
of their kind. Some of them are the 
saddest examples of the wrath of God 
I ever hope not to encounter; frowsy, 
seedy, bespectacled, studious and flat- 
heeled. But in beautif td contrast there 



is the other sort — the flip-flop-flappers 
who assemble every afternoon in Har- 
per and make that respectable pile look 
like a court of love. And there are — 
of course, in a majority — ^those who 
mercifully don't stand out as types — 
the Nice Girls. 

A final influence — the graduate school. 
Harper set out to make his university 
primarily a graduate shool, and to 
make the story short — ^he succeeded. 
Many good courses are limited to gradu- 
ates; some professors lecture only to 
graduates. Undeigraduates outnumber 
the others three to one, but the gradu- 
ates are more than conspicuous just the 
same. It is not at all uncommon to 
see a dozen grey-haired men and de- 
crepit school teachers in a class-room; 
the average age of the students in the 
more advanced courses is probably as 
high as twenty-six or twenty-seven. 
Queer fauna roam the campus — ^Japs 
and other, orientals in multitudes ; wild- 
eyed gabbling Bolsheviki; worn-out 
members of Phi Beta Kappa, still wait- 
ing for their doctorates ; intense ladies, 
destined for the school-room, chattering 
about "Main Street" and Blasco-IbaAez ; 
a gentleman in a turban from Bombay, 
and assorted individuals from Honolulu, 
Brazil, Archangel, and the Fiji Islands ; 
brand-new Ph.D.'s, already bald; Jews 
from the School of Commerce and Ad- 
ministration ; "medics" in tattered and 
stained "lab" coats; "professors" from 
small colleges returning to learn 
"methods" ; Iwig-haired, short-trousered 
poets writing theses on the use of the 
comma in Chaucer; law-school crap- 
shooters, loudly practising eloquence on 
the campus; a great swarm of wistful 
females lamenting the fact that the pro- 
fessor wears such unbecoming eye- 
glasses. The men of this group congre- 
gate daily in Hutchinson Commons, the 
aforementioned cafeteria, and the spec- 
tacle there at noon is one worth crossing 
continents to see. In the Summer Quar- 
ter, which is the especial open season 
for graduates, when they troop in from 
all parts of the country in a multitude 
of varieties, conditions are almost un- 
bearable. 
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IV 

These four or five influences, coupled 
with the initial originaUties, have made 
the University of Chicago what it is. 
From an undergraduate point of view 
(and, please remember, this paper is 
written from an undergraduate point of 
view by an undergraduate) perhaps the 
cardinal development of these influences 
is in the lack of tradition and college 
'^spirit." Many students are Chicagoans 
who live at home, and as a result there 
is no campus social group. There are 
rites and customs, of course — there is a 
mustache race for seniors every spring, 
and a C-sh«4>ed bendi upon which no 
girl may sit^ and a seal in the floor of 
Mitchell Tower consecrated to the 
avoidance of footsteps, and a faculty 
baby party, and especially a genuinely 
thrilling ceremony known as the Inter- 
fraternity Sing. But these rites are all 
puny. The best proof that they are 
puny, and very little known, is that in 
the very week I write a campaign has 
been started by the Daily Maroon for 
their better observance. As soon as the 
campa^n opened it was discovered that 
there were hardly any traditions to write 
about. The week, as a result, has seen 
a very comic scampering on the part of 
a dozen Maroon reporters to excavate a 
few camptis folkways. They have not 
been too successful. Perhaps, if they 
looked at the present instead of the past, 
they might see something definite. 
They might see two men who, in a 
way, are living University traditions — 
Coach A. A. Stagg and Professor James 
Weber ("Teddy") Unn. 

There is little "college life" at Chi- 
cago, little "college spirit." When the 
football team returned victorious from 
Princeton last autumn there was a very 
remarkable spontaneous outburst of en- 
thusiasm — ^the most remarkable thing of 
its kind I have seen in nearly four years 
of coIl^[e. But that was a very special 
occasion, murmurs of whkh still are 
heard. There are pep meetings, proms, 
games, sings, and so on — mack success- 
ful by the presence of the small frater- 
nity group. But for many students stich 



activities hardly exist. The Band is 
weak. Cheering at games is poor. Re- 
cently the annual publication of the 
Junior class, the Cap and Gown, encoun- 
tered flat failure in its subscription cam- 
paign. The DaUy Maroon, an excellent 
paper, musters a circulation of (miy 
twen^-five hundred out of seven thou- 
sand students on the campas. There is 
no hazing. Thoe are neither dass flghts 
nor class rushes — class spirit, as I have 
said, is almost extinct. Not one-third 
of the Freshmen wear green c^>s, and 
very few of the delinquents are rebuked 
by the conventional punishment — duck- 
ing in the Botany Pond. I mysdf went 
through Sophomore year without ever 
meeting my class president; even now, 
a year and a half latw, think as I will, 
I can't recall his name — if, indeed, I ever 
knew it And the reflection, I think, is 
not so nmch on me as on the general 
lade of spirit and enthusiasm and stu- 
dent intimacy. 



Discussion of undergraduate life in 
any university never gets very far before 
there arises the question of fraternities. 
I am not a fraternity man, and for the 
most part, I'm glad of it, but anyone who 
asserts that fraternities are unfair, snob- 
bish, immoral, undenx>cratic, vicious, 
and so on tlu-oi^h the usual line of in- 
dictments, is talking utter bosh, at least 
in so far as the University of Qiicago b 
concerned. It is perfectly true that 
membership in a fraternity almost cer- 
tainly leads to the organized develop- 
ment of certain habits — drinking, 
women, and so on. It is true that fra- 
ternities cause a very marked social 
demarcation of undeigraduate men. It 
is true that the fraternity group controls 
most campus activities. But most of 
this is just as it should be. The fra- 
ternities pick the best men by almost 
every standard — why shouldn't they run 
things? They indubitably promote good- 
fellowship, make friends, develop a 
definite campus atmosphere. And I can 
think of no more than three men in the 
present Senior class who should have 
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made fraternities but who somehow 
missed out. 

The pledging s)rstemy by which Fresh- 
men are admitted to fraternities, is so 
diorooghly well organized that very few 
desh^Ue candidates are overlocriced. 
Rushing, often including elaborate din- 
ners and dances and affairs, begins early 
in die autmnn, often before school ac- 
tually opens. The men are hedged im- 
mediately, in practically all cases before 
the first month has passed; initiations 
are considerably later. And what hap- 
pens to the new ''Greek" ? In the first 
place, he does a lot of hard and dnrty 
work — washes wiwlows, waits on table, 
runs errands, fetches furniture, and fags 
in general; the Hfe of a fraternity 
Fresimien is often pretty miserable. And 
after? Well, he learns to dress, and, if 
from the hinterland, to eat at table prop- 
erty, and to comb his hair. He spends 
a great deal of money and wastes an 
enormous amount of time. He meets 
everyone on the campus worth meeting. 
He hears a k>t of dirty stories in "smut 
sessions." He learns how to talk to— 
and about — girls, how to dance collegi- 
ateiy, how to carry himself, wa&, laugh, 
speak. He develops a doggy pipe and 
pok) shirts. He becomes, in short, a 
College Man — and has a very good time 
of it meanwhile. 

The great demerit of the system, it 
seems to me, is that it turns out, not 
indrviduals, but a type. It is really ex- 
traordinary, as Mr. Stewart pointed out 
in a recent number of Vanity Fair, how 
similar, how identical, most of the men 
are. You enter a fraternity house at 
kincfa time and observe the men sitting 
at the two big tables. "By George!" 
ycm say, "Here are not twins, nor trip- 
lets, not even quadruplets, but thirty 
peas from the same big pod !" Most of 
the men part their hair in the middle, 
lather it with grease, and brush it back. 
Most of the men are similar in voice, 
mannerisms, even in laughter. Most of 
the men wear tight-fitting coats, extraor- 
dinarily baggy trousers, soft collars 
buttoned down on white shirts, a 
brightly colored woolen scarf (if it's 
winter) , a khaki himberman's overcoat. 



brogue Oxford shoes, and a small bat- 
tered hat. It usually takes a Freshman 
the full first year to learn to tell his 
thirty-«dd brothers apart And when, 
finally, he has mans^ed to distiiiguiA 
them, he finds the tabor a waste of time 
— not one is individual enough to count. 

I am told on reliable authority that 
the Chicago men are degenerating. In 
the old days, my informant said, regular 
he-men stalked the campus — men who 
disr^arded cktsses, sniffed at girls, and 
assembled every evening at Jimmy's, 
there to drink beer most of the night 
and indulge in high talk. Well, whether 
or not this happy state of affairs was 
once observable, certainly it is not ob- 
scr\'able now. A fair proportion of the 
men are what are tedinically known as 
**Charlies." They make a profession of 
lines. The unofficial motto of this group 
is something like F. F. F. (Find 'em. 
Fool 'em, and Forget 'cm). They 
assemble every afternoon in Harper 
reading room, or in the grove known as 
Sleepy Hollow, there to play the he- 
vamp. It is rumored that they have 
elaborate card-catalogues, witfi indices 
and cross references, recording the 
idiosyncrasies ef various girl5---their 
wealth, expensiveness, kissability, and 
so on. As often as possible they com- 
mandeer the parental car (a man with- 
out a car available is at a great 
handicap) and ride out on fine after- 
noons. They dance every night. Their 
technique in petting ts marvelous. 
Practically their only occupation is 
"going queening." Every girl, in their 
vocabulary, is either a "knockout" or 
"sad." 

All this refers to the "Charlies" only; 
for the majority of men there are other 
interests. There is an Honor Commis- 
sion, an Undergraduate Council, and an 
Interfratemity Council. A group of 
seniors known as the marshals and 
aides, usually chosen with excruciat- 
ingly bad judgment by the faculty, 
"represents" the student body on state 
occasions. The most powerful campus 
organization is a Senior society, mod- 
eled on Bones, called Owl and Serpent ; 
this group of a dozen men, together 
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with Nu Pi Sigma, the corresponding 
girls' senior society, runs absolutely or 
at least influences everything worth 
running or influencing. An association 
known as the Three-Quarters Qub, 
composed of fraternity Freshmen, pro- 
vides amusement every autumn by idi- 
otic public antics. 

There is the usual group of publica- 
tions — ^the Phoenix, a monthly allied 
to be humorous ; the University Record, 
for ofiicial papers; the Cap and Gown, 
the senior annual, resembling, in the 
words of a friend of mine, nothing so 
much as an elaborate Sears-Roebuck 
catalogue; and especially the Daily 
Maroon, an intelligently edited paper 
with real news, good editorials; a genu- 
ine funny column, dramatic criticism, 
and a weekly book section. These papers 
are uncommon in that they are pub- 
lished practically without faculty super- 
vision; the boards are closed organiza- 
tions, appointing their own successors, 
and each editor and each business man- 
ager collects personally all the proceeds 
— which, in the case of the Phoenix, 
amount probably to several hundred 
dollars a month. Recently the faculty 
appointed an auditor to go over the 
books for the first time in history. 

There were also, for a time, the 
Chicago Literary Monthly, and, last 
year, the Chanticleer. Both were serious 
attempts at literary magazines, and both 
died with such remarkable speed that 
most people were unaware even of their 
existence. I still think that there is a 
field for a decent literary paper; the 
Chanticleer failed largely because it 
was abominably edited. But, to literary 
matters, or to almost an)rthing wortn 
reading, most undergraduates are ex- 
tremely apathetic. Recently the Reyn- 
olds Club asked its members to suggest 
additions to the library. "The Sheik," 
like its desert cousin Abou Ben Adhem, 
led all the rest. Qosely following it 
were books by Wright, Chambers 
and company. There were also scat- 
tered requests for presumably porno- 
graphic reading^"Jurgen" andj "The 
'Genius'" each were named a couple 
-^f times. 



Athletics and especially football are 
the great activities. Next, perhaps, 
comes Blackfriars — the men's dub 
which presents an annual musical com- 
edy, usually an extremely good one, and 
sometimes the best show of the 3^ear, 
bar none, to be seen in Chkago. There 
is a Dramatic Club which gives some 
melodrama like "The Witching Hour" 
every winter, making a lot of money 
therewith, and then goes on to present 
several programs of Dunsany and Synge 
and plays by students. By all odds the 
most promising, dramatic movement 
lately was the production by Mr. Linn's 
class in play-writing of its own pla3rs — 
a production extraordinarily success- 
ful. A Poetry Qub often turns out 
good stuff — stuff good enough, at any 
rate, to make Poetry and other 
m^zines. 

There are no sororities at the Univer- 
sity of Chicago. Fraternities were per- 
mitted from the start, but the verdict 
on sororities was thumbs down. There- 
upon, immediately, there sprang up un- 
der ofiicial sanction ten girls' organiza- 
tions nicknamed "clubs" — organizations 
indistinguishable from sororities, and 
far more objectionable on the usual 
grounds of indictment. These clubs are 
not permitted houses ; the girls who form 
the groups get together as best they can. 
But they keep together with remarkable 
zeal. The line between club girls and 
non-dub girls is far sharper than 
the line tnetween fraternity men and 
"barbs." If a girl fails to make a club, 
she is under a very severe sodal handi- 
cap for her whole University career. 
The clubs, with the fraternities, make a 
closed circle and run the school. 

What kind of girl is wanted by tiie 
dubs? Well, it is usually necessary for 
a girl to have behind her a Fandly — 
some modicum of gentle breeding. She 
should have some money. She should 
know how to dress, how to talk, how to 
rouge, how to laugh. If she has an auto- 
mobile she is almost certain of success. 
She should be pretty; if not pretty, at 
least "cute" or "dever." She should be 
of that type which will go out for activi- 
ties, and become thereby well knowxL 
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She should, above all and primarily, be 
popular with men. 

Entiitnce into a cltib is rather an or- 
deal. The girl is discovered in some way 
or other, and before she enters school 
the dc^ corresponds with her. Then 
she is visited at her home. As soon as 
possible she is entertained more or less 
lavishly at small parties and dances, and 
once or twice by the whole club. There 
Ae is very carefully looked over. She 
sits among thirty or forty girls, with 
every glance, movement, speech, laugh, 
and mannerism intensively and obvi- 
ously inspected by each of the thirty or 
forty — an unpleasant experience. Her 
dothes are measured, her attitudes criti- 
cized, the very movements of her hands 
judged. Then, if she passes muster — 
but one black-ball will keep her out — she 
is pledged, and she appears on the cam- 
pus the next day with a pretty corsage 
at her waist Then her mother is haled 
before the court and similarly inspected 
and passed upon. Then the alumns are 
consulted. Finally, if lucky and still 
alive, she is initiated. 

What does the club do for the girl in 
return ? A great deal. That is, it teaches 
her very little directly, but by the asso- 
ciations it naturally brings about and the 
examples it affords, it opens to her a 
lot of things. It gives her, automatically, 
the entrie. It helps her to all the dates 
she wants — often, if she deserves them, 
four or five a week. It gives her train- 
ing in sophistication. It may lead her 
to "fussing" in Harper reading room — 
where, for the various clubs, tables are 
practically reserved every afternoon. It 
may develop the instinct to parade the 
campus in a huge fur coat, no hat, and 
imbuckled goloshes. It may open her 
eyes to "lines" and "petting"— but, of 
course, never officially. The club is very 
strict as a body ; smoking, for instance, 
is not permitted before "pledges," It 
may train her, by example, to dress in 
clothes that fit as tightly as frankfurter 
skim. It may counsel her, tacitly, either 
to bob her hair or to wear it like Elsie 
Ferguson's. In some cases it may teach 
ber all she'll ever need to know about 
birth-control. 



VI 

Here is a group of facts, opinioas, 
and memories difficult to oi^iamK: 

I know four men in the senior dass 
actively, if not profe^onally, engaged 
in the business of boot-legging. . . . 
A wdl-known member of the Depart- 
ment of English made college history 
when he once vvrote on a stuctent s 
theme: 'Tfour vocabulary is mean and 
poor but amply sufficient for the expres- 
sion of your ideas." Another famous 
comment is, "In two respects this theme 
is like solid gold — soft and heavy." . . . 
If there is anjrthing a U. of C. man 
dxnninates it is a reference to "Chicago 
University" instead of "The University 
of Chicago." ... In the Convocation 
ceremonies there is a most ungodly 
amount of ritual — again the woidd-bc 
T^enerable University trying to live down 
its youth. . • . A very valualile depart- 
ment is that of General Literature, 
which offers courses in comparative let- 
ters and worid letters without regard 
to the customary language distinctions. 
... It is important to note that the 
graduates, the "Charlies," and the more 
predatory girls constitute but three com- 
porativeiy small groups. ... In a cer- 
tain fraternity house a list of names is 
tacked tap next to the telephone. This 
list is the chapter roll— -with the ncm 
d'amour of eadi man. Most of the men, 
on amatory excursions, give false names, 
and the list is necessary in case any of 
the girls call up. . . . Divinity students 
are scorned, and known as "tnbs." . . . 
A desperate "Hello Week," designed to 
promote intimacy on the campus, was a 
failure. . . . One of my most cherished 
memories is that of jazz in chapeL It 
was students' day, with the Under- 
graduate Council in charge, and the or- 
ganist was forced to play "Dardanella" 
on the pipes. ... In the room of the 
average man in the average fraternity 
house you will find perhaps a dozen 
books outside of texts ; a couple of auto- 
graphed pictures of pretty girls ; a quan- 
tity of pipes, ashes and scraps of paper 
all over the floor; perhaps some stuff 
from La Vie Parisienne, or perhaps 



Digitized by 



Google 



76 



THE HIGHER LEARNING IN AMERICA 



some photographs of movie actresses, on 
the walls ; almost certainly no pennants, 
cushions, or other such stage "college" 
properties ; clothes lying around in dis- 
order, and a hearty welcome. . . . There 
are very few professors of the type often 
celebrated by the editors of this maga- 
zine. Most of them are fine fellows, 
with wide culture and a ready hospitality 
to new ideas. There are, of course, a 
few old dodos lacking in vitamines who 
never got farther than Shakespeare in 
literature. . . . Fraternity men, as a 
rule, are permitted to escort to important 
affairs only girls who "rate." . . . The 
entrance requirements are very lenient 
The same thing is true of the required 
courses— only two in all four years, two 
minor courses in English, are compul- 
sory. (Besides, of course, gjminasium 
and the "sequences.") One can take prac- 
tically anytfiing one wants. Change in 
courses comes eyery quarter — every 
three months. Work is hard, marking 
strict, and standards high — the passing 
mark is 75, in contrast to the 60 of many 
universities, and the 50 of some. More- 
over, one cannot graduate by merely 
"passing" one's courses — grade (honor) 
points in addition are required. . . . 
Most men who are out of things and 
who wish to be thought in them walk 
the campus bare-headed, puffing furi- 
ously at new pipes ... It is always wise 
for ambitious young deans to turn Bap- 
tist as soon as possible. . . , Typical of 
the vigor and unconventionality of many 
professors is this incident : The class was 
working on a certain type of expository 
writing, and, according to custom, ex- 
amples were read. "Now that essay,** 
said the professor, "was written by Lord 
Macaulay. What do you think of it?" 
"Lord Macaulay !" we said to ourselves. 
"Of course it's good." We said this 
aloud. The professor banged his fist on 
the table and glowered: "I don't care if 
that essay was written by Lord Macau- 
lay or the Lord Himself — it^s rotten." 
. . . Promotion of professors is 
fearfully slow. It may take twenty- 
five years for a good man to rise 
to a salary of $4,500. One world- 
renowned anthropologist has been a 



member of the faculty since 1892, and is 
still an associate professor. . . . The 
Department of English is nothing if not 
up to date. Mrs. Flint uses WUla Ga- 
ther's "Youth and the Bright Medusa" 
in class. Mr. Lovett helps edit the New 
Republic in his spare time. Mr. Her- 
rick, in his courses in contemporary lit- 
erature, considers books as fast as 
they're published. Mr. Boynton lectures 
on Frost and Sandburg. Mr. Linn is 
usually six months ahead of even the 
publishers. ... In many fraternity 
houses all good themes written by the 
brothers are kept on file to be reused in 
subsequent years. . . . The University 
offers regVLlsLt courses on Pali, Lithua- 
nian, Icelandic, Wilson and the World 
War, Syriac Literature, Elementary Su- 
merian, Roman Sepulchral Poems, The 
Psuedo-Caedmonian Poetry, Hermitian 
Matrices of Positive T)rpe in General 
Analysis, Statisgraphic Palentology, 
General Morphology of B)rrophytes and 
Pteridophytes, and Horseback Riding. 
. . . Campus etiquette demands that sdl 
professors, doctors of philosophy, and 
even deans and the President, be ad- 
dressed merely as "Mister." ... If the 
imofficial motto of some of the men is 
F. F. F., that of the analogous girls is 
T. G. L P. (Thank God I'm Pure.). 

VII 

After all, in the majority of cases, 
one goes to college to learn something. 
This may not be true at some of our 
institutions of the higher learning, but 
Oiicago has a rather sinister reputation 
in this respect, and anyone who goes 
there with the expectation of wasting 
four happy years is an idiot, and, what 
is more, a comparatively rare specimen. 
Undergraduates who go out for activi- 
ties and girls who specialize in "fussing'* 
are plentiful, but usually they don't dw- 
regard classrooms altogether — such pro- 
cedure is confoundedly dangerous. I 
myself once cut a desiccated history 
course fourteen times during the quar- 
ter of forty-four class days. I never 
repeated that practice. For all the red- 
tape dean^'are shrouded in, they can act. 
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sometimes, with remarkable swiftness 
and precision. 

And what does one learn at the Uni- 
versity of Chicago? Unless one is an 
egregious numskull, one learns a lot. 
It is quite impossible, for instance, to 
go through any of the intensive surveys 
of English literature known as the 
"period" courses without coming out of 
it very definitely the wiser. One learns 
a great deal more than "a smattering 
of Italian and the ability to pronounce 
Middle English passably well.*' Even 
if a course in, say, En|[lish literature is 
conducted by a dull mstructor whose 
lectures are worthless, one has before 
one an excellent reading list and a defi- 
nite time set for that reading. That, it 
seems to me, is the great value of most 
college literature courses ; they give one 
not only the historical and biographical 
and critical material of the lectures, but 
opportunity for systematic, intensive 
reading — ^an opportunity that may never 
come again, or, if it does come, may 
not willingly be undertaken. When one 
takes, say, English 48B, one is suddenly 
confronted with Carlyle and Ruskin and 
Newman and Stevenson for, perhaps, 
the first time, and one is HtersJly forced 
to read^ read, read — with results, if one 



is not a moron, immensely beneficial. 
And what does one learn at the Uni- 
versity of Chicago outside of classes? 
Well, one learns conflict with trained 
minds, the stimulation that comes from 
a more or less intellectual atmosphere. 
One learns, if a girl, to dress as if one 
were out for blood, to rouge properly 
and to smoke cigarettes; if a man, to 
wear belled trousers. One learns some- 
thing of the beauty and dignity of archi- 
tecture. If engaged in major activities, 
one learns to work harder, probably, 
than one will ever work again in life — 
I personally hope never to have to labor 
twelve or fourteen hours a day again, 
and that is what I am doing now. One 
learns to use one's head — to think, to 
reflect, to see both sides. One as a rule 
learns something of good-fellowship; 
one makes friends that count. One 
learns to shake hands with a peculiar 
upper-and-outer lateral motion. One 
learns to "pet," to develop a "line," to 
play the parlor-athlete — ^although the 
rudiments of these activities, in this 
precocious age, are often delegated to 
the secondary school. One learns some- 
thing of sport and sportsmanship. AnJ, 
as a rule, one for the first time definitely 
discovers, finds, oneself. 



'HE more women there are in your life, the more m^ney s#me one will 
make by writing your biography. 



I OVE dances with a scarf of sheer silk. Marriage wields a wet blanket. 



/^ OSSIP is the little girl who grows up int# Dame Rum«r. 
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The Heart-breaker 

By Hartley H. Hepler 

LJE was wearing tan shoes with brown cloth tops, the belt of his coat 
* * encircled him just beneath the arm pits, and across the front of his vest 
was swung a heavy gold watch-chain from which depended a ten dollar 
gold piece. 

His gleaming nails flashed in the sunlight as he lifted his derby from 
his ears. 

As a beautiful woman glanced from a passing limousine, he turned to his 
companion. 

"Did you sec her smile at me ?*' he asked complacently. 
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The End 

By H or tense Flexner 

TTHE sun is old and battered gray, 
■^ The grass is dry, 
The hour I thought should always stay 
Bends down to die. 

A yellow death is on the com, 

A lean wind sneers, 
I who have played since I was born, 

Am stopped with tears. 

There is a haze upon the green, 

A mist upon the stone, 
Ah, Beauty, stay ! Though I have seen, 

I have not known ! 
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A Wonderful Woman 

[A One-Act Play] 
By Percival Wilde 

Characters : 

Steve Taylor 
Tony MacArthur 
Cora Langley 
An Individual 

rHE SCENE: TIte Iwing-room in a nice, but not too nice apartmetit. It is 
nice, let us qualify at once, because it has possibilities: not because it enters 
or even approaches the luxury class. It is the kind of home in xvhich you 
would expect to find a business man with a moderate, but sufficient income. Then 
you look again, and you decide thcU no plain business man ever displayed such 
excellent taste in selecting the objects with which to surround himself in his 
moments of leisi^e. 

The walls and ceiling have been done over, recently, so we judge, in a pleasing 
neutral color which serves as an admirable background. But the furniture is 
obviously not new, <md some of it is not placed as you would expect to find it in 
an apartment that has been lived in. Its arrangement, as it were, has not yet 
progressed beyond the experimental stage. In months to come the inhabitants of 
the apartment will discover that the couch might be better placed than cU the rear, 
with its back to the windows, threatening unpleasant drafts to the persons who 
sit on it. This, and other details, await the meUowing hand of time; for with use, 
the furniture will gradually and surely gravitate where it belongs, and the apart- 
ment will become as comfortable as it promises. 

Near the fireplace is a nice tabouret, and next to it is a huge easy chair. This 
is correct, for the man of the house will most certainly smoke his after-dinner 
cigar — or pipe — hereabouts. But the tabouret is decorated with a pipe-rack filled 
with pipes and an unopened box of imported cigars, and both of these things are 
wrong, because pipe-racks never by any chance contain pipes, and because no 
moderately wetl-off business man would leave a box of his favorite cigars in so 
exposed a location. 

On the couch in the background is a little pile of odds and ends: framed prints; 
bits of gaily colored cloth; books; milliner^ boxes; curtains which have not yet 
been hung. Yet the signs of order in all this disorder lead you to draw two excel- 
lent conclusions: first, that there is every evidence of a woman's touch, and second, 
that the time of year is October first, or very near thereafter. 

The future tenants are evidently in the throes of moving in. Were this not the 
case the upright piano would not, like a precipitous island in a lake, tower so 
awkwardly in the precise center of the room. It is placed just where you can't 
help running into it. No matter where you are going: to the interior of the apart- 
ment, which is to your right; to the hall, which is to your left; or to the uncur- 

C^Pyriffht, IStt, by Ptrcivat Wilde, AH fights reserved. 79 
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tained windows, which are somewhere in the background, all roads lead to the 
piano. It presides over the scene in splendid, overpowering isolation. 

As the curtain rises Steve Taylor, a middle-aged man dressed with a degree 
of elegance which comports HI with this modest room; stands at a window, took- 
ing out into the street, watching something. Perhaps it is such fragments of a 
sunset as are visible over the surrounding roofs; more probably it is a bit of 
exposed lingerie displayed by some young thing dodging a delivery wagon below. 

Tony MacArthur, Steve's chum, possibly a year or two younger than he, 
stands near him in philosophic silence. 

There is a pause: a pause long enough to permit the members of the audience 
to think back to their own October firsts, and shudder at the thought that the date 
is again approaching. Then Tony turns, and navigating skilfully in cmd out of 
the furniture, approaches the tabouret. 



Steve 
What are you doing, Tony? 

Tony 

(Taking up the box of cigars.) Going 
to get myself a smoke. 

Steve 
(Dodging hastily to his side.) Don't I 

Tony 

Why not ? Nothing wrong with them, 
is there? (He reads the hbel.) "Co- 
rona Corona." That's good enough for 
me. 

Steve 

(Firmly.) Put 'em down, Tony! I 
bought those because she asked me to. 
That box is going to stay unopened until 
she opens it. 

Tony 

(Putting the box down with a sigh.) 
You're a sentimental chap, aren't you, 
Steve? 

Steve 

(Nodding.) Sentimental, and glad 
of it ; that's why they fall for me. (He 
produces his cigar case.) Now have one 
of my dgars. 

Tony 

(WUh heroic self control.) No; ITl 
do without a smoke. (He crosses to the 
window.) You don't mind if I look at 
the scenery? 



(laughing.) 



Steve 

Of course noti 

Tony 



I thought perhaps you might want 
her to see it nrst. 

Steve 
No ; the scenery is common property. 

Tony 

Thanks; I'll look at some. (He looks; 
shakes his head.) 



What is it? 



Steve 



Tony 



Can't say I think much of it. Mov- 
ing vans across the street ; moving vans 
this side of the street ; moving vans both 
ends of the street; furniture piled on 
the sidewalk; Idds scrambling in and 
out of your car — (He breaks off.) By 
George, for what you're paying for this 
place )^u ought to have a view of Cen- 
tral Park with the Himalaya Moun- 
tains in the background! 

Steve 

(Smiling.) I'm satisfied. Ill say it's 
worth it ; and cheap, too, compared with 
what it used to be! You know what 
Florrie cost me : an apartment on River- 
side Drive, rent three times what this 
will be ; her own car ; liveried chauffeur; 
servants ; and a thirst which would have 
burnt the lining out of another f eUow's 
pocketbookl 
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Tony 

It's a pity Florric left yau. 

Steve 

Pity ? Don't waste any of it on me I 
Why, that night she came to me and 
said, "Listen, honey, I've signed a con- 
tract to go to Hollywood and work for 
the movies," I felt like pinching myself 
to make sure I was awake. 

Tony 
You liked Florrie, didn't you? 

Steve 

I was crazy about her — for a month. 
Then for two or three months I was 
luke to middling. And then — 



Tony 



And then? 



Steve 

To be candid, after six months it 
strudc me that it was so much simpler 
to let a million movie fans pay fifteen 
cents a night apiece to support her than 
to try and do the whole thing myself. 

Tony 

(Laughing.) Getting economical in 
your old zgtl 

Steve 

Who says I'm old? She doesn't think 
so. 

Tony 

Who? Florrie? 

Steve 

No! I'm through with Florrie — re- 
member that. 

Tony 

Then it's the new one. (Steve nods.) 
Steve, honest, how did it start? 

Steve 

How did what start? 

Tony 

You know what I mean. Where did 
you meet her? And who is she? 

S. Set— Apr.— 6 



Steve 
You don't know her. 

Tony 

If I did I wouldn't be asking about 
her. What is she? A shop-girl, poor, 
but honest? 

Steve 

(Hesitantly.) No; she's — she's a 
newspaper woman. 

Tony 

(Astonished.) A reporter? (Steve 
nods.) Well, you always did have queer 
tastes, but I thought there was a limit! 
A newspaper woman ? I call that down- 
right immoral I 

Steve 
Wait till you see her. 

Tony 
But a reporter! 

Steve 

(With assurance.) Tony, she doesn't 
look it I Honest, she doesn't. She'll be 
here any minute now, and then you can 
see for yourself. 

Tony 

And I won't look with the eyes of 
love, oh, no! I'll turn my calm, fishy 
orb on her, and right there youll lose a 
friend! (He pauses.) Go on; break 
the news to me gently. Tell me how 
you met her. 

Steve 

She came to interview me; nothing 
could be simpler. 

Tony 

Catch a man by appealing to his van- 
ity ; nothing new about that. Of course 
you fell. 

Steve 

I did, and I'm not ashamed of it. I 
fell hard. The moment I saw her I 
said, "There's the successor to Florrie I" 
Such eyes I And such lips ! And such — 
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Tony 

Did you give her the benefit of those 
anatomical details? 

Steve 
(Flurried,) What? 

Tony 
Is that how you greeted her? 

Steve 

Well, hardly. Not the first time, at 
any rate. 

Tony 

(JVith lofty approbation.) I'm glad 
there's some delicacy left in you. 

Steve 

Delicacy? Why, I'm nothing but del- 
icacy! That's my middle name. 

Tony 
(Drily,) So I've been told. 

Steve 

Will you believe it, I haven't kissed 
her yet ! 



Tony 



If that's a question, my answer is 
"No!" 

Steve 

It's the truth, 'pon my word f (Idylli- 
CiMy.) My lips have never touched hers I 

Tony 

(Thoughtfully,) Well, as you're not 
ladcing in enterprise — (He pauses.) 

Steve 

Go on. 

Tony 

ni assume — as I intimated before, 
that it's the kind of face you can't kiss 
unless it's related to you. 

Steve 

(Irritated,) Is that so? Well, don't 
you try to claim relationship when you 
meet her! 



Tony 

(Impertwrbably.) I won't. Go on 
with your denatured love story. Tell 
me more about the unkissed one. Tell 
me how you started to grow romantic. 

Steve 

The romance has been all on my side 
— so far. (He sighs.) Tony, after Vd 
taken her otrt to supper a couple of 
times, I told her I was a married man. 

Tony 
Then I suppose she started to cry. 

Steve 

Nothing like it. She wasn't even 
surprised ; said she knew that before she 
came to interview me. Said she was 
wondering how long it would be before 
I'd tell her. 



Tony 



What then? 



Steve 

I made a clean breast of it. I toM 
her the whole story : how I couldn't get 
along with my wife, and how she spends 
most of the year in Paris. She men- 
tioned she knew that also. Then — ahem 
— I gradually led up to Florrie, and be- 
fore I knew it, I'd blurted out the whole 
thing! the whole blamed story from the 
time I met her till the day she left me t« 
go into the movies. 

Tony 
That was tactful, wasn't it ? 

Steve 

I don't know why not. She was very 
sympathetic. 

Tony 
Laughing up her sleeve I 

Steve 

Don't you believe it. I wouldnH have 
gone any further if she'd been like that. 
(He smiles.) When I got throu^, she 
mentioned that I hadn't told her any- 
thing she didn't know. 
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Tony 

I suppose she had interviewed Florrie 
before she met you. 

Steve 
She did. Funny coincidence, isn't it ? 

Tony 

Funny nothing! Being a prudent 
maid, she was getting references. (As 
Steve does not speakT) What's on your 
mind? 

Steve 

I'm thinking: thinking of what hap- 
pened afterward. I took her uptown 
that night in my car. It was a lovely 
moonlit night — 

Tony 
It generally is. 

Steve 
I made her a proposition. 

Tony 
And she accepted like a shot. 

Steve 

(Shaking his head,) She said she'd 
think it over. 

Tony 

(Incredulously.) Think it over? 
When she knew who you were? And 
how much you could aflford to spend 
on her? 



Yes. 



Steve 



Tony 



I've got it: she's an heiress in dis- 
guise! 

Steve 

Then it's a mighty good disguise! 
Working on a newspaper, and living in 
242nd Street! Nothing fishy about that, 
is there ? 

Tony 
No ; I suppose not 



Steve 
Of course not ! 

Tony 

Then she thought over your offer, 
and accepted. 

Steve 

(Shaking his head,) Not so fast. 
First she made me show her the apart- 
ment I'd rented for Florrie. It's for 
rent, furnished, you know. I took her 
through it. 

Tony 
And she didn't grab it? 

Steve 

She didn't care for it; not at all. 
Said the furniture was in wretched 
taste. 

Tony 
That's something in her favor. 

Steve 

(Sincerely,) You bet it is! Then 
she looked out of the window: that 
view across the Hudson, you know, and 
said she didn't like Riverside Drive; it 
wasn't homey. Said she preferred a 
place where a man could smoke a pipe 
and be comfortable. (He waves his 
hand,) Here's the answer. 

Tony 
I'll say it's not half bad. 



Steve 
(Nodding complacently,) Look 



at 



the furniture ; didn't cost me a sou ; all 
hers, every stick of it. Had it moved 
down here from 242nd Street. Just 
one thing she insisted on: I had made 
her a business proposition. ^ She came 
back with another. She said this was 
almost as serious as marriage; she 
wanted to fed protected. 

Tony 
That means a sable coat. 
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Steve 

(Shaking his head,) No; just the 
lease of this apartment in her name, a 
year paid in advance. 

Tony 
(Astonished,) Was that all? 



car? No chauffeur? 
the stores ? 



No 
No accounts at 



Steve 

Not even a weekly allowance! A 
signed lease to this place, and the land- 
lord's receipt for a year's rent. I gave 
them to her last night. And that's all 
there is! 

Tony 

Well, I never heard anything to beat 
that. She must love you. (Steve tries 
hard to look modest.) That's the only 
possible answer: she must be simply 
mad about you. Lucky fellow! (He 
slaps the triumpliant Steve on the back.) 
Why can't they fall for me like that? 
I'm as good looking as you are. (In 
zvandering away he stumbles against the 
piano.) Ouch ! 

Steve 
Hurt yourself? 

Tony 
What's the piano doing here? 

Steve 

(Anxiously.) What's the matter? 
Do you think it belongs somewhere 
else? 

Tony 

I don't know. But it certainly doesn't 
belong here. 

Steve 
I'm glad you noticed it, Tony. 

Tony 
You can bet she didn't put it there. 

Steve 

No: it came half an hour ago. I 
told tlic men where to put it 



Tony 

I thought so. 

Steve 

Where would you put it? 

Tony 
I don't know. But I'd move it 

Steve 
(Removing his coat.) You shalL 

Tony 
What do you mean? 

Steve 

You don't expect me to shove it 
around all by myself ? 

Tony 
I'm not a piano mover! 

Steve 

Neither am I. Come on, Tony. 
(Grumblingly, Tony removes his coat 
and takes the opposite end of the 
piano.) Don't shove it. lift it. YouTl 
scratch the floor. There ! (They have 
moved it to a place a little worse chosen, 
if possible. They stand off and look at 
their liandiwork.) How do you like it 
now? 

Tony 

Rotten ! 

Steve 

What's the matter now? 
Tony 

Not much; only you can't open the 
door. (Hastily.) But you don't have 
to move it again. You can have another 
door cut through here. 

Steve 

Fine! That would give us a private 
entrance into the next apartment. On 
the job, Tony. (They attack the piane 
again, and plant it near the fireplace,) 
How's that? 

Tony 

(Mopping his forehead.) I'm not 
going to give you any more opinions! 
You wait until she comes, and she'll tcO 
you where she wants it 
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Steve 

Rotter! 

(The door to the hall opens and 
Cora Langley enters. She is what you 
would expect from the foregoing: 
plainly dressed, but well dressed; nice 
looking, but not flamboyantly nice look* 
ing; self -possessed ; refined; gracious; 
dignified; and withal, attractive in no 
uncertain manner,) 



Steve! 



Cora 



Steve 



G>ral (He goes to her with open 
arms. She raises her eyebrows the 
least trifle. He controls himself; offers 
his hand, which she takes.) Cora, I 
want you to meet my best friend, Tony 
MacArthur. 

Cora 

So this is Tony! How do you, Mr. 
MacArthur? I've heard Steve speak 
of you so much that I feel as if I almost 
knew you. 

Tony 

(Embarrassed because of his coatless 
condition.) Pardon my appearance. 
(He makes a dive for his coat.) 

Cora 

Oh, don't bother putting it on. I 
don't mind. 

Steve 

(Turning delightedly to Tony.) What 
did I tell you? She's a regular girl. 

Cora 

(Completing her thought,) Besides, 
youTl have to move the piano again. 
(She stands looking about the place 
happily.) 

Steve 

Well, how do you like it? Our little 
home! 

Cora 

It has possibilities : it has great possi* 
Ulities. With a few pictures on the 



walls and cushions here and there and 
everything comfy! It needs just one 
thing; the woman's touch. 

Steve 
(Tenderly.) And you're here to sup- 

CORA 



ply that! 



I'm here to supply that I 

(Through the hall door enters a cu^ 
rious individual. He is a thin, sallow 
man of some forty-odd years, none too 
well dressed. His bird-like nose is dec- 
orated with a pair of steel-rimmed spec- 
tacles; his hair is sparse to middling; 
his general attitude one of retiring pes- 
simism. He is mild: very mild indeed, 
and polite: polite to a fault. It is easy 
to see that he is either highly educated 
or not educated at all. This individual 
trickles into the room, so to speak, for 
his entrance could not be more unassum- 
ing. In either hand he carries a suit- 
case. Once inside the door, he stands 
and inspects the room carefully. The 
men, noticing him, smile. Steve nudges 
Cora.) 

Oh! (She watches the Individual 
for a second.) Like it? (The Indi- 
vidual nods. Steve and Tony laugh. 
The Individual bends a look of mild 
reproach upon them.) Never mind, 
James. Take the bags into the next 
room. Through that door. 

(The Individual nods, and goes.) 

Steve 
Where did you find him? 

Cora 
(Smiling.) He's funny, isn't he? 

Tony 
Queer things come out after the rain. 

Cora 

But he's useful; and he works hard; 
and he doesn't answer back. (She turns 
to the men.) Now suppose we put a 
few things in order. This piano cer- 
tainly doesn't belong here. 

Steve 
Where does it belong? 
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G)RA 

Let me think. 

(Upon the last few words the Indi- 
vidual has re-entered, minus the suit- 
cases, and overhearing, stops in the mid- 
dle of the room to revolve the question 
in his own thoughts, as well, Cora goes 
to him and points to a likely^ spot for 
the piano. The Individual shakes his 
head resolutely. Cora indicates another 
possible location. The Individual pon- 
ders. Cora suggests a third spot. The 
Individual comes to a decision, and in- 
dicates with his finrefinger, without 
speaking a word, just hew the piano 
should be placed. Then he oozes out 
through the hall door,) 

Steve 

(Staggered,) What do you thmk of 
that? 

Cora 

He's right, though, isn't he? 

Tony 

I don't know. The piano's at least 
three inches too long to fit in there. 

Cora 

(Positively,) Impossible. He never 
makes a mistake about those things. 

Steve 

All right, we'll try it. Come on, 
Tony. 

(They move the piano to the place 
indicated. It fits to a hair,) 



He was right 



Tony 
Cora 



Of course he was right. He's always 
right. 

(The Individual re-enters. This time 
he is carrying a small steamer trunk on 
his back. All three look at him cu- 
riously. Nat a whit abashed, he halts in 
the center of the room, and, encumbered 
by the trunk, makes a gesture which 
might mean anything or nothing, Cora 
goes to him. Again he gestures. She 
understands,) 



0»a 

He thinks the curtains shouMn't be 
left on the sofa. 
,(The Individual neds, and goes.) 

Steve 

(Doubtfully.) Do you think we can 
haog 'em? 

Cora 

I don't know why not. The rods are 
in them. 

Tony 

So they are! (He holds up a cur- 
tain,) Come on, Steve; let's put 'cm 
up. I'm beginning to like this : it's like 
I^aying house. 

(As they look about for something an 
which to stand, the Individual re- 
enters. They gaze at him. He under- 
stands at once; shuffles out to the hail 
and returns with a chair, which, rvhen 
properly broken in half, and stood upon 
its head, becomes a stephdder. He 
places this at a window and goes out to 
the hall,) 

Steve 

(Amazed,) What is he? A nand 
reader? 

Cora 

(Laughing.) I toW you he was 
useful. 

Tony 

(Mounting the ladder,) He's un- 
canny! (He proceeds with the busi- 
ness of hanging curtains.) 

Steve 

(Finding his chutn thus occupied, be- 
lieves he has discovered an appropriate 
moment for a little romance. He sidles 
over to CoRA.^ Cora! Our own little 
place! (She smiles.) Our own little 
love nest! 

Cora 
Do you like it better than Florric's? 

Steve 
No comparison! 
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Cora 

And this doesn't cost half as much. 

Steve 

Wdl, really, I don't care about that, 
you kaow. What I like about this place 
is — Ws a home! (He comes nearer to 
her.) But even that doesn't matter. 
There's only one thing that matters, and 
that's you! You! You're worth any- 
thing you cost! 

Cora 

Even if I don't cost very much? 

Tony 

(From the ladder,) Steve! I wish 
you'd come here a minute ! 

Steve 

(Disregarding him.) Cora! Think 
of the two of us: hand in hand! 

Cora 

(With a whimsical smile,) I can 
picture what it will be like: a winter 
evening; the fire burning; shades 
drawn; and no light, except the light 
from the fire ! 



Steve 



Coral 



Cora 

Outside, stars in the heavens; the 
crisp, cold air of a midwinter night ; not 
a cloud in the moonlit sky ; snow under- 
foot, snow, crisp and crunching — 

Tony 

(Interrupting,) If you two don't 
step discussing the weather, I'm going 
to drop this curtain ! 

Cora 

Cosy ! Could anything be more cosy ! 
(She sighs.) 

CSteve sighs. He feels an irresistible 
impulse to kiss her. Being irresistible, 
he would probably give in to it, when 
from the hall enters the individual, la- 
boring this time with a valise and a 
cage containing a canary. He takes in 



the situation, steps up to Steve master- 
fully and touches him on the shoulder, 
Steve, rapt in Cora's dithyrambics, 
starts up with some show of annoyance. 
The Individual raises a soothing hand 
and shakes his head. If he were to 
speak, he would doubtless say, 
"Naughty! Naughty!" Even though 
he does not open his lips, the thought 
ts clearly evident. Steve controls him- 
self with an effort. The Individual 
points a mildly suggestive finger in the 
direction of Tony, who is almost fall- 
ing off the ladder with laughter, and as 
Steve, hypnotised, moves in the indi- 
cated direction, favors him with a pater- 
nal smile. This accomplished, he takes 
up his burdens, which he has been com- 
pelled to set down, and carries them 
into the interior of the apartment.) 

Steve 

(Who has nearly reached the ladder 
before exploding, wheels indignantly.) 
I don't want to hang curtains! I'd 
much rather talk to you! 

Cora 
Steve, there's a time for ever3rthing. 

Steve 
The nerve of the man! 

Cora 

(Smiling.) He has a way with him, 
hasn't he? 

Steve 

(Indignantly.) Well, he hasn't a way 
with me! Not by a long shot! What 
did you bring him along for? 

Cora 
(Vaguely.) Oh, he just came. 

Steve 
Then he might as well go! 

Cora 

Shh! 

(The Individual enters sedately. 
Steve, having reached the boiling point, 
is about to say something violent to him, 
when the Individual turns with a dis- 



Digitized by 



Google 



88 



A ff^ONDERFUL fVOMAN 



arming smile, and a gesture to the cnr- 
tains. Somehow or other his action 
takes the wind out of Steve's smls. 
Speechless, he picks up a curtain, and 
passes it to the patient Tony. 

The Individual, on his way to the 
hall, observes the box of cigars. He 
smiles with pleasure, dewerately opens 
it, extracts one, and lights it as he goes 
out. 

The men have watched his extraor- 
dinary proceeding in fascinated silence. 
As he goes Tony bursts out.) 

Tony 
And you wouldn't let me have one! 

Steve 

(Paralysed.) Did you ever see any- 
thing to beat that? 

Cora 

(HastUy.) It's all right. He's a 
little queer: you've got to humor him; 
let him have his own way. 

Steve 

(Furiously.) Let him have his own 
way? He's not waiting for us to let 
him ! (He strides to the tabouret, takes 
up the cigar box, and offers it to Tony.^ 

Tony 

Help yourself. 

(The Individual enters with a tin 
wash-basin, a large sponge, and a quan- 
tity of towels. He sees what is happen- 
ing, shakes his head reproachfully, and 
quietly takes the box out of Steve's 
hands. Tony lias already helped him- 
self to a cigar. Tlie Individual relieves 
him of it, much as a mother would take 
the jam bottle from a child. Then, 
from his own pocket, he produces a pair 
of those thin, contorted affairs com- 
mercially known as Pittsburgh stogies, 
and benignantly hands one to Steve 
and another to Tony. He goes.) 

Steve 

(Looking at his prize Tvith consterna- 
tion.) Tony, did you get one also ? 



Look! 



Tony 



Cora 



(Laughing.) Don't you understand? 
With your coats off, he thinks you are 
furniture movers! 

Steve 
Furniture movers? 

Cora 

Of course ! Isn't it the most natural 
thing in the world? Wouldn't anybody 
think so to watch the two of you ? 

Tony 

(With sudden comprehension.) And 
he thinks he's saving the boss' cigars! 



Exactly! 



Cora 



Steve 



But he isn't saving them from him* 
self! 

Cora 

(Lightly.) He helped me the last 
time I moved. Perhaps he thinks he's 
privileged. 

(The Individual, who retreated to the 
hall from his last sally, re-enters with 
the strangest burden of all. He is not 
carrying it this time; he is pushing it. 
It is nothing less them a canopied baby 
carriage, and the sensation he produces 
as the men catch sight of it is terriffic-- 
illimitable — indescribable. The Indi- 
vidual seems quite unconscious of it. 
Calmly he wheels the thing into the cen- 
ter of the room, stops and surveys the 
tout ensemble. The piano is where it 
ought to be; the curtains are hung; the 
odds and ends have disappeared; a few 
pictures, thanks to Cora, have miracu- 
lously sprouted on the walls; the place 
looks quite habitable, and thoroughly in- 
viting. The Individual takes in these 
details, produces a well-worn blaci 
leather coin purse, opens it, and care- 
fully takes out two quarter-dollars. 
Then, with another of his beautiful 
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smUes, he hands a coin to each of the 
men, mummring audibly: "Thank you; 
yen can §o new," They are so com- 
pletely thunderstruck that they simply 
accept the coims, and waich khn in dumb 
amasement as he places the basin, 
sponge and towels in the baby carriage, 
tops the ptfe neatiy with the box of 
cigars, cmd wheels the whole incredible 
affmr into the interior of the apartment, 
Steve and Tony sttmd looking after 
him in limitless amasement. Finally 
Steve turns to Tonv.^ 

Steve 
Tony, did you see what I saw? 

Tony 
A baby carriage! 

Steve 

A baby carriage! What's it doing 
here? That's what I'd like to know! 
(He turns terrifically on Cora J Cora, 
who IS that man ? 

(On the instant there is the sound of 
water running into the tin basin. The 
men start as if shot.) 

Cora 

(And throughout the last few min- 
utes there has been a curious expression 
about her mouth.) It's nothing; he's 
giving the baby a bath. 

Ste\^ 
The— the baby? 

Tony 
Yes; that's what she said, 

Steve 
The baby ? Whose baby ? 

COSA 

(Innocently,) Whose baby? 

Steve 
Yes! Tell me! Whose baby? 

Cora 

(Simply.) My baby. (The men col- 
lapse. She surveys them with a pitying 
smile. Then she beckons to the fire- 



place.) Come here. Sit down. There 
are some things I want to expiahi t* 
you. 

Tony 

(Acutely conscious that this does n0t 
concern him.) I guess HI be going. 

Cora 

No; you, too, Tony! It won't hurt 
you a bit to listen. Come, sit down. 
(Limply the men pull up chairs, Steve's 
condition may be succinctly described by 
the single adjective "punctured." Tony 
is too completely crushed to enjoy his 
friend's discomfiture.) There! 

Steve 

Before you begin; (He jerks his 
thumb toward the door through which 
the Individual has disappeared.) who 
is that man ? 



Cora 



My husband. 



Steve 

(Forlornly,) D'ye know, I had a 
sneaking suspicion that something was 
wrong ! (He slumps lower in his chair.) 
Now, go on. 

Cora 

(Kindly,) Steve, you consider your- 
self a judge of women. 



I used to. 



Steve 



Cora 



Yes ; I could see that the first time I 
met you. Do you remember? They 
had sent me to your office to interview 
you. I was impressed. Any girl would 
have been impressed. The secretaries, 
and the assistant secretaries, and the 
clerics, and the office boys, and the little 
slip on which I had to explain my busi- 
ness before you could be disturbed ; and 
then, your private office, the paintings 
on the walls, the marvelous rugs on the 
floor, the subdued Hght, the subtle sug- 
gestion of wealth; why, I thought I 
should never pluck up enough courage 
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to walk those few steps to your desk, 
sit down, flip open my notebook and ask 
you questions! (She shakes her head 
at the recollection.) But I did it! I 
trembled in my boots, but I did it! I 
had expected that when I looked into 
your eyes I would find them dreaming; : 
dreaming of new plans, new fields for 
your activities; new mergers, perhaps. 
But when I looked I could read just 
one thought: "She's a pretty girl; a 
deuced pretty girl; and I know every- 
thing there is to know about pretty 
girls!" Oh, Steve! (She has struck 
home. After a little while she continues.) 
You were thinking just one thought: 
'*What a successor to Florrie! She's 
pretty; I'm rich. So there you are!" 
Steve, for a man who considers himself 
a judge of women, you made an awful 
mistake! I felt like telling you that even 
before you spoke ; it was on the tip of 
my tongue to tell you — 

Steve 

(Interrupting,) Why didn't you? 

Cora 

(Looking him right in the eyes.) It 
came to me abruptly that if a man lived 
as long as you, and didn't know the dif- 
ference between my kind of women and 
— ^well — Florrie's kind, it was about 
time that he learned a lesson. I didn't 
encourage you. I didn't lead you on. 
Give me credit for that. 



I do. I do. 



Steve 



Cora 



I didn't intend to go as far as this at 
first, but when you suggested renting an 
apartment for me — 

Steve 

(With a smile.) — and agreed to put 
the lease in your name, and pay a year's 
rent in advance — 

Cora 

(Nodding.) — it occurred to me that 
the lesson might be worth it! (She 
pauses.) Steve, in your life you've 
wasted a good deal of time and a good 



deal of money on women. Here^s some 
time and some money that haven't been 
wasted! If it will make you happier, 
think of what it cost you as a fine for 
not knowing a good woman when you 
saw one! 

(From the bathroom in the interior of 
the apartment comes a thinning voice 
raised in the strains of "/ dreamt I 
dwelt in Tara^s halls/' With varying 
emotions, all listen.) 

Steve 
What does he do for a living? 

Tony 
He's not a singer. 

Cora 

No. He's an instructor in mathe* 
matics at the University. 

Tony 

I knew that the moment I heard him 
sing. 

Cora 

(Smiles. Then she continues.) He's 
a nice chap ; home-loving ; and clever — 
clever as they make them I Some day 
he'll make his mark. But in the mean- 
time, it's pretty hard sledding for a 
family of three on an instructor's salary 
even if you add what I earn. Food is 
so high ; and shoes j and things for the 
baby. (The voice tn the distance splits 
on a high note. Cora listens dreamily.) 
Poor dear ! He's so impractical. 

Steve 
(With a gasp.) Does he know? 

Cora 

Not a word; and what's more, heTl 
never suspect. (The song becomes a 
duet as the crying of a baby suddenly 
joins it. The song stops. The crying 
continues.) You'd best be going now. 
Hell be needing my help in a minute 

(In eloquent silence the men put on 
their coats and move toward the door.) 

Steve 
Before I go, just one question. 
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Cora 



Yes? 



Steve 

Was that your only reason : because I 
didn't know the difference — between 
you — and some other women? 

Cora 
(After a little hesitation.) No. 

Steve 
What was the other reason ? 

Cora 

(Looks into his eyes; laughs.) Well, 
if you must know, rents are so terribly 
high! 

('Steve nods. Just why we don't un- 
derstand, but he seems to draw infinite 
consolation from this last statement. He 
bows with grace surprising in a man of 
his years.) 

Steve 

Mrs. Langley, you're a wonderful 
woman! (He offers his hand. She 
shakes it. Steve and Tony go. Cora, 
smiling, closes the door after them. 

The baby's crying has ceased abrupt- 
ly. Evidently the mathematician has 
managed without her help. It has grown 
darker. She goes to the window, and 
pulls down the shades. She lights the 
lights. 

It is really a very charming apart' 



ment; Cora seems to say this. But the 
fireside is the center of the home. She 
scratches a match; turns on the gas logs. 
There are two chairs at the hearth. She 
arranges them to her exact liking. Next 
to one she puts a pipe, an ash tray, 
snatches, and the tohacco jar. In the 
other she seats herself, takes up lier 
knitting, and makes herself quite com- 
fortable. Then, and it is obviously a 
rehearsal of a scene which is to follow 
when the instructor of mathematics has 
taken his place and has begun to enjoy 
the warmth of the fire:) 

Cora 

The rent ? That's a secret, dear. . . . 
You'll never know how much it is, 
because I'm going to pay it myself! 
Yes, every cent of it. . . . You see, 
they've given me a raise down at the 
office. . . . (She looks around the room, 
mellow in the gentle light.) . . . Oh, a 
thumping big raise ! . . . What ? You 
think I'm a wonderful woman? (She 
rises, and caresses the place where her 
husband's head would be. The voice 
from the batliroom rises again; there 
can be no doubt of it; he is certainly not 
a singer. Slowly, dreamily, Cora 
moves toward the inner door. She 
opens it, and listens an instant. Then 
she murmurs something. It sounds 
like "Too easy!" She goes in. The 
door closes.) 

The Curtain Falls. 



\/t ANY a moth seeks to immolate itself on a flame only to find that it has run 
^^^ up against an electric light bulb. 
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"To Be Sung with Simplicity" 

By Amanda Benjamin Hall 

THE bee's a honey-drop of gold 
* Against the plum's dark purple cheek ; 
I've watched him and his ways are bold 
To break the will of all things weak ! 

And in my room a pair of birds, 

Gray lovers under gilded wire, 
Grow amorous with witty words 

When sunlight sets the house afire. 

While in the clover fields a pair 

Of fools as pink as is the flower 
Have palpitated on the air, 

Exchanging kisses for an hour. 

In Spring when peach trees stain the sky 
Then all these madnesses must start, 

But they are not for such as I, 
The timid and the titmouse heart ! 

Instead I'll stay and wind the clocks 

In this old, gabled house of mine, 
And wear the keys to all the locks. 

And hang the porringers in line. 

And when night darkens in the lanes 
rU close and bar the stout-hinged door, 

And watch the sky through window-panes 
And wonder what the moon is for ! 



IM^OMAN is the sieve that separates scandal from news. 
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Traitors 

By Albert Kinross 
(Author of "Eve Darner," etc.) 



I 



THE cemetery was outside the city 
bounds and stood amid fields that 
overlooked the lake and halted at 
the foothills. A great range, always 
snow-covered, closed that view, but 
they who came here seldom had eyes to 
see it. They came for funerals or on 
anniversaries, and there was one day 
in the year that was set apart. On 
such days Constance avoided the ceme- 
tery. She would go as far as the gate, 
locJc in, and if there were too many 
people, she would turn away. She went 
as she had come; across the cinder- 
path, then on to the road, and next 
downhill as far as the tramway sta- 
tion. She would ride back to her 
lonely villa, unconsoled and unconsol- 
able. Perhaps the next day she would 
try again. 

Most often the cemetery was empty, 
save for the gardeners and men who 
worked there. They did not count. 
Like the monuments and funeral shrubs, 
they belonged to the place; like the 
stones they set, the graves they dug, the 
paths they cleared and kept in order. 
Most of them knew her and raised their 
caps to her; for she was become as 
much a part of the cemetery as they. 
She went always to an upright slab of 
gray marble. On the upper half was 
engraved, 

Richard Chaumont 

The lower half was left a blank for 
her. Sometimes she thought that she 
would like to fill it now with all but the 



final date. Above her husband's name, 
in a larger lettering, the stonemason 
had carved the words which she had 
written down for him. "Love is un- 
ending," she had written ; and that was 
enough. 

She would busy herself here, chang- 
ing his faded flowers for fresh ones and 
carrying the old ones to a rubbish heap. 
The jars had to be emptied and filled 
again with water. Always there was a 
wreath of evergreens, which often lasted 
a whole month. When she was finished, 
the tears would come into her eyes, and 
there were some days on which she 
denied God passionately. 

"What had she done and what had 
Richard done," she asked, "that he 
should be cut oflF thus early?" 

On such days the sight of old or even 
of elderly men annoyed her; but what 
enraged her most was to meet married 
couples, indiflFerent, habituated, or 
wearied and careless as to who knew of 
it. Why should these be spared, when 
Richard and she had been all in all to 
one another! 

Nobody seemed to understand this. 
Eva, her married sister, was patient, 
but reasonable and chilling. 

"You ought to go away," she said, 
"you ought to travel ; you ought to get 
out of yourself and think new 
thoughts." 

Her bachelor brother was crueller 
still. 

"You are young," he said ; "some day 
you will marry again. Why not come 
with me for a month to Paris?" 

"I should only be in your way," she 
answered bitteriy. And to herself she 
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said, "Never will I betray the dead — 
never !" 

That phrase pleased her. She often 
repeated it at night when she wept in 
her loneliness and held out empty arms. 

"You are a woman; some day you 
will get over it," persisted that incor- 
rigible brother; and then they almost 
quarrelled. 

She said he knew no women but his 
mistresses ; and he did not deny it. 

More than a year had gone by when 
the men put up another monument 
close to hers. She would hardly have 
noticed it but for the inscription. "Love 
is unending/' it also said ; and that made 
her look again. 

By the name and the dates she dis- 
covered that here reposed a young wo- 
man — as young as herself — ^and a newly 
bom child. To the centre of the stone 
was affixed a medallion portrait in 
bronze, and the name carved below was 
Alice Molineux, She knew the Mo- 
lineuxs for one of the best families in 
the district, but that was all. The slab 
was headed with their shield and crest. 
She went her way downhill to the tram- 
station. 

One day as she came here a gentle- 
man joined her. She was annoyed at 
first, but he was neither old nor dderly. 
He was tall and elegant and of about 
the same age as her husband. He had 
gone to the new grave that was so close 
to the one she haunted. He too had 
brought fresh flowers and thrown away 
the old ones and emptied and refilled 
the vases with water. He too was 
standing there with no eye for the 
mountains, nor the lake, nor for any 
living' thing. This time he outstayed 
her, but the next time he left first, and 
one day they left together. They knew 
each other by sight quite well now. He 
held the gate for her and raised his hat. 

There was no more than that between 
them for several weeks; and then he 
stayed away for a while, till one day 
he reappeared. His flowers were all 
hideous and faded ; but he had brought 
new ones, a great bunch, as if to mkke 
up for his neglect. 

Constance watched him arrange them. 



She had all these later days thought 
him faithless. 

"He is forgetting," she had said, 
"like the others." 

When she turned to go he followed 
her that day; and he did not feel the 
need to apologize. 

"I have been ill," he said, quite simply 
at her elbow ; "a grippe — ^I had to keep 
to my room." 

He still looked pale and fragile. 

"I understand," she answered, just 
as simply. "If I had known, I would 
have changed your flowers." 

"That is what I have permitted my- 
self to speak to you about. Should I 
fail at any time, will you do this for — 
for her?" he asked. "I would gladly 
do the same — for him." 

So they came to make their bargain : 
and, "Here," thought Constance, "is a 
human being who understands." 

She was less lonely now with those 
two graves to care for, with a fresh 
thought or two tc think, and the knowl- 
edge that she was not so extraordinary 
as her brother and sister had declared. 
This Mr. Molineux was acting very 
much as she was acting ; he was feeling 
as she was feeling ; he was not likely to 
betray his dead. On one point only 
did they diflFer. In spite of his inex- 
plicable loss, Victor Molineux still 
believed in God. 

He told her so with his customary 
simplicity; and added, "If I had not 
that faith, I could not live." 

"But why—," she b^:an; "and to 
us — ^to us," she continued; "we who 
loved one another!" 

"One believes," he answered quietly, 
"or one does not. I believe. Somethii^ 
tells me." 

And then he looked up suddenly and 
saw the lake, and the mountains, and 
sky and cloud above the plain and foot- 
hills. 

"Perhaps it is that," he said, with a 
gesture. "She too loved Nature and 
was moved by it — taken outside herself 
and lifted." 

"I too was like that once," said Con- 
stance; "but now — " 

"It will return to you," he answered. 
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He cottld think of nothing else and 
stood immersed in his own sorrow. 



II 



One day when it rained they took 
die tram together, and he descended 
where she did. He lived not for away. 

He saw her to her door and she asked 
him to come inside and take his tea 
with her. 

"It is better than being alone," she 
murmured. 

They entered the house. It was not 
a large house, but everything was very 
complete and perfect; as though she 
tended it lovingly; as though it were 
all that remained of a great passion. 

A maid, spoiled and inquisitive, 
brought them tea in the salon. G>n- 
stance had removed her outdoor things, 
leaving Molineux for an instant to him- 
self. There were three portraits of 
Richard Chaumont, a serious-looking 
man with thin hair and eye-glasses. 
They could be of nobody else. He 
locked at these till she came back and 
at ter other pictures. 

"You have a real Mauve," he said. 

"It was Richard's choice. I have no 
taste," she added; "but he—"; and 
there she ended. 

Over the tea-things they fell to talk- 
ing of his books and his engravings. 

"It is a pity he was a business man," 
she said. 

Before Molineux left she took him 
into the dead man's own sitting-room, 
his den, his library; it stood exactly as 
he had left it, as though he had just 
gone out. 

There was a half -burned cigar in his 
ash-tray; a book, laid open and face 
downward was awaiting his return; 
liis slippers stood in their comer, a 
smoking-jacket hung behind the door. 
Only the fireplace haw! been touched, tfie 
fire relaid, so that he might put a match 
to it. Above it hung his pipes, and on 
the mantelboard sto^ photographs and 
cards of invitation. The date of the 
calendar which rested on his writing- 
table was the date on whkh he had left 
this room. 



Molineux read off some of the titles 
of the long rows of books that stood 
in the cases which covered an entire 
wall. 

"A catholic mind," he said. 

"He was interested in everything," 
she answered. "He carried me along 
with him ; and now — " 

"You do not care to study alone ?" 

She shook her head. 

He paused over the engravings and 
prints that hung here, views of the 
ancient city that spread about its comer 
of the lake and of buildings and places 
that had disappeared. 

"We found these on our wales in the 
town," she said; "he was always look- 
ing for old things." 

They left the room, cksing the door 
quietly, and MoKneux torfc leave of 
her. 

"Another time you must see my 
home," he said. 

"Willingly," she answered; and then 
he was gone and she was left to her 
memories, her occupations. 

A wedc later she accompanied him 
to the large apartment he occupied in a 
fine building that faced the lake. 

He was rich, apparently, judging by 
the size of the rooms, their ntmiber, and 
their elegance. They opened out, one 
from another, and each was beautiful 
but empty. 

"She created all this," he said ; "but 
now she is gone it feels like a desert." 

Constance sighed and nodded. She 
knew. 

The portrait of the dead woman was 
everywhere. Cold, stately, distinguished, 
she looked out upon them. She had 
been a Parisienne whom Molineux had 
met upon his travels. 

"She was beautiful," whispered Con- 
stance. 

"How beautiful no one knows," he 
answered. "It grew upon <me." 

Her own sitting-room was carefully 
guarded, just as Richard Chatmiont's 
had been. MoKneux produced the key. 
He drew back the curtains, he fhmg 
the windows wide. The servants were 
not allowed to enter, he explained. 

On the open piano stood a piece of 



Digitized by 



Google 



96 



TRAITORS 



music, the last piece she had played. 
On the walls were the flags of the 
Allies: she had been passionately in- 
terested in the war. Her easel stood 
here with an unfinished picture; and 
there was a work-basket and a little 
chest which arrested the visitor's atten- 
tion. Half open, it was full of tiny 
garments, and others, complete or in 
the making, were in that stmny comer 
of the room. Constance paused here 
and looked at Molineux. 

"Your husband was wise," he said, 
"you had no children." 

"Ah, now I wish I had!" she cried. 
"I could have lived again in them, or 
even in one." 

"Yes, you are right," he answered 
slowly; *T)ut sometimes one rebels." 

They left that room and he locked the 
door again. They drank their tea by 
a window from which they could look 
out on the everlasting snows. 

"She loved this view, the lake and 
the mountains," he said. "It was that 
which made life here endurable, she 
used to say ; for she was accustomed to 
great cities." 

Constance b^[an to dislike this wo- 
man who, in her portraits, looked so 
cold, so distant, so unapproachable. 

"People thought her proud," the be- 
reaved husband ran on ; "but it was only 
to protect herself from those who 
wearied her." 

"I would have wearied her," said 
Constance to herself; but aloud she 
said, "It was quite natural." 

"I hope you will honor me again." 

They were taking leave of one 
another now and were standing at his 
open door on the first landing. 

"It is your turn next time," she 
answered. 

He went down the stairs with her as 
far as the gateway of the house. 

These were the first of many solemn 
visits, during which they sat and talked 
of their misfortunes, surrounded by 
portraits of the man and woman whose 
early going had brought them into each 
others lives. 

^ Molineux, looking round him in her 
little drawing-room, and, whichever 



way he turned, meeting that set face 
with its thin hair and eye-glasses, b^[an 
positively to dislike it. ^d she, spied 
on constantly by that cold woman with 
the disdainful yet serene countenance, 
fdt often like turning those portraits 
to the wall, or she wished that he would 
remove them. But neither of them 
made a change. The man with the thin 
hair and eye-glasses was ever present 
during Moh'neux's visits, and when 
Constance came to the large apartment- 
house which faced the lake, there was 
that impassive woman looking out on 
her from every comer of the room. 
Otherwise, they enjoyed the comfort 
of each other's s)anpathy, the under- 
standing which in all that dty they two 
alone seemed to possess amid a worid, 
coarse in fibre, materialistic, and un- 
faithful. 

The spring had gone, the summer, 
the autumn. In December she told him 
that after the New Year she was going 
abroad for a change of scene. Her sister 
and brother-in-law had pressed her; 
they had almost forced her. They were 
going to Egypt for a two months' holi- 
day and they had insisted that she must 
come with tfiem. 

He and she were walking back from 
the cemetery that day. They often 
walked now. The air was moist, misty, 
and so far there had been no proper 
winter. The lake was gray and cheer- 
less, the mountains hidden by a fog. 

At her gate they separated. 

"I am glad," he said; "perhaps the 
African sun will bum away your sor- 
row." 

She shook her head sadly. There 
was no hope of that, she answered. 

Before the day of her departure he 
called with flowers and chocolates to 
pay her a farewell visit. 

"I will miss you," he said; "I will 
count the days till you come bade again." 

"I will only hie trailing my griefs 
and my miseries in a new country," 
she answered. "It is foolish of me to 

She said this and at the same time, 
inwardly, she saw the innumerable 
likenesses of the woman she so heartily 
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detested. It had come to that now. He 
would be sitting with her. 

'*We were there on our honeymoon/' 
said Molineux; ''I shall never visit 
Egypt again." 

And he was trying to escape the 
steady glare of those portraits that fol- 
lowed him around the room. He was 
b^inning to hate this man with the 
thm hair and eye-glasses. Why hadn't 
he eyes without glasses like other 
people? 

"I have white dresses to wear there," 
she answered; "it will feel strange to 
be dressed in white." 

"She had white dresses," said Mo- 
lineux. "You will ride on donkeys," 
he added, "and carry a parasol. You 
are fortunate to escape this soft winter. 
Perhaps the sun will heal you, or, at 
least, make life more endurable." 

He had said something like that be- 
fore ; and, as before, she shook her head. 

It was time for him to be leaving. 

"Bon voyage," he murmured, and 
took her hand and would have raised it 
to his lips; but in that instant the floor 
creaked; or it may have been the dry- 
ness of the furniture in that room 
heated by a porcelain stove. 

The sound checked him; a ridiculous 
idea had seized upon him that this was 
a protest, a signal of remonstrance from 
the dead; and looking out now upon 
those portraits, he seemed to read a 
note of anger behind the eye-glasses, a 
hatred, an animosity, exceeding that 
which he had fought against within him- 
self. 

Of course it was ridiculous, and his 
hostess had noticed nothing. He still 
held her hand, and he rai^ it to his 
lips and repeated his wish that she 
should have a pleasant holiday. This 
time there was no protest, no creaking 
of furniture. It was foolish of him to 
have imagined it. 

Ill 

A PEW days later Constance was at 
Marseilles. She had never been to sea 
before; and here were all these people. 
She had avoided people, happy people, 
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careless people, like the ones that had 
come on board. She was dazed and 
shy and frightened, and felt like flying 
home again. 

Her sister and her brother-in-law 
smiled. They too were happy. They 
coaxed her and they argued with her; 
and when they were alone, "She will 
get over it," they said. 

To them this holiday was an event. 
It was good to see new faces and to live 
among surroundings quite different 
from those to which they were ac- 
customed. But if she liked to keep 
apart and look on at life, they could not 
prevent her. It was at least better than 
being imprisoned in her villa and taking 
her walks and rides to the cemetery that 
stood outside the town. 

She was ill for a day or two and kept 
to her cabin. But when she revived, the 
sun was on the sea and there was a 
craggy, romantic coastline before her 
and the water was of a blue she had 
never known. She looked out upon that 
scene. And then the beauty of it smote 
her. Why was he not there to enjoy 
it? He would have loved it. Her eyes 
filled with tears, and as she turned, she 
met the gaze of a young man who was 
standing solitary as she. He too wore 
mourning, and he looked out now across 
the waters with an infinitude of suffer- 
ing upon his face. For a moment she 
lingered, and it seemed to her that here 
was another of the few who under- 
stood. 

In the evening, watching the sunset, 
she found herself beside him again. 
Perhaps he had sought her out, perhaps 
not. He looked at her, and her eyes 
gave him confidence. 

"You too have suffered," he said; 
and she felt that she had found a com- 
panion. 

"It is always the best who get taken," 
he added. And then he would have 
apologized; but she checked him and 
answered, "You are right." 

The young man fetched a chair for 
her, and she noticed that he limped. 

"Permit me?" she said, pitjring him. 

"Why?" he asked. 

She had already guessed that he was 
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French, and now she said, "You have 
been wounded in the war?" 

"It is nothing/' he answered. 

They sat down side by side and 
looked out upon the sea ; but each saw 
a sorrow difficult to escape. 

"Yon have lost your fiancee, or a mis- 
tress?" she said quietly. 

"No, it is my two brothers; there 
were three of us." 

"And you also were nearly lost?" 

"For France — why not?" said he. 
And this illogical answer charmed her. 
He was very young. 

Within a day she had his history. 
Though he was traveling so finely, he 
was poor. 

"I have an unmarried aunt," he said ; 
"she insisted. Before I beg^ my life 
again, I must spend her savit^s. In 
any case, they would have come to me, 
she says." 

He had only lately been demobilized 
after five years. Previously he had 
studied law ; but now it was over. His 
father's investments were worth so little 
and mudi of the money had been placed 
in Russia. And there were his two 
brothers, whose widows and families 
came first. 

She had heard little of the war from 
so acute an angle. In her neutral 
coimtry she had barely gathered that it 
was like this; indeed, if anything, she 
was the richer for it. Her husband's 
fortune had been mostly invested in 
chocolate, and chocolate had done well. 

The young man was going into the 
glass and china trade; a friend had 
given him the opportunity. It would be 
better than the law, after losing all these 
years. He had to make his life over 
again, like so many others. But Aere 
was this aunt who had said, "Before 
you b^n, you must take a long holiday. 
That will give you ^rength." It was 
kind of her. He could not refuse it. 

Such was his story; and as ttey 
chatted together, he of his friends and 
comrades, his brothers, his relatives, 
she of her home and the husband she 
had lost, Constance realized that, of the 
people he described to her, the half were 
dead or wklowed or mutilated, or had 



suffered material losses whidi left dieai 
impoverished or face to face with an 
uncertain future ; and for the first time 
it occurred to her that her own suffer- 
ings were not unexampled, tiiat they 
could be matched, and might even be 
exceeded. She looked out now on iins 
young man with a new interest and on- 
bent toward several of her fellow- 
passengers. 

Eva, her ^ster, was pleased to mark 
the change. So was her brother-in-law. 
Each had predicted it; and now it was 
coming true. 

IV 

At Alexandria the yotmg man went 
on alone and Constance had a relapse. 
They stayed tere for a day or two winle 
her brother-in-law transacted some 
business connected with cotton. Mech- 
anically she resumed her journey, ar- 
rived at Cairo, and visited the Pyramids 
and the bazaars. She was not unhappy, 
but she was not happy. 

From Cairo she sent a real letter to 
Victor MoUneux, who had aheadj 
written to say how much he missed her. 
He was tenchng both graves now. He 
mentioned it casually, as though he had 
no wish to disturb her on tWs voyage 
that should bring healing. She need 
have no fear whSe he was at his post. 
His long letter was intimate and faith- 
ful and gave her a wider picture of the 
man. Chi paper he was less controlled, 
less reticent, than he had been over tfie 
tea-table or on their walks together. 
It was snowing at home: "like you, 
the country is dressed in white," he 
ended. 

In return she told him of her own 
doings and tried her hardest not to re- 
open the memories of his hcmQmxxxi 
visit to this place. She was in white 
now — it was he who had spoken of it — 
and she hardly knew herself again ; for 
it made her look younger. It was like 
meeting an old self that was half for- 
gotten. And away from Ae town and 
riding out in the desert on camels or on 
donkeys and visiting the tombs and 
monuments, she was almost happy. 
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She had not understood before how 
full the world was of tombs and tears. 
The sun was giving her a color, a faint 
bronze; that African sun of which he 
had spoken. She liked the Arab guides 
and donkey-drivers ; they paid her such 
delicious compliments. It was vain of 
her. She had seen something of the 
young Frenchman who had so interested 
her on board the ship. But he was 
more energetic than she. Every day 
he went to some new place, and she was 
tied to her sister and brother-in-law 
who were not so enterprising. Perhaps 
this was not quite just, she added, for 
they wished her to find every distrac- 
tion. There were dances at the hotel, 
which was full of nouveaux riches; she 
went to her room on these evenings. 
The sun was always shining and at 
night the skies were clear. It was 
strange to be in a coimtry where it 
never seemed to rain. . . . With ease, 
she had filled four pages. 

From Cairo, Constance and her 
relatives sailed up the Nile to Luxor, 
where the young Frenchman, Henri 
Derville, was already installed at the 
same hotel. He had more leisure now ; 
be was not so indefatigable. In Cairo 
he had followed the Arab civilization as 
well as that of the ancient Egyptians, 
and had concluded that, of the two, the 
latter was the more advanced. He told 
Constance of his excursions and how 
they had filled his time. But this was 
an opportunity; and he had no more 
maiden aunts. They laughed when he 
said that; first Constance, then Der- 
ville. 

Here, in this leisured and more easy 
place, so open and so spacious, so 
strewn with scattered wonders and dis- 
coveries, he was content to ride with 
her and speculate upon the ruins, tombs, 
and temples; upon the collossal figures 
that had been hewn and carved and set 
upright, as if to oppress a simple people 
^th the monstrous size of them. 

Constance loved to listen to his 
theories. 

"These ancient Egyptians were much 
Hke the Boche," he said; "everything 
nrust be kolossal/* And next lie im* 



agined the wandering hordes of sav- 
ages, coming up from the swamps and 
forests of the Sudan, along the Nile 
and its deserts to the edge of a new 
world. Suddenly they would stand 
face to face with these enormous 
images. 

"They must have thought it magic; 
they must have been afraid. The moral 
effect must have been prodigious. That 
is what they were intended for, I sup- 
pose — ^to frighten people." 

She followed his alignments. She 
had the receptive genius of her sex; 
she was so utteriy receptive. Perhaps 
it was one of the reasons why she had 
felt her loss so greatly, the emptiness, 
the vacancy. 

At the tombs of the Kings and 
Queens he had speculated further. 

Had these passages and chambers cut 
deep within the rock been lighted for 
the artists who had decorated their walls 
with such brilliant colors; or had the 
paintings been done outside in the sun- 
light and then carried in and placed in 
their positions? He could find no 
answer to either question. 

"What does it matter?" he cried. 

He was gay now ; from the sun, from 
the exercise, from the abundant air and 
space of these wild places. 

They rode their donkeys out together 
and ate their meals from baskets. They 
crossed the river, the near irrigated 
fields, and then away into the wilder- 
ness. It was not like living at a hotel ; 
it was not much like sight-seeing. One 
took the sights as one found them. The 
African sun was overhead, and perhaps 
it was burning away their sorrows; 
filling them too with some of the serene 
animalism, the careless languor of this 
ancient country whose mysteries and 
profundities were so other, so different, 
from their own. 

The sister and brother-in-law marked 
the change in Constance. 

"It was what she needed," they both 
said. "Always to bury herself and 
haunt that cemetery!" 

They noticed that her looks were 
coming back to her, the old ripeness 
and beauty that had won her so much 
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admiration. She shrank no longer froni 
their feUow-guests, but, dressed in a 
transparent white, moved easily. Grief 
liad bat lent her dignity, a new 
distinction. 

The weeks passed and young Derville 
was leaving. His train went in the late 
aitemoon, and he had packed in his 
room in an annex of the hotel, a long, 
low wing with numbered doors that lay 
in a garden full of violent flowers, 
colored bright scarlets and oranges and 
purples. Her room was here as well, 
and, after their luncheon and a last ride 
to Kamak in the morning, she had taken 
a siesta. 

**You will come and say good-bye to 
me ?" she had asked ; and he had 
promised. 

He knocked now at her door. She 
called and he entered. 

She was dressed, fresh from her 
toilet, ytt with the sleep still lingering. 
Her movements were languorous, as of 
a woman neither in this worid nor the 
worid of dream. 

He thanked her for her kindness. 

"You have made it a real holiday,'* 
he said; "these wedcs have given me 
courage. I will not be afndd to b^n 
with my new life." 

"You will succeed," she answered ; "I 
am sure of that. And me too, you have 
made happy — I, who had thought never 
to find happiness again?" 

She gave him a soft hand. 

"Write to me; I would love to hear 
from you," she said. "My name and 
the town I live in is enough." 

He held her hand, placed it to his 
lips, and then, "Good-bye." He was 
firm ; he was resolute. With just such 
ejres must he have gone out into battle. 
And next he limped away, stopping once 
to take a last look at her. She was 
brown, burnt and splendid; awakened, 
fully awakened, from the semi-trance 
wherein he had found her. 

She stood on the veranda and 
watched him go. She had a wild im- 
pulse to fly after him and to hold htm. 

"You are mad!** she said to herself ; 
but, m her heart, she knew that all her 
youth had returned to her. 



Two months later she was in her 
little drawing-room. She had written 
to Victor MoKneux, inviting him for 
tea. She had not met htm at the 
cemetery. So far she had not been oat 
there. 

He found her altered and strangely 
beautiful, the sun still upon her face; 
and she was no longer in black, nor 
with any sign of moumh^. It was one 
of those first radiant days of spring 
when one could wear soft colors. He 
looked round the room for his ever- 
watchful enemy ; but the portraits were 
gone. Only one remained, inconspic- 
uous on a side-tabk. He need not foofc 
at it. The man with the thin hair and 
eye-glasses could follow htm no longer. 

"Has she forgotten him?" he asked 
himsdf . Aloud, he said, ''You did not 
come directly home; you were in Italy? 
I was glad when you wrote that you 
would go there." 

"It was my proposal," she answered. 
"My sister and I were there; my 
brother-in-law had to leave us. I had 
never been in Italy before." 

The maid, more spoiled after so much 
freedom and more mqirisitive, came in 
with the tea-things. She had a certain 
contempt for Victor Molineux, in spite 
of his distinction. 

They drank their tea and spoke of 
other matters; of her travek, his in- 
terests. He discovered that she had 
been to a ball at one of the hotels, and, 
when he questioned her, she confessed 
to several, and, treating him like a 
friend, an intimate, she told him that 
she had received an offer of marriage. 
"An Italian doctor," she said; "he was 
very vain and very stupid." 

He pressed her for particulars; but 
it only made her smile. 

"You too ought to go away," she said, 
looking up at him. 

"And be unfaithful?" he asked. 

He glanced round the room now to 
the places where once had hung those 
missing portraits. 

She understood him. 

"It is not we who are unfaithful,'* 
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she answered; "it is the dead who be- 
tray the living." 

She spoke slowly; she seemed to like 
that phrase, just as she had liked its 
predecessor. 

"You have not been to the cemetery 
yet? It is spring there/' he said. 

"Not yet." And then. "I fear it," 
she added; "I, who have escaped!" 

•*You are sure?" he asked her. 

Foolishly, involuntarily, she told him 
now of the young Frenchman at Luxor 
and of the impiSse which had shaken 
her as she watched him leaving. 

"It was stronger than I. But, no ; it 
was life," she ended. "Life is too strong 
for us; when we refuse it, we are 
dead!" 

"You love this young man?" he 
asked ; and for the first time she caught 
in his voice a note of jealousy. 

"It is difficult to explain. Perhaps it 
was the sun, that 'African sim,' " she 



said, quoting him. "But, no; you re- 
member what both of us have written?" 

He looked at her, puzzled. 

"'Love is unending'," she quoted 
again. "Does it not mean that men and 
women may die, but Love goes on?" 

He had grasped her meaning. 

"No, you did not love that young 
man," he answered ; and drawing closer, 
alive and masterful, he seized her hand, 
held it ; and she did not resist. 

"I too have been unfaithful. I have 
longed for you, Constance; I have 
longed for you !" he whispered. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

"We will not live in your home," she 
said, a half -hour later; "there are al- 
ways those portraits. I could not live 
with them." 

"They are gone," said he ; and though 
he was lying, he knew that they would 
go, and perhaps but one or two remain, 
modestly, and in its proper place. 



I Can Bear So Many Things! 

By A. Newberry Choyce 

J CAN bear so many things . . 
* Cruelty, wrong; 
But not when another sings 
Your song. 

I can suffer so much pain . . . 
Cold words, whips; 
But never in my life again 
A woman's lips. 

I can stand any test . . . 

Death and the sod; 

But another^s child at your breast — 

Dear God! 
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The Sunshine of Gloom 

By T. F. Mitchell 

A MAN differs from the brutes not in the possession of reason but in the 
^^ possession of cheerfulness. A tiger looks sinister, a lion disdainful, a 
cat inscrutable, a horse patient. None of the beasts has a cheerful coua- 
tenance. Even in the loc^ of the laughing hyena there is more menace than 
cheer. Only man looks cheerful and idiotic. 



How Far Away Is April? 

By A. W. Cress on 



\/[y heart must swing to April 
^^'^ Though April's far away ; 
My heart must swing to April 
And run the fields with May ! 

What can you give me, Winter, 

To take the place of these, 
The rain upon the violets. 

Leaf shadows under trees? 

The naked branches of the elm. 

The chilly skirts of snow, 
A river with a silent mouth . . . 

I would not have it so. 

How far away is April? 

I think my heart must run 
Down at all the frozen, wind blown miles 

To meet the turning sun f 



102 



Digitized by 



Google 



Art for Art's Sake 

By Richmond Brooks Barrett 



ON Wednesday evenings, Mrs. Wil- 
liam Dent and Thomas Edge- 
worth dined with their mother. 
Old Mrs. Edgeworth always made a 
point, on these occasions, of wearing 
stiffly brocaded gowns and an extrava- 
gant array of jewels. Sargent had 
painted a merciless portrait of her in 
just such a costtmie; she had chuckled 
drily over it, christened herself a "Hol- 
bein hag'' and despatched the canvas to 
Mrs. Dent as a birthday gift. Grimly 
filial, Mrs. Dent had hung the thing in 
her drawing-room ; by way of eloquent 
comment, however, she had placed a 
sepia print of Whistler's mother nearby. 

Mrs. Edgeworth never failed to 
enjoy her <&ughter*s Wednesday eve- 
ning mood of suppressed irritability. 
Mrs. Dent was always dignified and 
polite in her treatment of the old 
woman. She was a stout maternal crea- 
ture who boasted of the fact that not 
once in her useful life had she con- 
sciously wounded another. If her eye- 
brows criticized, her words were con- 
sistent in their forbearing sweetness. 

"It's rather too bad, Charlotte, 
that you never had any children," 
Mrs. Edgeworth sometimes commented. 
"This being a mother to the whole 
world is a large order — even for your 
great nature." Her words would have 
a satiric bite. 

"There are certain tragedies one 
would prefer not to talk about." Char- 
lotte's patient gaze would be fixed on 
one of Mrs. Edgeworth's celebrated 
Madonnas as she spoke. She would be 
careful, at such times, to avoid her 



mother's sharp eyes. The old woman 
had her opinion as to the glowingly 
healthy Charlotte's childless state. Her 
obvious skepticism on the subject was a 
perpetual cross to the younger woman. 

"By the way, Mother," Mrs. Dent re- 
mariced gently one Wednesday evening, 
"I'm afraid you haven't noticed my new 
gown." 

"New gown?" Mrs. Edgeworth 
showed surprise. As a matter of fact, 
she had already taken in with amused 
thoroughness the aggressively simple 
severity of Charlotte's costtmie. **! 
thought you never had one." 

Chariotte smiled. 

"I don't wonder you thought so," she 
acknowledged, with ill-con<^ed pride. 
"But when one has to appear on the 
platform, one mustn't be out at the 
elbows." 

Charlotte's conversation was ever 
rich in "ones"; she avoided the vulgar 
"I" whenever possible. 

Mrs. Edgeworth busied herself with 
her lobster. She was aware that her 
daughter had thrown out two hints that 
required development. The new gown 
was to serve as a tactful point of depar- 
ture for a lesson in economy ; the mod- 
est mention of the "platform" would be 
enlarged to show forth Mrs. Dent's 
theory of one's duty to the public. Ever 
since her husband's death she had de- 
voted herself to the spiritual elevation 
of the masses. 

Charlotte, waiting to be pressed for 
particulars, cleared her throat. Mrs. 
Edgeworth was still occupied in picking 
at her lobster. 

"I have discovered a splendid little 
seamstress." It was characteristic of 
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Mrs. Dent to employ the epithet "little" 
in connection with any woman who 
worked for a living. "She is very rea- 
sonable and doesn't waste the cloth." 
She was addressing her brother 
Thomas, hoping to draw her mother's 
attention by thus pointedly turning 
away from her. 

Thomas showed intense interest in 
the communication. It was his way of 
conveying a rebuke to the frivolous old 
woman. 

**I see!" he exclaimed with knitted 
brows, as if he had seized upon the 
meaning of words that, in their subtlety, 
would have baffled a less dever man. 

Mrs. Edgeworth laqghed. 

"No, she doesn't waste the doth," she 
murmured. "The waist's indecently 
tight in front." 

It was Mrs. Dent's opportunity now 
to chai^ the subject and thus prevent 
her mother from indulging in further 
\Ti!gar remarks of a personal nature. 

She leaned forward, her cjres dwell- 
ing tenderly on Thomas. 

"Our drive starts tomorrow morn- 
ing," she said, enunciating with as great 
distinctness as if her brother were deaf. 

"Another drive!" Mrs. Edgewortfi, 
with her beady eyes on her plate, seemed 
to be confiding in her maimed lobster. 
"Good Lord, how can there be a soul 
still left to be saved after all these years 
of aggressive campaigning?" 

Thomas and his sister ignored thdr 
mother's mumbled comment. 

*'If there's anything I can do for you, 
don't hesitate to call on me, Charlotte," 
Thomas urged. 

Mrs. Dent laughed. 

*1l may have to take you tip on that, 
Thomas," she warned him archly. "I 
must give a little talk every evening for 
the next fortnight. My voice may de- 
sert me." She lowered it at once, as 
if to safeguard it for her public. "These 
lecture-halls! The dust seems to sift 
into one's lungs. But you know how 
it is." That last statement, soldering 
brother and sister in a bond of martyr- 
dom, delicately excluded their ribald 
mother. 

"I have prepared careful notes for 



each lecture," Mrs. Dent pursued. "If 
I do fall by the way, you and I could 
go over the outlines together and you 
could take my place. My understudy, 
so to speak." She acknowledged her 
irrepressible sense of humor by shaking 
her head in apology for the quaint 
witticism. 

"I must send you a check in the 
momk^," Ttomas murmured. "To 
whom shall I make it payable?" He 
had taken out a little note-book and had 
the pencil poised. 

"To me — as President." Charlotte 
lowered her eyes in elaborate humility. 

Then Thomas spoke to his mother in 
a tone that was full of staunch cham- 
pionship of his sister's cause. "And 
youTl of course send your check also, 
Mather?" 

**And who's to be given a 1^ up oat 
of the mire this time?" the old woman 
wanted to know. 

Her children exchanged pained 
glances. 

'*Evidently you don't read the 
papers." Thomas was stem. 

"Only the murders on the front 
page," Mrs. Edgeworth confessed. 

Charlotte at that took up the cudgels 
for herself. 'Tomorrow morning the 
drive for the Girl Scouts of America 
win be launched," she announced dra- 
matically. "I bdieve — ^indeed I hope — 
that you are the only mother in the 
United States who has known notliing 
of it till this late hour." 

"I daresay." Mrs. Edgeworth didn't 
sound contrite, however. "As to send- 
ing a check in the morning — 111 do 
nothing of the kind, Thomas. I don't 
approve of your Girl Scouts ; I have no 
desire to see a seetliing mass of Gene 
Stratton Porters taking twittering pos- 
session of our land." 

"Ah!" Charlotte's monosyllable had 
the quality of a distressed sigh. She 
closed her lips tight, and, sending a 
glance of mute appeal in her brorfier's 
direction, bowed her head. 

"Besides, I can't afford to give a cent 
to anything just now," the old woman 
pursued. 

"Sometimes I don't wonder there are 



Digitized by 



Google 



JRT FOR ARTS SAKE 



lOS 



socialists in this world," Thomas in- 
formed her sharply. "When a wealthy 
woman like you refuses to acknowlec^fe 
any duty in the disposal of that 
wealth—" 

"But think of all I've done for peo- 
pfc/' Mrs, Edgeworth protested. "Ber- 
nard Berenson and the Duveens, for 
example 1" 

She wagged her head maliciously at 
her son and in her twinkling eyes there 
was a gleam of derisive scorn. 

"Why did God give tne such chil- 
dren, I wonder?" she cried. 

"You say you can't afford to give 
anything." Thomas's air now resembled 
that of a criminal lawjrer intent on 
wresting the truth from his victim. 
"May I ask why that is, Mother?" 

Mrs. Edgeworth, however, was quite 
witling to admit the facts at once; she 
had no intention of humoring her son in 
bis third-degree tactics. "I purchased 
a Botticelli Madonna this morning — 
that's why, Thomas." 

Charlotte indulged in a sKght shudder 
and pushed her plate from her. Her 
mother's statement had evidently had 
the effect of taking away her appetite. 

**One does feel the sinfulness of ex- 
travagance at a time like this," she mur- 
mured. "The money paid for a small 
piece of canvas would have given hun- 
dreds of delicate young girls, with weak 
lungs, a fortnight in some mountain 
camp. But one doesn't think of that till 
it's too late." With great generosity, 
she was implying that her mother had 
been just rash and thoughtless, not con- 
sdousiy stony-hearted. 

"How touching. Charlotte!" Mrs. 
Edgeworth cried. "But I may as well 
confess that I've been deliberating all 
day about another picture — an *Epiph- 
an/ of Gentile da Fabriano's." This 
news was received in grim silence by 
Mrs. Etent and her brother. "Yes — 
f<mcv it! Did you ever hear of sudi 
luck?" 

The old woman seemed to be taking 
for granted her children's boisterous 
enthusiasm on the subject. 

"I don't wonder you're amazed," she 
went on slyly. "I really can't afford it 



at present; but I've decided to snatch 
it up anyhow. You know how it is; 
there arc certain chances one can't let 
go by-" 

Thomas interrupted his mother's 
ecstasy, 

"I think," he remarked to Chariotte, 
"that, provided I steel myself to some 
drastic skimping in the next few 
months, I shall be aWe to send you a 
check for five thousand dollars." 

*'One Hkes best the donations that en- 
tail sacrifice," his sister returned with 
dignity. 



II 



"Of course, in a way I'm as much 
of a fanatic as my son and daughter. 
But then, I'm eighty years old and an 
octc^narian is always a bit insane about 
one thii^ or another." Mrs. Edge- 
worth, leanii^ heavily on the arm of 
Dennis, her sUdwart English maid, was 
going the daily rounds of her mag- 
nificent house with young Gregory 
Sanborn. 

Though the man was thirty-five, he 
was always called "jroung Sanborn." or 
"the boy that trails around after Mrs. 
Tom Edgeworth." He was slim and 
blond and rather bashful; certainly he 
didn't look his age. Besides, he had 
never learned to contixJ his enthusiasms. 
Art and Mrs. Edgeworth — these were 
his altars of adoration. 

His worship of the old woman and 
her treasures combined jo3rful exulta- 
tion and downright awe. He kndt 
with reverence at his shrines, but his 
eyes had at the same time an irrepres- 
siWe beam of romantic ardor. Wor- 
shipper and knightly champion u^as 
Sanborn. He thought the sardonic be- 
dizened old woman the most wonderful 
creature that had ever been bom; he 
would have obeyed any outlandish com- 
mand from her. The two had been 
statmch friends for five years. 

Mrs. Edgeworth had a complete 
knowledge of the ridicule that was deah 
out to them in their queer intimacy. It 
didn't bother her in the least. She en- 
joyed the company of her "Sancho 
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Panza," as she called Sanborn. With 
him she had a stimulatii^^ time ; he was 
the only person who relished her every 
shaft of satire and therefore she found 
to her own satisfaction that her wit 
was at its sharpest when directed into 
his ears. He was a dear boy and the 
fact that he let himself be overshadowed 
by her didn't harm him. Though he 
tried to be a painter, his success could 
never be more than a mediocre one. 
Hero worship was his true vocation. 
Mrs. Edgeworth had soon decided she 
had as substantial a claim to his devo- 
tion as anybody else. So she had al- 
lowed him to tag about after her when- 
ever he liked. 

They had paused today, as usual, 
beneath Titian's superb portrait of a 
Venetian nobleman. 

"I hate to think, Gr^ory, that after 
I'm dead this fine old roue will be sold 
and that the proceeds will take a gig- 
gling crowd of Girl Scouts — ^members 
of the Easter-Lily or Tube-Rose troop 
—out into God's pure air. It isn't right, 
now IS it?" she put it up to him. 

Sanborn laughed heartily. 

"No, he wasn't cut out to help poor 
girls," he admitted. 

"But, you see, that will be his fate," 
she pressed. "All my wicked posses- 
sions will be put to some charitable end. 
Even my disreputable Leda over there 
will go at auction and the price she 
fetches will buy gymnasium fixtures- 
dumb-bells and Indian clubs — for the 
Young Men's Christian Association. 
And this house, Gregory! What's to 
become of this house? Will it be util- 
ized as the Supreme Temple for the 
thirty-second degree members of the 
Girl Scouts?" 

"Dear Mrs. Edgeworth," he returned 
with gravity, "rather than permit that 
sort of thing, you'd really better leave 
it to the City of New York." 

"A public museum !" She shuddered. 
"That would be desecration, too. The 
solemn tramp of schoolmarms through 
my rooms would reach me in the tomb, - 
Gregory. If the place weren't fire- 
proof, I'd bum it down, make a funeral- 
pyre of it!" 



She was silent for a moment 

Then, "Ah, well!" she si^ied at 
length, "I'm abominably tired. When 
my l^s shake under me at a time like 
this, it shows I'm going downhill at 
breakneck speed. Six months ago I 
could stand in front of that splendid 
fellow" — she waved her hand at Ti- 
tian's grandee — "and not be aware that 
I had Xegs. Come along I" She poked 
her stolid maid into motion. "We'll 
have some tea, Gr^ory. Ill try to be 
less lugubrious." 

By the time they reached the 
drawing-room the old woman was gasp- 
ing. She threw herself into her chair. 

"Ill have to come to a decision soon, 
my dear fellow," she panted. "Every 
campaign my children go in for drives 
a bright new nail into my coffin. Rs^ 
is bad for octc^narians. I think, when 
I die, I'll have myself mummified and 
wrapped in gaudy cerements and sent 
around to my son's house for a 
souvenir." 

She wagged her head in grim amuse- 
ment. 

Sanborn, with commendable tact, 
gave the conversation a veer. 

"I lunched with some of the Metro- 
politan Museum crowd yesterday," he 
announced. "We agreed that tfie new 
Botticelli was the finest in the country. 
He never did a thing of more exquisite 
distinction. It has all the mastery of 
line, all the strange chilliness of the 
Uflizi Venus. And those few marvel- 
ous frost-bitten roses in the Virgin's 
hand!" 

His eyes glowed with enthusiasm. 
The man's true character came out only 
when he was discussing some work of 
art that he loved. 

"I can't explain the effect it has on 
me, you know. It — well," he gave a 
rather apologetic laugh at his clumsy at- 
tempt to put his state of mind into figu- 
rative speech, "it almost makes my 
lungs sting, the way an awfully cold 
winter day does. It rarefies the air, if 
you know what I'm trying to get at — " 

"That's exactly it." The old woman 
nodded with decision and her haggard 
face took on a new animation. "It's 
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like a wind that's come over miles of 
dazzling snow. You've got just the 
quality of that picture, Gregory. Now 
the Gentile— that's so different. That's 
all joy and melting softness — a real 
Italian spring's in the air there — " 

So th^ talced, eager, incoherent, fas- 
cinated. They groped with an intense 
earnestness for the proper words to ex- 
press the elusive charm of this or that 
picture, and, at last tracking down the 
right phrase, pounced on it gleefully. 
In their intense excitement, they drew 
doser tc^fether until in the end Mrs. 
Edgeworth was accompanying her state- 
ments with quick taps on the man's 
knee. 

TTien Mrs. Dent was announced. 

Mrs. Edgeworth shrugged her shoul- 
ders impatiently and settled back in her 
great chair. 

"Upon my word, Gregory," she ex- 
claimed, "I don't know what I should 
do without you! I should have been 
dead five jrears ago if you hadn't ap- 
peared on the scene." 

Charlotte, on the threshold, inclined 
her head in Sanborn's direction with 
sweet crvility; she made it apparent, 
however, that her cordiality had been 
achieved only after a supreme effort. 
In tfie presence of an artist, Mrs. Dent 
alwavs appeared a bit distrustful ; it was 
as if she feared that men with such 
queer natures might at any moment 
take It into their heads to visit a lewd, 
Sat)rr-Hke embrace upon her. Holding 
herself very erect, she glided across the 
room to her mother and placed a tender 
kiss on her wrinkled and rouged left 
chedc. 

"How do you do, Dennis?" Mrs. 
Dent believed that all menials adored 
her; she therefore made her greetings 
to them in a tone of humility — just to 
show them that she felt herself im- 
worthy of being worshipped. 

*^ay I have some tea?" she asked. 
"I am excessively tired. One deter- 
mines to hoard one's strength at a time 
like this," she remarked to her mother, 
**and then suddenly it's gone — one's for- 
gotten one's staunch resolution." 

Polite as ever, she smiled at Sanborn. 



**Don't train your batteries on Greg- 
ory," Mrs. Edgeworth warned her. 
**He's got no money to give to your 
drive, Chariotte." 

Mrs. Dent brought her thin Kps to- 
gether disapprovingly and said nothing. 

**What have you come for? It's not 
Wednesday, my child." The old woman 
was rude. 

"I had something of importance to 
tell you." Mrs. I>ent opened her lips 
for this statement, then closed them 
again with an air of finality. 

"Indeed!" Mrs. Edgeworth showed 
intense interest. "Tell me at once, 
Chariotte. Don't keep me in this nerve- 
racking suspense. Poor Gr^ory is on 
tenter-hooks, too. So speak right up. 
Don't be shy." 

Mrs. Dent's Kfted eyebrows wit- 
nessed her disKke of sharing confi- 
dences with servants and artists. 
Sanborn got to his feet. 

"Sit down, Gr^ory," Mrs. Edge- 
worth commanded peremptorily. "If 
my daughter's news isn*t fit for your 
ears, it's not fit for mine." 

Charlotte coloured at this vulgar in- 
nuendo. She retained her matronly dig- 
nity, however, despite the old woman's 
malicious chuckle. 

"Very well. Mother," she murmured. 
"It was my thought to spare you — 
that was all." 

"Dear me!" Mrs. Edgeworth mused 
for a moment. Then, ''Don't tell me, 
Chariotte, that )rou and the other Scout 
Mothers are planning to wear khaki 
breeches in future!" she cried. 

Sanborn and Dennis exchanged sur- 
reptitious grins at this bit of shameless 
buffoonery. 

Mrs. Dent drew herself up majesti- 
cally. 

"I didn't come here to Ksten to jokes. 
Mother," she murmured. "I haven't 
time for that sort of — cr — rdaxation." 

**Forgnre me 1" tfie oM woman b^ged. 
"We ancients do run on so. Even yon 
win lose your deadly conciseness when 
you're eighty, my darKng." 

Charlotte cleared her throat in true 
public-platform style and her gaze, 
shifting from one to another of her 
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audience, drew them to attention as 
deftly as the rap of a chairman's 
hammer. 

"I ran in this afternoon," she eluci- 
dated, her eyes focussed now on her 
mother, "to tell you of a little scheme 
that I worked out in my own head — a 
plot, I suppose, it might be called, to 
raise money for our drive/' 

Mrs. Edgeworth took advantage of 
her daughter's impressive pause to ex- 
claim *'Hearf Hear!" in a high treble. 

Charlotte saw fit to ignore the deri- 
sive applause. She turned her atten- 
tion squarely on Gregory Sanborn. 

"The point is, Mr. Sanborn," she an- 
nounced, "my mother was unable to 
contribute to the cause. She was rather 
strapped, to put it baldly. When one 
buys art treasures one is apt to find it 
difficult to aid charitable oi^niza- 
tions— " 

"How true that isl" was the old 
woman's sly comment. 

"Of course," Mrs. Dent forged 
ahead doggedly, "one realized that 
mother would have liked to help. It 
was just an unfortunate mischance — • 
her having purchased certain canvases 
at a certain time." Her tone was one 
of sorrowful indulgence for the aged 
culprit. "So I've sprung a little sur- 
prise !" This rather arcmy. "At three 
this afternoon, a few of my friends 
gathered in my drawing-room. Mr. 
Tomlinson Jones — ^a very fine man 
whose heart is in the Giri Scout move- 
ment — acted as .master of ceremonies." 

"And what has Mr. Tomlinson Jones 
got to do with me, pray?" Mrs. Edge- 
worth wanted to know. 

"Ah, you'd never guess!" Charlotte 
was playfully mysterious. 

"I don't care to guess," the old 
woman snapped. "Do get on with your 
story, Charlotte." 

Mrs. Dent looked hurt. 

"Thanks to Mr. Jones, Mother," she 
said with a touch of asperity, "we 
have put you on our list as donating five 
thousand dollars to the Girl Scouts of 
America." 

Mrs. Edgeworth threw up her hands 
in mock horror. 



"Perfidy!" she cried. "Sheer per- 
fidy!" 

"In my drawing-room there hung a 
certain canvas." Charlotte intoned the 
words, as if they composed the first 
line of a poem. 

''HungT her mother interrupted. **I 
begin to see light." 

"It was a canvas" — Mrs. Dent always 
called a painting a "canvas" — ^"that I 
never liked. From the start, I have 
considered it a most cruel caricature. 
To me, old age is a very beauti- 
ful thing." This last confession 
was directed at the bewildered 
Sanborn. 

"To me, old age is a hideous joke!" 
Mrs. Edgeworth protested venomously. 
"Don't look so thunderstruck, Gr^ory. 
My daughter is speaking of John Sar- 
gent's portrait of me, that masterpiece 
of unblushing realism." 

"As you wish!" Mrs. Dent was po- 
lite. "Our opinions diflFer. I consider 
it an insult. Every time I have looked 
at it it has made me unhappy. I could 
stand it no longer, Mr. Jones auc- 
tioned it off for me today. It was 
bought by Mrs. Petherby ; I believe she 
plans to place it in the Boston Museum 
of Fine Arts. But the main point is 
that the five thousand dollars has been 
entered as your very generous donation. 
Mother." 

"Upon my word, Charlotte, I con- 
gratulate you!" Mrs. Edgeworth flung 
herself back in her chair and burst into 
uncontrollable merriment. "It's the first 
time in your life you've ever done any- 
thing I could genuinely admire you for. 
But this was bold, this was admirable, 
this was heroic! You've played a mag- 
nificent joke on me, my child. It was 
worthy of me at my most diabolical, I 
swear !" 

Charlotte, during this outburst, had 
risen with dignity to her feet. 

"Please, Mother!" she protested with 
great distinctness; apparently she fdt 
that she was dealing with a fit of 
hysteria. 

Bending over, she stn^ed one of the 
old woman's hands. "It was not my 
idea to play a joke on yoa^ beKeve me. 
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I tbouglit my little stirprise would de- 
li^xt jovL If I have hurt you — ah, I 
am sorry." 

"But you haven't hurt me; you've 
tickled me to death," the old woman 
biith^ assured her, "Here am I, 
hoist with my own petard into the front 
ranks of the Scout contributors. John 
Saigent and. I ! Good Lord, I take off 
my hat to you, my child !" 

"You're quite all right ? You're sure 
you're quite all right?"* Mrs. Dent's 
voice was vibrant with emotion. 

"Of course — don't be a goose and 
spoil yowr pretty trick." Her mother 
was sharp. "Now do run off to your 
next lectins, Chariotte. I've sometWng 
I want to say to Gr^^ry." 

After Mrs. Dent ted glided from the 
rocHn, Mrs. Edgeworth fixed Sanborn 
¥rith a bright, pierdng gknce. She 
nodded her head at him wisely three 
or fom* times. 

Then she announced: 

**You see, Gr^oryl Didn't I tell you 
how it would be? The battle has be- 
gun — righteousness against beauty. 
Draw up your chair, my dear feOow, 
wtttle I tell you my nefarious scheme. 
Leave die room, Domis ! You seem an 
honorable old thing, but 3rou're human, 
after all, and ttese Scout Mothers 
woaldn't be above bribing you — " 

III 

The following Wednesday, Mrs. 
Edgeworth, supported on one side by 
the datmdess Dennis and on the other 
by an oM and trusted manservant, 
emerged from the train at the Williams- 
town railroad-station. She was tremu- 
lous and gaspingly out of breath, but 
her black eyes twinkled with amtxsement. 

"Ah, there you are, my dear fellow !" 
She poshed her attendants away with 
her ^bows and held out both tends to 
Gr^ory Sanborn, who ted just hurried 
akng the platform to her side. "You're 
proving yourself the great martyr for 
the cause of beauty." She examined 
him shrewdly. "But you do show the 
strsDn; you look absurdly woebegone." 
She gave a dry chuckle of satisfaction. 



"Wtet a sell on us it would have been 
if I'd drc^)ped dead in the train !" 

Sanborn's polite smile was a triHe 
strained. "I teve the motor here," he 
murmured. 

"You teven't neglected a single nec- 
essary vulgarity?" she asked. "You've 
done everything in the proper style?" 

He nodded. 

^'Everything is according to the story- 
books," he told her. 

Mrs. Edgeworth patted his sleeve in 
offhand friendliness. 

"Pbor boy!" she exclaimed. "It's a 
tragic moment for you — I know that. 
Thank God, I'm old enough and coarse 
enough to take it as a laric. But you 
won't be under a cloud for long, Greg- 
ory. Why, two years from now people 
will teve forgotten ttet I ever existed.'* 

"You*re tired, Mrs. Edgeworth — and 
there's a damnable chill in the air here !" 
Sanborn's voice had lost its furtive, 
guilty note and his face had brightened. 
There was no question about it — ^the old 
woman had a tonic quality. "Let's get 
into the motor." j 

"Lefs get the whole dreadful busi- 
ness over with, you mean !" she contra- 
dicted him. "I must be in bed by seven, 
Dennis tells me, with piles of hot-water 
bottles dotted about my person. Does 
ttet strike you as in accordance with 
the story-books, Gregory?" 

She shrugged. 

"Well, it's a grim little adventure, no 
one can deny that," she commented. "A 
funeral couldn't have less rosy tints." 

She grasped his arn> and beckoned 
Dennis to her. 

"But there's no point in testening my 
end by catching cold in this miserable 
station," she exclaimed, "Come ahead !" 

In the motor, Mrs. Edgeworth put 
her head on her maid's shoulder. 

"How teng a drive is it?" she asked 
Sanborn. 

"Two hours," he returned. 

"Very well, I shall nap a while/' she 

mumbled and in a few moments was 

asleep. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

"The sheer terbarity of it! What 
one's children will drive one to!" Mrs. 
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Edgeworth was dragging her stiff old 
l^s up the porch steps of a dingy little 
cottage in a Vermont town. Sanborn 
had a firm grip of her arm. Behind 
them walked in gloomy silence Dennis 
and the manservant. 

**YouVe warned this long-suffering 
divine what to expect, Gr^ory?" the 
old woman asked. "If not, we'd better 
have restoratives ready." 

Sanborn achieved a rueful smile. 

"I've told him the truth, Mrs. Edge- 
worth," he returned. 

"That's — fortunate," she panted. 

Suddenly she burst out laughing and 
nodded in the direction of the servants. 

"Dennis and Parker are about to 
break into three rousing cheers, I be- 
lieve!" she cried. "Ah — ^the door is 
opening. The heroine entered the par- 
sonage on the arm of her great- 
l^ndson. Upon my word, the vulgar- 
ity of this business is almost too much 
for me! As for you, poor boy — " 

IV 

They were sitting, the newly mar- 
ried pair, in front of the open fire in 
their drawing-room at the Vermont Inn. 
Dennis and Parker had been sent off to 
celebrate "the nuptial wake," as their 
mistress humorously dubbed it. The 
old woman was leaning back in her 
chair. She was very weary, now the 
business was settled, and made no effort 
to combat the fit of yawning that had 
her in its grip; but she still could 
chuckle sardonically at the grim farce 
they had enacted and her eyes had a 
merry snap. 

"Now, then, Gr^ory!" she told the 
man. "It was very sweet of you to 
leave all the actual sordid financial de- 
tails to me. I brought a copy of the 
new will along with me — ^just to prove 
I didn't betray the trust." 

She fumbled about in the bag she al- 
ways carried and located the document. 

"There, my dear fellow." She 
pointed out a dause with a gnarled fore- 
finger. "You see, my New York house 
and all it contains go to you, with suffi- 
cient income to keep the place going. 



Everything else will be my children's. 
They've no cause for complaint. I have 
a disgracefgul lot of money, you know. 
Thomas and Charlotte can contribute in 
most orgiastic fashion to their drives 
and things. But my treasure — ^my real 
children — ^are yours by right of your 
exquisite martyrdom." 

"But, my dear Mrs. Edgeworth I" the 
man burst out. 

"Mrs. Sanborn, if you please," she 
contradicted him with a wag of her 
head. 

He laughed, but made no attempt to 
incorporate the correction into his dis- 
course. "I — I honestly wish you 
wouldn't call this business my 'mart3rr- 
dom.' As a matter of fact, you are the 
best friend I've ever had. I'm glad to 
have done this for you. I haven't a 
single r^^ret as to the actual— er — ar- 
rangement ; it was only the method that 
rather — well, hurt, if you know what I 
mean." 

"Ah — I understand perfectly, per- 
fectly" she assured him. "But we 
couldn't go at it in decent fashion. My 
children wouldn't have been properly 
stumped unless we'd made romantic 
fools of ourselves. But it will all blow 
over soon enough — and there you'll be, 
with Titians and Giorgiones and Botti- 
cdlis to soothe your poor wounded sen- 
sibilities. The method was unavoidable, 
granted my dreadful offspring — ** 

She was silent for a moment. 

Then, sitting up quite straight of a 
sudden, she announced: 

''Mind, Gr^ory, your responsibility 
isn't over at my death. You've got to 
marry again with all speed and have 
children of your own. We've done this 
abominable deed in order to saf^^uard 
my collection — ^and not for one paltry 
generation, either. You must promise 
me to fall in love with some kindred 
spirit and do your duty by posterity. 
And before I die I'll coach you how not 
to bring up children ; 111 set my Char- 
lotte and Thomas up before you as de- 
plorable warnings. But good Lord!" 
she sighed. "I have an idea that, when 
I get to Heaven, I shall have to b^in 
at once fighting celestial Giri Scoot 
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movements and empyrean Y. M. C. A. 
drives. God will never let me have 
peace after this blasphemous marriage. 
So, when I look down over my gold 
bar, at least let me hear your infants 
lisping of the glories of the Quatro- 
cento in Sienna and such-like academic 
matters." 

"To tell the truth, dear Mrs. Edge- 
worth," Sanborn murmured with a 
timid laugh, **the — the woman's already 
picked. She's with us in our plot. Shell 
wait for me, though I can't understand 
what she sees in me, if you get what I 
mean — " 

"Ah — I'm overjoyed!" The old 
woman leaned forward and patted him 
on the arm. "That simplifies things at 
once. Now I can die in peace." 

After a moment she remarked: 

"My old bones tell me it's nearly 
seven, Gregory. Dennis will be here 
soon. I want you to send oflf a wire to 
Charlotte. It's Wednesday, so address 
it to my house. She and Thomas will 



be reporting there for dinner. And lay 
it on thidc, poor boy! Elopement, 
drive in dusk to quaint old parsonage, 
ecstatic happiness in the dear little inn, 
etc., etc. They've got to be fed a bitter 
dose. They mustn't think our motives 
are anything but disgracefully amatory. 
We're not to give them a loophole for 
pity. And you'll despatch the senti- 
mental tidings to the New York papers 
also — ^and be sure you do make the mes- 
sages sentimental. Our noble purpose 
we shall keep to ourselves. If Char- 
lotte guessed the truth, she might weep 
over us in our pitiful damnation. Heav- 
ens, should she scent out a 'cause' she'd 
be unbearable. In that case, we might 
just as well have spared ourselves this 
jaunt and got the matter off our minds 
in New York." 

There came a knock at the door. 

"Dennis and the hot-water bottles!" 
the old woman announced. "The story- 
book details are finished. Good night, 
Gregor>\ You are a dear boy — " 



l^ARRIAGES are divided into happy ones and those in which the man is 
*^* not making as much money as the wife thought he was. 



J\ MAN'S gentility is determined by whether he wipes his mouth or his 
'*^ lips with the napkin. 



MAN loses his sense of direction after the fourth drink. A woman, after 
the fourth kiss. 



I OVE should be like good matches. No after-glow. 
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The Difference 

By Charles G. Shaw 

IT was the best show he had ever seen. 

* The music was enchanting, the scenery effective, the humor sparkling, 
the girls ravishing. And it was to be all arranged with the little blonde, 
second from the left. He had written her a note to join him for supper. 

During the entr'acte he wended his way to the stage door for an answer. 
Her reply was that she would be unable to meet him. 
It was the rottenest show he had ever seen. 
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Cherry-Bloom 

By Edna Valentine Trapnell 

Q\ H, one remembers little things and lets the big things go, 

^^ And I have thought of cherry-bloom that fell like summer snow, 

I have thought of petals falling on a lad's dark hair, 

Of laughing eyes and nearing lips and a ring he bade me wear. 

Seven sons I bore my lord — golden-haired and bold — 
The oldest's name I have forgot — I am grown so old, 
But in the night I wake and weep ; before my eyes I see 
The baby girl they laid to sleep beneath the cherry tree. 

My sons come in and chat with me of lambs and colts and com— 
I mind a little lamb I had or ever they were bom ; 
I sit and knit beside the fire, alone" and old and blind — 
The days drift by like cherry petals falling in the wind. 
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Eva Bianca's Faithful Lover 



By L. M. Hussey 



NOW that we saw him again, happy 
at last, and contented, and living 
within limits of his natural emo- 
tions, we reviewed together the term 
of his long dementia. 

It seized him, like a true neurosis, 
when he was a boy and Eva, whom 
you all know, was still a little girl. 
She was a lovely little thing, lovely 
with jet curls and jetty eyes and a way 
of assurance that was older than her 
years. He aspired to her, yet even then 
he sensed the disproportion between his 
timid soul and his aspiration. As a 
boy, he was afraid of her. The other 
boys, under no precocious spell of love, 
were familiar with her, teased her as 
they would any girl, pulled her black 
curls and laughed with crude shouts 
when she scolded them. But Wilson 
was never familiar. 

At school he used to wait on the 
comer to watch her pass; he would 
follow behind her like an odoring dog, 
but he seldom had the courage to talk 
with her, "Moggs," a tomboy girl, 
to whom he confided his miseries, used 
to carry little gifts to Eva that he was 
afraid to give with his own hand. He 
often sent her a rose or two; he used 
to buy these flowers at a florist's, pay- 
ii^ for them from the money he earned, 
in the grafting way boys earn money 
at home. 

Of course, Eva despised him. She 
despised him because he was different 
from the other boys, because he was 
plainly afraid of her and because he 
was in love with her. He did not under- 
stand the reasons for her contempt and 
80 he searched for his own defects in 

S.Sc»— ApTd— 8 



order to explain the enig^ma. He 
used to stand in front of the mir- 
ror and gaze at his face, examining 
it minutely, like a naturalist looking 
at a bug. Was he an ugly boy, a boy 
no girl could like? He idmost believed 
he was. 

But Wilson was not, in fact, a bad- 
lodcing boy, although you would not 
call him handsome. There were both 
timidity and placidity blended in his 
face; it lacked energy of expression. 
His eyes were blue, mild eyes, some- 
what round and pathetic. He had 
straw-colored hair with an intractable 
cowlick, so that his hair was always 
mussed, no matter how much he 
brushed it. It used to stick up par- 
ticularly in the back, like a little bundle 
of wires. Of this defect Wilson was 
ashamed. 

Of course in the early days of his 
adoration the other boys used to deride 
him. This made him suffer, and it may 
have confirmed him, to a degree, in his 
adoring. I think he had, fundamental 
to his character, a sort of martyr's dis- 
position ; I think he was one of the sort 
that enjoys pain like a masochist, that 
finds a secret, perverted pleasure in en- 
during ridicule and abuse. 

After a time the boys ceased to in- 
convenience him, they did not yell after 
him on the street and shout shrill deri- 
sions for all the world to hear. For 
one thing, the joke grew old and lost 
its savor; for another we ourselves were 
growing older, 

Wilson was wearing long trousers 
now and attending the high school. 
There was a snobbish kind of social life 
in the high school; if you were a 
"regular" fellow you belonged to one of 
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the high school fraternities, you knew 
something about women, and you were 
beginning to drink. In these activities 
Wilson had no part. He was not what 
we called a regular fellow ; he thought 
it was wrong to drink and even learned 
some curiotss, physidogical data con- 
cerning alcohol, things from the men- 
dacities of the school physiology books 
about the liver and the arteries and 
the kidneys — and as for women, he 
was hopelessly in love with Eva, 
chaste et pure. 

Eva, then, was awakening to sex, and 
she was immensely popriar with the 
boys. She was easily more vivacious 
than any other girl we knew; she 
seemed older, and wore a luring there- 
by; she danced better, she ha!d more 
cooliding ways. Her curls were coiled 
up on her head now, her ey«s 
had acquired langucM'ous moments 
and her ambitions stirred our imagina- 
tionsu 

She said she intended to be au actress. 
She said she would be a prima donna 
of mtssical comedy. She used to sing 
every current popular son^; with a great 
exaggeration of expression, but her 
singing had warmth, it was alive, it 
was not in the common way. She was 
the star in all our school theatricals. 
Young Randolph, who afterward be- 
came a bad novelist and who has made 
a great deal of money from his book^ 
and photoplay scenarios, wrote our 
plays, heroic, sentimental plays; they 
had long, romantic speeches, and great 
trittmpte and reunions of the lovers. 
Eva, rouged, mysterious, and elated, 
played the heroine roles with a gen- 
uine passion; her voice could throb; 
she could muster real tears in her 
^res. 

I remember Wilson as one of the 
aocfience at these pieces. He watched 
Era on the stage like a famished man 
looking throttgh a window at a com- 
pany long at dinner, and a tortured 
distress came into his bhie eyes when 
he saw her lingering in the arms of her 
stage lover. Elntirdy outside of her 
thoughts, and having no part in her 
social life, one might imagine him, in 



those days, wholly out of touch with 
her. But he had devised a means of 
meeting her, if not with any intimacy, 
at least with more intimacy than a 
passing look on the street, a chance 
passing by. 

He had formed a kind of friendship 
with her brother. It was not a friend- 
ship of any mutual sympathy, but one 
Imsed upon mutual advantage. Roy 
White was a boy who gave very little 
time to his studies, whereas Wilson 
followed his faithfully. He used to 
help Roy with his school problems, 
make his translations, write up the book 
reports of the literature class. Wilson 
hiul bonus bona bouum on the tip of his 
tongue; he could read straight throi^ 
"Cranford" or "Sense and Sensibility'* 
and make a r^ort acceptable to the 
professor of dead letters. He was use- 
ful to Roy. 

Through this relationship he saw Eva 
in her own home. She could not en- 
tirely ignore him. Furthermore, he 
must hav^ interested her a little, for his 
romantic adoration was still an a£Eair 
of comnron knowledge, and when he 
looked at her it looked out of his eyes. 
She was too absorbed in life to pause 
with many thoughts about him, yet, 
nevertheless, he stirred her curiosity. 
Sometimes, meeting him in the house, 
she would stc^ a moment and speak 
to him. He was always shy, his ex- 
pressions were always stammering. 
She thought him silly and stupid. Still, 
there was the look in his eyes, there 
was the mystery of him. 

I think his thoughts of Eva tormented 
him greatly in those days. Surely, be 
saw t^r passing farther and farther 
away from him, as if he stood fixed 
upon a shore and she sailed out and out 
upon a sea toward an indistinguishable 
horizon. Even the few meetings with 
her were approaching their end. It was 
the last hi^ school ycir for us and 
from her brother Wilson knew that Eva 
was leaving our town after graduation. 
She was going to New York to live vrith 
her aunt; she was going to study the 
voice; her amlHtlons were being 
realized ! 
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During those days, in the lively stir 
of her anticipations, Eva probably 
thought less upon Wilson than at any 
other time in her life, before or after. 
She was dectrified with enthusiasm, 
with gaiety, with vivid dreams. The 
boy, with his blue, vague eyes, his as- 
tonishing, pathetic looks, was surely no 
more than an immaterial shadow across 
her path. She was busied with a thou- 
sand plans, a hundred preparations. 
She no longer troubled to speak with 
him. When she discovered him with 
Roy she nodded and passed through the 
room with the detachment of a queen. 

His avowal then, considering him so 
slightly, must have astonished her. He 
came to her one evening, when she was 
alone in the house, and he came par- 
ticularly to see her. 

It was the first time he had ven- 
tured so far. He did not grow bold; 
he grew only desperate. It was, you 
might say, a gesture of self-preserva- 
tion ; he saw her going ; he had to speak. 

She met him at the door. He stood 
in the shadow of the porch, holding his 
hat in his hands. 

"Roy is not at home this evening," 
she told him. 

He hesitated, and then he said, in a 
very low voice: 

"I didn't come to see Roy. I want to 
see you." 

"What do you want?" she asked. 

"Let me come in," he said. 

She stood aside, curious, even a little 
afraid; his manner was so strange. 

Then he followed behind her into the 
little parlor, where she had been sitting 
alone, at work upon the embroideries 
of a dress. 

She sat down and he sat near her, 
without speaking. She looked at him, 
his eyes were cast down, he fumbled 
at the edges of his coat with nervous 
fingers, and as he said nothing a flush 
of irritation warmed her and she spoke 
harshly. 

"Tell me," she said, "what is it you 
vrant? I'm busy this evening. I have 
lots of things to do I" 



Then he sprang up from his chair 
and fell on his knees at her side. Be- 
fore she could escape him, he seized her 
hand and pressed it tightly against his 
lips. He htgdXi to sob ; he still held her 
hand tightly, and she felt a tear drop 
down and trickle away between her 
fingers. 

"You're going away from me," he 
said. "And I'm in love with you. 
Doesn't that mean anything to you? 
Doesn't every girl want to be loved? 
No one is ever going to love you more 
than I do I" 

An immoderately romantic girl, Eva 
must have been stirred by the boy's 
confession. She must have felt a start 
of emotion, like a sudden beat of the 
heart, at the sight of his tears, at the 
sound of his voice. But too many cir- 
cumstances and associations were ad- 
verse to her complete response. There 
was nothing heroic in Wilson, nothing 
that could gild his words to an adequate 
glamor. He was an old joke; he was 
like a tune that has been played a thou- 
sand times, over and over. And he was 
too sincere. At that moment he was 
older than his years, older than Eva ; he 
passed beyond the limits of her 
sophistication, and beyond the capacity 
of her response. Emotionally she 
shrank away from him, and she pro- 
tected herself by laughter. 

She began to laugh as if he had told 
her a funny story, and hearing her 
laughter all his timidities rushed upon 
him and vanquished him like an over- 
whelming host. There was no assurance 
in his character, that was his lack. His 
sense of martyrdom was dominating. 
That was his role, the martyr's role, 
played in a little, comic way, but he 
had the fundamental quality of martyrs 
more celebrated and esteemed, the 
sense of personal deficiency. 

He arose from his supplicating knees 
and walked straight out of the room. 
And it was six years before he saw Eva 
again. 

Ill 

By that time Eva White had dis- 
appeared, but you heard a great deal 
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of Eva Bianca. You remember her 
when she made her debut in "Zaza," 
that valueless opera so valuable to her 
personality. For a month you had 
heard of her with all the energy and 
superlatives of the press-agents. The 
curtain rose with many a skeptical one 
in the audience, but this Zaza convinced 
them. Eva realized the character; she 
was, from the first act, the complete 
show girl, an authentic demimondaine, 
a trid^^, charming mistress. And Eva 
Bianca could sing. 

She was a woman now, but you could 
trace the girl of an earlier time in the 
woman. Life was giving her her de- 
sires, the extravagances and glamor she 
craved. Of course she talked consider- 
ably about art, and spoke of herself, 
in a grand manner, as an artist, but that 
was only an essential part of the glamor. 
Eva had no ascetic and austere love of 
the beautiful; she loved the passion in 
the tunes she sang, the paint and bright- 
ness of the stage, the handclapping, 
the applause, the exalting words they 
wrote of her "art," the great gesture 
of extravagance in the way she lived, 
the lovers that sought her constantly. 

She wanted emotion and she indulged 
emotion with a large abandon. But, 
being a great romanticist, she wanted a 
superlative, devouring emotion, a su- 
preme lover, a supreme love, and that, 
she persuaded herself, came to her when 
she met Carlos Velutini. 

He was, as you know, a favorite 
in the cinema. When his popularity 
was at its zenith they say he dispensed, 
to the women who wrote for them, 
several hundred signed photographs 
daily. He was, of the motion pictures, 
handsome. He had those tricks of ex- 
pression, a smile, a way to shrug the 
shoulders, a masterful air, a passional 
glance that compelled the women as 
valerian compels cats. 

Eva met Velutini when she was in 
Los Angeles, momentarily divorced 
from the opera, and laying the foun- 
dation for a wider popularity in the 
preparation of her first moving picture. 
She did not, of course, yield herself to 
the popular adulation. When he faced 



her, he faced an equal, one with an 
equal ego. 

She held him aloof; interested in 
him, she avoided him. He tried the 
whole repertory of his tricks; she re- 
mained unmoved. Since she was not 
easy of attainment he wanted her. The 
great scene was enacted one evening at 
her cottage. He mastered her by bru- 
tality. He seized her suddenly, and lift- 
ing her up from her feet, whirled her 
alK)ut in his arms and then covered her 
face with innumerable harsh kisses. 
She struggled, she cried out ; he defied 
her. TTiis, at last, was Eva's long de- 
sire. The engagement of this celebrated 
pair was announced to the world. 

Before they were married Eva Bianca 
returned to New York for the opera 
season. She opened, on her first night, 
with "Louise," and that night, in the 
audience, sat Wilson. 

A shy one in that brilliant and vulgar 
audience, how remote she must have 
seemed to him then! She sang out to 
him from the remote sta^e; she vested 
him as in a raiment of impossibk de- 
sire. Each moment must have been a 
pain and a fabulous, rcmiantic wanting. 
Probably he spoke within to himself: 
I still love her, I love her better than 
she will ever be loved; it is hopeless! 
The martyr sense was in his blood; it 
made him humble. 

But he ached to see her, not in the 
way he saw her then, displayed to a 
thousand eyes, and fidly as much for 
them as for him, but in just one, inti- 
mate moment, as in the old days. The 
curtain rose on the final act; Louise 
was again in her little home; the cdd 
father drew her to his knee ; he sang to 
her as a child. Wilson scarcely heard. 

He hurried out when the curtain fdl 
and walked, not with a definite purpose 
but as by instinct, to the stage door. A 
little crowd was pressing about, and 
among these he waited. 

The singers, the supernumeraries, 
began to emerge. And, nnally, Eva. 

He did not press forward; he made 
no sign to her ; and it was strange that 
she saw him; it was strange that she 
recognized him. It was chance that 
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brought her eyes to his and then, frown- 
ing a little, she stared at him a moment. 
Suddenly she smiled. A little, gracious 
instinct prevailed in her mood. She 
suddenly remembered her last sight of 
him, and the unkindness of her laugh- 
ter. It seemed to her that she could 
atone for that. 

So, while his heart beat hard with 
amazement, she walked straight toward 
him and smiled into his face. 

"I knew you at once," she said. 
''Come with me. Let us have a talk 
about the old times. Where have 
you been? Why haven't I seen you 
before?" 

He said something, he mumbled out 
some words, but his tongue then was 
only an instrument of incoherencies. 
This gracious reception numbed and 
astounded him. He had not hoped 
for this; wanting it, he had not 
dared to hope it! Never, in the old 
days, had she treated him with this 
kindness. It brought the tears into his 
eyes. 

She todc his arm and he followed 
her into her motor-car. They drove to 
her apartment and there he sat down to 
supper with her. He listened while she 
talked. He watched her with his himgry 
eyes ; he listened to each word as if each 
of her words were the jewels of a pro- 
foundly wise utterance. 

She was speaking of their home 
town, and the old events. It was a mono- 
logue and, to a certain extent, she for- 
got him, n^Iected his identity, in the 
egotistic pleasure of drawing a contrast. 
She was recalling herself as she was, at 
another time, in order to enhance the 
splendor of her immediate estate. 

Then, tiring of this, she looked at 
him curiously. She met his mild, sad 
eyes an instant; she swept his face 
with a glance ; she passed to his straw- 
colored hair that here and there broke 
out in little stiff tufts all over his head. 

"And how about you?" she asked. 
"Arc you settled in life yet? Are you 
married?" 

He dropped his eyes, he shook his 
head. 

"No," he said, in a low voice. 



"You know that Tm to be married 
soon?" 

He nodded. 

"I'm surprised about you," she went 
on, half banteringly. "You were such 
a romantic boy. I imagined you a mar- 
ried man and with a family by now!" 

Wilson raised his face. It was white, 
the color had gone out of it entirely, 
and so his eyes were less pale; they 
seemed to glow now in his white face. 

"I will never marry," he said. "That 
is impossible." 

"What do you mean?" 

"I mean that there is only one woman 
in the world that I have ever loved. 
Once you laughed when I confessed it 
to you; you've more reason to laugh 
now. But I can't help it. My feelings 
never change." 

She stared at him. 

This time she did not laugh. She was 
moved and she even understood a little 
of his hopelessness. It appealed to her, 
to all her sentimental instincts. She 
accepted his love as a tribute, yet she 
did not understand him. 

Under her fixed gaze his eyes fell 
again. 

He slowly arose, pushed back his 
chair. 

"I didn't mean to say that tonight," 
he murmured. 

Before she could hold him with a 
word, he was gone. 

IV 

A GOOD part of the world knows now 
the tragi-comedy of Eva Bianca's mar- 
ried life with Carlos Velutini. As might 
have been foreseen, their association 
was a clash of superlative egotisms. It 
was a competition of vanities. One 
had to prevail. 

Eva, being the more clever, was easily 
the master in the beginning. She had 
ten suitable words to each one on Velu- 
tini's tongue. She swiftly divined the 
weak links in the armor of his vanity 
and the successful thrust to prod him. 
But he mastered her, much as he had 
mastered her before. One day he seized 
her by the hair and beat her. 
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Consider her supreme humiliation. 
The physical hurt was little; she suf- 
fered in her psyche. For the first time 
she found herself helpless. It was her 
first defeat, the first battle decisively 
lost 

Somehow, she could not regain her 
aplomb. They separated, of course, but 
when the next opera season approached, 
Eva Bianca canceled her engagements. 
It was declared by many that her voice 
had gone, but actually she suffered from 
a strange faltering in her assurance. 
Her experiences wkh Velutini had made 
I her, for the firet time in her life, afraid. 
; Ste dreaded a failure ; she experienced 
a terrible reluctance to face a crowd, to 
try to win them as she had won them 
before. 

' It must have been in one of the ebb 
moments of her despair that she thought 
of Wilson. It may have been that just 
the thought of him assured her a little. 
She wairted to see him and, by seeing 
him, to strengthen her assurance. She 
wanted to witness again the dumb want- 
ing in his eyes, to thmk of the long term 
of his adoration, to realize the potence 
of her charm in seeing this. 
• It tocdc her a little while to find him, 
but in the end she discovered his where- 
abouts and wrote him a little note. She 
asked him to call. She prepared for 
him as for a lover, engaging all the 
tricks of charm that she had learned. 
She coiled her black hair smoothly 
about her head; she accentuated her 
eyes with just a touch of carbon, her 
lips with a streak of red. She wore a 
frock cut low, so that her slim throat 
seemed to rise like a flower-stem from 
her bosom. She burned a little incense 
in the room where she was to receive 
him. 

Wilson answered her sununons with 
surprise, and the old pain. He expected 
nothing. He had no hope. He had not 
the courage of hope and, in his force 
of dementia, hopelessness was half a 
pleasure. 

All this time he had been living in 
New York, very obscurdy. He earned 
his living working in a bank; now 
and then one of us saw him there. 



Stu-ely, he would have been happier at 
home, in our home town. New York, 
the dty, hdd nothing for him; he 
found nothing to fascinate him in its 
streets, nor in the variety of faces, nor 
in the plenitude of incident. But Eva 
Bianca came there, and that was suffi- 
cient to retain him. 

A nature strongly endowed emotion- 
ally would have shaken off her spdl in 
the entertainment of other attractions, 
but his emotions were like a dissonant 
interval in what should have been a 
conunonfdace chord. Strictly ^>eaking, 
these poetic sentimentalities should haw 
been outside the range of his nature, 
but, existing like the fibre of an extraor- 
dinary stuff woven into his fustian soul, 
they unbalanced his life. He was a 
melancholy poet; a poet without the 
dignity of rh3rthm or lovely phrase. 

All the virtues common to a man of 
his class centered themselves in his atti- 
tode toward La Bianca. The expres- 
sion of their little souls found by ordi- 
nary men in their adherence to lodges 
and secret orders, to popular salvations, 
to politicians; their civic virtue, their 
diurch-going, their patrk)tism — these 
diverse lode-stars became for him a sin- 
gle, superlative constellation; his Eva. 
Toward her he was meek, he was faith- 
ful, he was sacrificial, he was loyal, he 
was enduring. 

The year of her marriage with Vdu- 
tini must have been {or Mm a term of 
exquisite martyrdom. He read of Vdu- 
tini's brutalities; he compared his own 
gentle adoration. His heart was fiJled 
with a sense of worth. Now she had 
summoned him; he would go to her; 
she had suffered. Once nx>re he could 
spread, like a doak, his innermost emo- 
tkms for the tread of her cardess feet! 

She received him, in her apartment, 
with a warmth of greeting that almost 
suffocated him. Sat received hrni as 
an intimate, an old counsellor. She 
made him sit near her while she related 
her misfortunes; her lovdj voice 
brought tears to his transparent eyes. 

"It is a calamity," she said. ''You 
see me here, seeming almost die same, 
but actually my life is ruined. He 
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took my art from me I He took away 
the thing I loved most I I can't sing 
any more; the voice is gone, the art is 
dead!" 

Her histrionics overwhelmed him. 
Almost without thought of his bold- 
ness he seized her hand, pressing 
it tight with his understanding of 
her pain. She raised her face and 
her eyes dwelt upon his bowed 
head. Little tufts of hair stood up 
all over it like stiff inserts of broom 
straw. 

"Tell me," she said, tenderly, "what 
is it you've seen in me, so long? You 
cared for me as a little girl, A\dn\ you? 
I have been cruel to you ; I've been so 
little worthy of your goodness! Isn't 
there a way I can make amends?" 

She stretched out her hand and 
stroked his cheek; in amazed emotion 
he found her kissing him. For him 
this was less a crimson passional mo- 
ment than a vindication of the right, a 
proof of eternal justice. It was, in 
short, a supremely religious hour. He 
had prevailed at last; goodness, faith, 
loyalty had prevailed! Probably he 
breathed a prayer. . . . 

And Eva Bianca? She entered with 
a returned zest into a new affair. She 
had discovered something imique, a 
fresh stimulation. The assured and 
masterful lover was to her well known, 
but in Wilson she found something so 
meek and shy and strange that it stirred 
her with its newness. 

At least, this is my opinion of her 
prank. At the time, of course, I was 
scarcely less astonished than the rest of 
us. During those several months we 
used to gape at Wilson riding with Eva 
down the Avenue; we saw him dining 
with her in restaurants, entering with 
her into the opera house, emerging 
again after the performance. 

Of course she began to sing again. 
He was no longer a remote one in the 
audience; he was close to her. He 
f<rflowed all her activities, and was a 
partner in all her vagaries. How she 
must have shocked himl Even the 
lesser devices of her exuberant femi- 
ninity were probably too bold for his 



proper soul. Previously he had wor- 
shipped from a far place, and she pre- 
sented herself then to his eye in an en- 
semble picture, not as a succession of 
intimate details. 

Now he witnessed the source of her 
blushing cheeks, he watched her streak 
rouge across her lips and outline her 
eyes with a black pencil. When she 
was angry she swore, she vainly took 
the name of God; it frightened him. 
And her emotions were too gusty; she 
disconcerted him. 

In these great days of his attainment 
he wanted to be solemn, he wanted 
Eva grave, silent, and awed. Her 
laughter, her jokes clattered in his 
moods like beaten tinware. Her gaiety 
gave him a sense of sin. He did not 
find the solemnity that would have 
justified their affair to his morals. It 
was wanton to be glad. 



At the end of Eva Bianca's most 
successful season she was still finding 
a novel delight in her relation with 
Wilson. I believe her return to the 
stage kept alive her interest in him. 
She had won back all the glitter and 
artificiality of her former life — ^the ex- 
travagant emotions of her songs, the 
costumery of the stage, the thousand 
faces watching hers, tfie uproar of ap- 
plause, and amid these things, as a 
background, she found her faithful 
lover, curious and strange among them. 
His solemnities amused her, his sin- 
cerities surprised her. The season 
closed, and she had still to fathom all 
of him. 

So she planned a holiday then. She 
told him they would go away to 
Europe. She talked to him of the Eu- 
rope she proposed, and it was so little 
like the guide-book Europe toward 
which, of course, he had aspired that 
it frightened him. 

She was stretched out on a couch 
heaped up with a great number of 
gaudy cushions while she talked to 
him of this adventure. Her slim arm 
emerged white, yet warm, from her 
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brocaded peignoir; she rested her diin 
in a curved pafan. 

"There is no Hfe here," she said. 
"Now that I think of it» it seems tm^ 
possible that I have gone tfarongb tkts 
long winter season. In ^ite of my 
singing, I've been in hibernation like 
some kind of a dtsgtxsting animal! I 
haven't even given you the chance to 
know nse, after you've waited all these 
years." 

The flush of a profound consterna- 
tion mottled his cheeks, but she dkl not 
observe it. 

"Think of a whde summer, with 
nothing to do but pby! At Monte 
Carlo 111 show you a system that will 
win money for ytni. You disr^ard the 
numbers ; they pay well if you win, but 
you don't win. You must play high or 
low only, or you play one of Ae two 
colors; you play, let us say, only on 
the red. The ball drops ; it is not red. 
Then you double your stake. It drops 
again and again it's not the red. You 
double once more. In three or four 
spins it must show red and you win. 
They all stare at you as you take up 
your money ; you make a sensation T 

She bu^ed. Her eyes were remini- 
scent with memories; she was recalling 
the scenes she described and the lovers 
who attended her at another time. She 
was not looking at Wflson's f ace^ whkh 
had grown white now with a curimis 
despair. All she described was solely 
an adventure of gaiety and joy, and 
from that he shrank as from the sulphur 
of the inferno. 

He saw, at last, his soul in peril. 

Whence had departed the Eva of his 
boyhood ? He had longed for a solemn 
communion in her white arms, alone to- 
gether in some silent, quiet place, 
where they would gaze, one into the 
tyts of the other, like doves, and be 
content with a wondering silence. Em- 
phatically, this woman was never the 
Eva of his insistent dreams! She was 
wild and wairton with extravagance. 
All winter long he had fcJlowed at her 
heels, shocked by her moods, her words, 
her acts. As she talked now, it seemed 
to him she spoke as an authentic temp- 



tress, luring him to the destruction of 
his souL She was to take him away 
with her into he knew not what defile- 
ments ; to sing, to drink, to gamble, to 
laugh at jokes! He did not want to 
lau^l 

"Then Paris!" she continued. 
"Nothix^ but the Frendi of Paris 
spoken into your ears for weeks and 
weeks. . . ." 

"But," he cried, "I won't understand 
it. I don't understand French. I don't 
understand any of the foreign tongues !" 

It was a cry of genuine fear and tim- 
idity. Her words had illumined a pros- 
pect only vaguely fearful before. He 
could see himsdf plainly now, walking 
in bewilderment through outlandish 
streets, surrounded like a lamb anEK)Og 
wolves by foreigners, practitioners of he 
knew not what vices, speaking in un- 
comprdiended tongues ! She, the woman 
speakii^, was one of them, and he, 
separated from all the solidities he ad* 
mared, would be alone. . . . 

Conceive his struggle wkh his senti- 
noentalities ! It was not easy to rid him- 
sdf of this old, old illusion. It must 
have been, indeed, a profound sacrifice. 
He had been constant through many 
years; he derived a sense of nobility 
from his constancy. He had suffered 
scorn and indifference while others less 
worthy enjoyed her lips; that was his 
martyrdom. In going away from her 
he must lose both his nolnlity and his 
martyrdom. He must erase a very Ixrid 
writing from his spirit. 

But Wilson was a truly moral man, 
and I believe, through his morality, he 
discovered for himself a new nobility, a 
new constancy. Before he ran away 
from the lure of Eva Bianca, I think 
he persuaded himself that she was still 
the woman of his soul's desire, but 
smirched and, alas, earthly. There 
was, he perceived, even something 
higher than faith to a great love, sudi 
as his own, and that was constancy in 
the RigiUI It was his res<Jution to 
endure even heartbreak, and follow that 
higher thing. 

He did not go to her and ^>eak some 
last, parting word. InsteacC he fled. 
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like one escaping a plague. He went 
away without a good-bye. He left 
romance behind him because, at bottom, 
he was more firm as a good man than 
as a lover. 

VI 

The storm went out of his life and 
left him serene. He became and grew 
as other honorable men. He went back 
to our town and made a name for him- 



self as a citizen. He married a good 
girl and has children now. 

I saw him on my last trip home. He 
greeted me with clear eyes. He was 
walking along High Street with his little 
boy. The little boy has blue eyes and 
straw colored hair with a difficult cow- 
Ikk; he resembles his father. When I 
looked at Wilson I perceived the light 
of a proud father in his face. He is 
proud at last; he has perpetuated him- 
self. 



From the Sky- Places 

By Leslie Nelson Jennings 

'T'OO long, dear heart, too long 
* Have I been fitting words 
To wandering winds, the song 
Of pilgrim birds 

Roses and dreams and stars — 
Can such concern the strings 

Of idly-plucked guitars. 
Or flute-playings ? 

Come, let us close the book 
Of tunes antique and vain; 

Let us go out and look 
For stars again ! 

Oh, let the frets and keys 
Be let to Time, unplayed— 

Remote and mute as these 
Light airs we made! 

What balladry have I 

Fit to endure an hour 
When larks go up the sky. 

And dusk 's a flower! 
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KNOW two women. 

One is cultured, gentle, kind, generous, educated, sincere, charitable. 
I cannot tolerate her. 

The other is ignorant, lazy, selfish, self-centered, luxury-loving, deceitful, 
mercenary. 

I am madly in love with her. 



I Was a King 

By R. Lynn Riggs 

I WAS a king in the old days 
* Behind a castle gate. 
With minstrels gathered round to praise 
My hig^ estate. 

I was a scornful prince of men. 

Imperious, and dull: 
Song was nothing to me then 

Or things most beautiful. 

Until my castle fell, 

And of that singing train 
Not cme was left to tell 

My magnitude again. 

But I laughed at my dismay 

At being rid of bars 
And sang twelve songs a day 

To the astounded stars! 
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IV 

Feminine Fiction 
By Arthur Symons 



AMONG the mob of ladies who 
wrote with ease, John Oliver 
Hobbes was conspicuous as a lady 
who wrote with ease, and with a sense 
of style which is so considerable that it 
is sometimes left entirely to its own 
sui>port. The author of *'Some Emo- 
tions and a Moral" had a remarkable 
talent for finding the rememberable if 
not the right word, and a scarcely less 
noticeable skill in presenting the effec- 
tive, if not the inevitable, situation. 
Like most women who think in the ab- 
stract about the Kfe which is generally 
needful for them to refrain from actu- 
ally living, she was intensely cynical ; 
cynicism being a form of crying over 
sour grapes which a woman who is 
clever and not emotional finds a very 
comfortable one. 

As a rule, cynicism does not go with 
a very human sort of nature ; and John 
CMivcr Hobbes, as a writer, was singu- 
larly inhuman. She created clever and 
malicious abstractions, who can be in- 
tensely diverting to us, and over whose 
mimic joys and sorrows we see her 
smile with delicate contempt. She 
seemed, indeed, to have had a contempt 
for human nature ; the contempt of the 
head for the heart, of the intellect for 
the virtues. Her characters were gen- 
erally in a state of suspended impro- 
priety, fun of bad intentions, but a little 
uneasy at the thought of carrying them 
out. It is not that they have a con- 
science, but that they know there are 
conventions. They do not wish to do 
good, but they do not want to get into 
scrapes. They have not the coun^e 



of their lack of conviction. Such a 
theory of life makes it impossible to 
create a character, a solid, sincere hu- 
man being, because it makes it impos- 
sible to bdieve in such a character. 

The immortal irony of Cervantes was 
suffused with love and pity, and it is 
for this reason that "Don Quixote" re- 
mains one of the Bibles of humanity. 
But the narrow, feminine contempt for 
the disagreeableness of people, which 
is like the fashionable woman's con- 
tempt for the people who are not in her 
set, is, as in art, a sterilizing quality, 
amusing and sufficient, indeed, for one's 
"afternoons," but, however amusing, 
not quite adequate for the finer kind of 
literature. 'To see life steadily and see 
it whole," remains, above all things, the 
duty of the creative artist. To see char- 
acter through epigrams is a form of lit- 
erary preparation which is not likely to 
lead far on the road to truth. 

But the aim of such art as that of 
John Oliver Hobbes, so typically femi- 
nine in its discreet decoUetage, is not 
truth but effect, and effect of the imme- 
diate kind. To be clever and cruel in 
one's treatment of character, to shock 
just enough and not too mudi in one's 
handling of situations, to sting with 
sufficient lightness in dialogue and to 
break off the thread with sufficient ab- 
nqrtness, when it has got too hopelessly 
tangled: these are the procidis of an 
art which seems to be the mode of the 
moment, and which is certainly for its 
moment amusing. 

Oscar Wilde had much to answer 
for; "The Green Carnation" glittered 
for an hour; there were several literary 
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ladies, of recent origin, who tried to 
come up to the society ideal ; but John 
Oliver Hobbes was by far the best 
writer of fiction, by far the most ca- 
pable artiste of these women-writers. 
If she was rarely like life, she was 
often much more amusing; if she saw 
character through epigrams, at all 
events her epigrams were very cruelly 
close to character. Indeed, she had 
great possibilities which she seemed 
most IScely to throw away. But she 
was clever enough for an3rthing, even, 
perhaps, to see that it is possible to be 
too clever. No great writer in fiction 
has ever been remembered for such a 
quality. It is so easy to be clever, if 
one has the mind to. It is so difHcult 
not to write in epig^ms. Writing in epi- 
grams saves one the trouble of think- 
ing. And it is flattering to one's per- 
sonal vanity, for it is the triumph of 
mental economy, and to have in- 
geniously done without an idea is a 
soimd way of saving up for the future. 
It is so gratifying to earn the reputa- 
tion of the spendthrift, and to retain 
the reward of the miser. And to be 
merely clever permits one, as nothing 
else does, to be a social success. 

The ambition to shine is so very 
feminine. It is that ambition which to- 
day sets all the women writing. They 
are not content with the triumps of the 
drawing-room. They would conquer a 
place in literature by the same means, 
and for the same purposes, that they 
would conquer a place in society. This 
is not the aim nor the method of the 
true artist. Being human, he desires 
applause ; but, so far as he is an artist, 
he does not work simply in order that 
he may be admired or envied. He is 
not always dressing for the drawing- 
room. Feminine fiction, on the con- 
trary, lives before the mirror; it is like 
a beautiful low-necked evening dress, 
worn in order that the wearer may be 
admired by men and envied by women. 

Who of us has not, to a certain ex- 
tent, admired the bizarre genius of 
Ouida? Walter Fater did, at one time; 
only, he also admired "Robert Els- 
mere" of Mrs. Humphry Ward. "A 



chef d'ceuvre of that kind of quiet evo- 
lution through circumstance," he writes, 
"introduced into English literature by 
Jane Austen, and carried to perfection 
in France by Geoige Sand (who is 
more to the point, because, like Mrs. 
Ward, she was not afraid to challenge 
novel readers to an interest in religious 
questions), it abounds in sympathy with 
people as we find them, in aspiraticm 
toward something better— toward a 
certain ideal." Wfide said of it: The 
book is of course a masterpiece — a mas- 
terpiece of the genre ennuyeut" 

I am concerned here partly with 
Ouida's ideas, which were not in any 
sense critical ; it was the voice of Ouida 
cr3rin^ in the wilderness. Do not ex- 
pect m it any of the qualities of the 
essa)ast who is really an essa)ast: his 
urbanity, his logic, his gentle persua- 
siveness, his elasticity of conviction, his 
mental aloofness. Do not expect care- 
ful writing, nor be surprised at such a 
sentence as this: "Nowhere are the 
portraiture and analysis of man so ably 
depicted as in a fine novel." Expect 
passion, contradiction, many fine furies, 
much injustice, some ignorance and 
more prejudice ; but expect, for you will 
find, along with this, love of humanity, 
love of animals, love of beauty, m 
nature and in art. 

Ouida, said I, is a woman, and, in 
her way, a woman of letters; she has 
part of the temperament of the artist, 
with an impatience too indiscriminate to 
be really artistic, an uncultured, human 
impatience which is often mere pettish- 
ness. She loves beauty, but she loves it 
as a savage might love it ; she loves hu- 
manity, but she cannot stop to under- 
stand it. She has her own way of lock- 
ing at the world, a warm, generous way 
of feeling what is noble and picturesque 
in it ; but she has never understood that 
wise little cold word of the observer, 
that there is only one step from the 
sublime to the ridiculous. Her novels* 
which were once thought not quite 
proper, are really absurdly moral: vir- 
tue is always so very white in them and 
vice so very black. She has never 
drawn a quite recognizable human 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE NIETZSCHEAN FOLLIES 



125 



bdng, because she has never been able 
to tsJce an impartial view of any action, 
any emotion, or any temperament She 
"spoik" her nice people, as a too aflFec- 
ticxiate mc^er spoils her diildren, by 
never seeing what would be good for 
them, only what Aey would like. 

Ah, how lavishly she heaps all the 
spoils of the world on those nice people ; 
or (it is for the same reason) all the 
agonies of martyrdom! To be at once 
Hercules and Adonis, a millionaire and 
a genius^ adorable and adored: to her 
there is notfiing improbable in all that. 
It oc^ht to be so : therefore it is. Aiid 
the widced people have no less genius 
and no less opportunities for being 
magnificently widced. This is idealism, 
and if idealism is a danger in a novel, 
it is a del^^htf ul quality in a book which 
is a cry and not an analysis. Writing 
about d'Anmmzio, Ouida shows herself 
a bad critic, but shd says, incidwitally, 
thills wKch are well worth saying — 
things which other people are too cool 
and too balanced and too indifferent to 
say. And when she comes to write of 
"The UgKness of Modem Life," "The 
Qiality of Mercy," she tells the truth in 
almost every sentence; truth which is 
needed, bitter truth which will probably 
do no good, because it is so true. 

Oui&'s tendency toward exaggera- 
tion is so strong that she would exag- 
gerate anything in which exaggeration 
was possible ; but there are facts which 
cannot be exaggerated. It is part of 
our sodal system to deny whatever 
makes us uneasy; we deny, but we 
know diat we are denying the truth. 
Here and there someone is courageous 
enough to say: "I know that I am de- 
n3ring the truth, because I think the 
truth ought not to be told." But for 
the most part we prevaricate. There 
is then no exaggeration in the charges 
of crudty, dtiU materialism, indifference 
to beauty, indifference to human life, 
n^^ect of whatever makes life worth 
living, whidi Ouida hurls against the 
fixed sdf-satisfaction of the average 
Englishman and the average Italian. 
Every one of these people knows that 
war is a survival of barbarism, that 



cruelty to an animal is morally worse 
than cruelty to a hiunan being, because 
it is a deeper sin against honour, that 
the destruction of a beautiful thing for 
the sake of private advantage is a theft 
from all humankind ; but what influence 
has this knowledge upon action ? None. 
The world may not be any worse than 
it has usually been, but there is no 
doubt that it is getting more vulgar. 

Now, vulgarity is more harmful than 
vice, if only because vice may be cured, 
but not vulgarity. Vulgarity is the state 
of being dead, and a vulgar person is 
simply a living body with a dlead soul. 
In Italy, materialism is not less active, 
because it has only a nation, and not an 
empire, to ravage. The modem Italian 
is almost more destitute of the sense of 
beauty than the modem Englishman: 
if he is a nobleman he sells his pictures 
by stealth; if he is a senator, he ad- 
vocates the damming up of the Calli in 
Venice; if he is a private dtizen he 
votes for every speculation which will 
make a little money out of the destruc- 
tion of a little beauty. 

"The chief creation of modem life," 
says Ouida, "is the Cad ; he is an exclu- 
sively modem manufacture, and it may 
safely be said that the poorest slave in 
Hellas, the meanest fdlah in Egypt, the 
hiunblest pariah in Asia was a gentle- 
man beside him. The cad is the entire 
epitome, the complete blossom and f mit 
in one, of what we are told is the age of 
culture." 

It is against this dominion of the cad 
that Ouida's voice is heard aying in 
the wilderness ; a somewhat shrill voice, 
tdling necessary and unpleasant truths. 

In one of her novels Ouida some- 
where recalls an experience of hers; a 
poor Florentine woman pointing out to 
her a piece of sculpture in the street. 
'*Our Donatello did that," says the 
woman. What pride, what affection, 
what an instinct for the finer moments 
and influences of Hfe, are in that pos- 
sessive! "Thoi^h," comments Sdwyn 
Image, "we are poor mortals ourselves, 
innmrsed in sordid occupations, hurried 
from post to pillar in the rush of un- 
S3mipathetic surroundings, twisted out 
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of shape by the gales of adversity ; what 
a thing to have had bred and bom in 
our blood, to possess as an irretrievable 
and ineradicable instinct this tradition 
of the gods ; this claim to fellowship or 
communion with them/' 



II 



The letters of Alfred de Musset and 
those of Geoi^e Sand reveal the wo- 
man's duplicity, the artist's dependence 
on her, who seems to have been indis- 
criminate in the choice of her lovers — 
the Pagello of Venice, Musset had 
every reason to hate and to be jealous 
of; Chopin in Majorca, where his 
nerves, which were part of the passion 
of his genius, preyed on him more than 
ever, having to endure the unavoidable 
presence and the persistent interference 
of the "woman with the sombre eyes" 
he disliked before he had met her — 
these lovers, who meant no more to her 
than her novels. It appears from Meri- 
mee's confessions, and those of 
others, that she had very little in 
the way of sexual feeling, a fact ex- 
plained in "Les Marges": *'Cest le 
timpSrament de George Sand, une par- 
Hculariti plutot de ce tempSrament, une 
infirmitS, qui explique son oeuvre, sa 
vie et meme ses idkes!* 

This is Reny de Gourmont's defini- 
tion : "Avec sa tete innocente de brebis 
berichonne, George Sand itait une 
criature fortement sexuee; nul male ne 
lui itait indiffSrent, mais elle prSferait 
ceux qui, aux larges ipaules, joignaient 
le talent d'unir leurs soupirs a son bele- 
ment sentimental," 

How can these two definitions be 
reconciled? In any case, Swinburne 
sa)rs c)mically: "Few probably will 
admit the suggestion that this was a 
simple case of moral outrage perpe- 
trated by George Lovelace upon Cla- 
rissa de Musset. Not a very lovable 
woman — but assuredly not a very ad- 
mirable man. I cannot think that M. 
George behaved like the gentleman he 
usually showed himself to be in his af- 
fair with poor, misguided Mile. Elf rida. 
And surely, when the unhappy girl was 



dead, It was unmanly on the part of the 
old Keeper to revive the memory of her 
frailties." "Surely," he goes on, "the 
immolation of Chopin at ibt shrine of 
'Lucrezia Floriani' might have satiated 
any not immoderate appetite for posthu- 
mous homicide or massacre of men's 
memories.' 

It is a curious point to note, after 
what I have said of her tmsexual nature, 
that Alexandre Dumas said with accu- 
racy, ''que son admirable ginie itait 
hermaphrodite comme la 'Fragolettef de 
son matre/' Her sentimental educa- 
tion might have done without Musset; 
we might have had one "Elle et Lui" 
the less, but we should have had one 
"Lucrezia Floriani" the more. That is 
one reason why Baudelaire, who hated 
her and her novels, called her "Pru- 
dhomme de I'immonditd." "Aussi eUe 
r/a jamais iti artiste. La Sand est pour 
le 'Dieu des bonnes gens/ le dieu des 
concierges et des domestiques filousf* 

It is with rage in his heart that he 
cries in two of his most famous sen- 
tences : 

"I cannot think of this stupid crea- 
ture without a certain shiver of horror. 
Were I to meet her, I could not hin- 
der myself from flinging a holy- water 
vessel at her head." 

In the only letter she sent him she 
made a mistake in French, which Bau- 
delaire corrected. 

Ill 

The really fine critic is differentiated 
from the critic who is only second-rate 
exactly as the really fine poet is differ- 
entiated from the second-rate poet Of 
the poet we all agree in saying that he 
must be bom, not made. Some of us 
are apt to forget, that the critic, too, 
must be a bom critic, or else all the self- 
help in the world will avail him but 
little. He must have, if he is to do fine 
things, a special kind of intuition, 
which can be no more acquired by much 
reading than the poetical gifts can be 
acquired by much study of poetical 
technique. The finer sense is either 
bom or it is not; it is as far bejrond 
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one's control as the colour of one's hair 
or eyes. You may have it and you may 
squander it; you may have only a va- 
riable power over it ; you may, by grace 
of original Sin, violently distort and 
misdirect it. 

Take, for instance, a critic who con- 
fesses he has been reading Verlaine for 
nearly a quarter of a century without 
suspecting that there should be anything 
very remarkable about him. Now that 
other people, who have not had the ad- 
vantage of a quarter of a century to 
read in, have discovered that France 
possesses in Verkine a great poet, this 
critic, too, joins in the chorus, like 
other people, not wisely, but with a 
comically quick appreciation of a dis- 
covery that has once been made. 

The same critic refers to the connec- 
tion there is between the novel and the 
newspaper, which is certainly absurd; 
the novel being the only prose vehicle, 
besides the drama, of imagination and 
creative work. The novel is concerned 



with human nature as it is, not less es- 
sentially than in its contemporary mani- 
festations; while the romance is con- 
cerned, not so much with human nature 
in itself as with certain attractive as- 
pects of human nature, as they work 
themselves out, delightfully or fantasti- 
cally, in incident. 

Again, in reference to the always 
burning question of the young person, 
this entire standpoint is a very peculiar 
one. Write as you will, he says with 
an air of authority, if only you produce 
a masterpiece, but if you produce no 
masterpieces surely you shall be ta- 
booed. We must have either liberty or 
not liberty ; we must, if we arc to have 
the chance of producing our master- 
pieces, be allowed the opportunity for 
plenty of preliminary failures. As for 
the critic in question, his argmnents, 
such as they are, are a marking of the 
time of day by the record of a clock 
that stq>ped the b^ter part of thirty 
years ago. 



"HERE are two kinds of girls ; the kind papa married and the kind mama 
has in mind when papa is late for dinner. 



DEWARE of a girl whose husband does not understand her. He may 
*^ understand you. 



I7DUCATION — the process of making numskulls out of idiots. 



piB-; 



a Small Time lie. 
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Further Reflections 

By Walter E. Sagmaster 



I 



On the Appreciation of Music by 
Natural Selection 

FEW people realize how much greater 
would be their enjoyment and how 
much fuller would be their appre- 
ciation of a musical composition if diey 
would but devote a little attention to 
the mood they happen to be in when 
about to listen to music, and select that 
t3rpe of composition which is most in 
sympathy with their particular state of 
mind at the time. There are occasions 
when even the best of this g^ndest of 
all arts makes but mild impression upon 
us: certainly, a man fresh from a Dis- 
armament editorial by H. G. Wells 
which he has swallowed whole will not 
much relish the d)mamics of Tschaikow- 
ski's "1812" overture; and a man fresh 
from the incessant wagging of his 
wife's tongue will hardly find a ren- 
dition of Mendelssohn's "Wedding 
March" engrossing. Indeed, is it not 
more than possible that we never truly 
appreciate the intrinsic merit of a com- 
position — never really grow to love the 
classics as we would like to — until we 
in some d^^ee approximate within our- 
selves the emotional state of the com- 
poser when he set his thoughts on 
paper? No one appreciates "Hamlet" 
as does the fatalist, and you may be 
sure Shakespeare was a fatalist when 
he wrote it, if only for the purpose of 
doing so: after all, it is what we feel 
and not so much what we think that 
creates art. The best way to approach 
the "Midsummer Night's Dream" is by 
stud3ring several of the illustrations in 
the latest "Djer Kiss" ads. Why, 
128 



then, should we expect a man who has 
just paid his income tax, or been jilted 
by ms best girl, or lost his copy of 
"Jui^en," to enthuse over the pizzicato 
from the "Sylvia" ballet music? 

Before the invention of the phono- 
graph one was forced to accept what- 
ever the concert programs had to offer, 
hence there was little or no opportunity 
for hearing the right music at the right 
time. Since the advent of canned music, 
however, one has at one's command a 
goodly selection of the classics (if one 
is that kind of person), which, due to 
the genius of the playboy of Orange, 
N. J., are, though dimly, yet indeed re- 
vealed. Such equipment will enable 
anyone to follow the suggestions given 
below. 

Elgar's "Pomp and Circimistance" 
should be heard immediately precedii^ 
your marching in the Elks street pa- 
rade; the adagio from Beethoven's 
Fourth on the evening before your 
marriage, and the finale from Tschai- 
kowski's "Pathetique" a year later; the 
last movement of Haydn's Military 
upon receiving an offer of a case of 
hooch at pre- Volstead prices. When 
your best friend, unable to bear it any 
longer, departs for Paris, you should 
at once give ear to the allegretto from 
Beethoven's Eighth. When the next 
book by Cabell is ruled off the shelves of 
the McKeesport, Pa., public library lis- 
ten attentively to "The Star-Spangled 
Banner" as interpreted by Herr Dr. 
Sousa — then play it over. When the 
doctor affably announces that the first 
new arrival of its kind in your home is 
a boy, you are ready for Carpenter's 
"Perambulator" suite — and when you 
are later informed by the same gentle- 
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man that a party of three, of mixed 
genre, have made their appearance, the 
first movement of Beethoven's C Minor 
will be found particularly effective. 
After a subway crush followed by a 
narrow escape from the wheels of a 
Packard, the "Brook" movement from 
Ludwig's "Pastoral" is in order. You 
will be able to admire the wonders of a 
Debussey suite for orchestra as never 
before if you will listen to it following 
a fruitless attempt to solve a quadratic 
equation, or to tree the integral calculus. 
I would suggest the finale from Beetho- 
ven's Fifth after you have made the 
eighth hole in one. A person contem- 
plating suicide but lacking the necessary 
determination to go through with this 
most laudable project will find the 
needed impetus in sitting through an 
evening of Galli-Curci — the only objec- 
tion to this method being that the audi- 
tor may feel constrained, when the per- 
formance is finished, to commit a few 
promiscuous murders on the side. 

The above suggestions will give the 
reader an idea of what may be done 
with a little effort at introspection and 
a reasonably large library of phono- 
graph records. However, concerts are 
still given, and as several people con- 
tinue to attend them, despite the appar- 
ently contradictory fact that canned 
music is becoming as indispensable in 
the American home as canned soup, per- 
haps a suggestion in the way of super- 
inducing a mood to fit the music, in- 
stead of selecting the music to fit the 
mood, may not be wholly amiss. When 
listening to the Kreutzer Sonata, espe- 
cially to the second movement, in which 
that sublime, utterly alluring theme oc- 
curs, one should hold fast in mind some 
particularly tempting scene in one's re- 
lations, back in one's 'teens, with the 
belle of one's native village — ^preferably 
the scene where the lady in question 
lifted her great brown eyes and 
breathed: "I will go with you, Clem- 
ent — ^to the end of the world." In so 
ruminating, one must keep steadfastly 
from one's consciousness the fact that 
the said belle is now the Duchess of 
Cranberry. The effect, provided in- 

S. Sft—Apr.— f 



structions are followed, will be highly 
gratifying. Be sure, by the way, to 
carry extra handkerchiefs. It will also 
be very helpful if you happen to be of 
German lineage — the lump in the throat 
will be at least three times the size of 
that of the normal American, and six- 
teen times that of the normal English- 
man. Try it. 



II 



An Inquiry into the Most Popular of 
All Sports 

Until the end of time, no doubt, a 
certain small portion of the world — the 
half-educated class — will continue to re- 
gard human love as nothing more or 
less than an instinctive, animal func- 
tion ; and the great majority of human- 
ity — the intellectually still-bom class — 
will continue to regard it as something 
abstractly and ineffably sublime, orig- 
inating, progressing and culminating in 
the human mind. On the whole, those 
who stick to the former conception are 
on safer ground, for love is purely and 
simply a mutually instinctive attraction 
with intellectual overtones. The natural 
sexual forces start the business, the 
mental forces augment, reinforce and 
elevate it, and Father Time ultimately 
destroys it — or at least seriously im- 
pairs it. Fundamentally and primarily 
it is, of course, the result of animal 
magnetism — but only fundamentally 
and primarily. It is no more entirely 
animal magnetism than is a man's pref- 
erence for pate de foies gras over round 
steak. 

Love is, of course, an art — when it 
is property done. Music, too, is an art 
— but there is jazz. Certainly none 
will deny the existence — ^nay, prepon- 
derance — of jazz love affairs. Nothing 
so distinguishes a man as the manner in 
which he prosecutes an affaire du coeur. 
There is as much difference between the 
methods of carrying on an amour as 
elucidated by a civilized man and a pro- 
fessional baseball player as there is be- 
tween a lobster supper and a canned 
salmon supper. 
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We h^ve mentioned music — ^let us 
compare the appreciation of a lovely 
musical composition with the apprecia- 
tion of a lovely feminine composition. 
(What I say, of course, applies to both 
sexes, vice versa.) Let us take, for in- 
stance, a great piece of music such as 
Ae C6sar Frandc S3rmphony. The ren- 
dition of such a work operates, pri- 
marily, upon our soul, or instinct, and 
thrills us according to our individual 
capacity to be thrilled by great music 
To this primal impression upon our 
soul caused by an agreeable sequence 
of tones and counter-tones, however, it 
is necessary for each of us to add our 
individual interpretation through the 
medium of our developed intellect, in 
order to fully appreciate the true value 
of the woric. The music itself is nothing 
more than the bare groundwork — ^and it 
is the same with love. The instinctive 
attraction, of course, must be there — 
but it must also be there in the case of 
amorous guinea pigs. Htunan love dif- 
fers from the scrotal attraction of the 
lower animals only in that the former 
contains an added quality in the form 
of anf intellectual veneer, or amplifica- 
tion, superimposed by the human mind 
upon the original natural, instinctive 
attraction. 

We thrill, then, to the performance of 
the Franck s)rmphony, and likewise to 
the touch of human love — ^but suppose 
we were compelled to hear the Franck 
s)rmphony every day for, say, five years. 
What would happen ? The eflFect of the 
music upon our soul, or instinct, would 
be g^dually diminished through the 
monotony of incessant repetition— one 



by one the most beloved passages would 
grow stale, the most original sections 
would take on an air of, the common- 
place, tmtil at last our instinctive reac- 
tion to the music would be annihilated 
This is precisely what occurs in the case 
of marriage. No matter how alluring 
may be the prospect of a life-long ardor 
between the sexes corresponding in 
degree and general quality with their 
original attraction, such a thing is not 
compatible with natural law, and con- 
sequently invariably, fails to materialize. 
The play of the beloved's charm upon 
the soul of the lover tmdei^goes, with 
the passage of time and the more or less 
constant presence of that charm, the 
identical process that the constant repe- 
tition of a single musical composition 
would cause the effect of that composi- 
tion to undergo. And when all is 
over, we have in both instances the 
spectacle of an instinct anaesthetic, to a 
great extent, if not entirely, to the out- 
side force, whether that force be a par- 
ticular piece of music or a particular 
woman. 

In the case of love, as in the case of 
music, the intellectual stimulation may 
hang over for quite a while, but it will 
have lost its original power and fine 
quality — ^no longer will it be the sym- 
pathetic reaction of a mentality to a 
soul, or instinct, in the throes of the 
grande passion ; and in the overwhehn- 
ing majority of cases it will either de- 
scend to a mere respect and comrade- 
ship labeled ^'happily married life," or, 
what is more likely, will help provide 
limousines and country homes for pros- 
perous divorce lawyers. 
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By George Jean Nathan 



IT is easy to find fault with Lengyel's 
and Biro's "The Czarina" on every 

score but its power to provide an ex- 
ceptionally amusii^ evening in the 
theatre. Looking back over one's 
theatregoing years, one finds it some- 
what irritating to one's critical preten- 
sions to recall the considerable number 
of indiflferent plays that have given one 
excellent entertainment. Surely one 
would have to work in the dramatic 
department of the Evening Post to deny 
that, for all their obvious critical im- 
perfections, such things as Guitry's 
farces, or Molnar's comedies, or Ar- 
mont's, Dieudonne's and Schmidt's 
ironical pastimes provide embarrassingly 
ingratiating! diversion. It would, indeed, 
take a bravely uneducated man to con- 
tend seriously that a critically exact play 
like Ibsen's "Master Builder" or Haupt- 
mann's "Kollege Crampton" was half as 
entertaining in the theatre as some such 
dubious art work as, say, "The School 
for Cocottes" or "En Route." 

Nothing is more senseless and absurd 
than the criticism of laughter. By laugh- 
ter I do not, of course, refer to the 
throat and intestinal violences of stock- 
brokers, moving picture master-minds, 
stag dinner party impresarios, Broad- 
way geniuses and hooligans of a stripe, 
but to the reaction of cultivated and 
full-lived men and women. It is one 
of my critical beliefs — whether sound 
or not, I do not know, and care less — 
that an3rthing that can make a cultured 
and intelligent man laugh has firm merit 
in it Show me a play that can awaken 
the shades of laughter in such a man 
and I am prepared to argue any skeptic 



deaf, dumb and blind on the play's vir- 
tue, however much trouble I may have 
in assuaging certain of my critical 
doubts in the matter. If you tell me, 
in the midst of my argument, that I fail 
to discriminate between this kind of 
laughter and that, then I simply upset 
the spittoon and politely reply that any 
man who discriminates between two 
hearty laughs is idiotic enough to 
discriminate between two excellent 
brands of champagne because the labels 
are not identical. As I view the 
matter, George Bickel's fiddle tuning 
act is not less art of its sort than the 
most comical line in Shakespeare. When 
criticism becomes snobbish it becomes 
hnbecile. To say that Georges Feydeau's 
"On Purge Bebe" is not a good play 
but a very funny one is, though perhaps 
defensible on aesthetic grounds, akin to 
saying that Dempsey, though the world's 
champion, is not really a good pugilist 
If a pun by George Robey succeeds in 
making some such man as Arthur 
Schnitzler or Thomas Hardy or Anatole 
France or Richard Strauss or Arthur. 
Balfour or General von Ludendorfif 
laugh as much as the wittiest mot by 
Bernard Shaw, then I say that — since 
the sole object of both is the provoking 
of laughter — the pun is every bit as 
respectable as the other and more pol- 
ished jest. 

And so, as I see it, this play, "The 
Czarina," is a good play whether it is 
or is not a bad play. Its object is 
sophisticated amusement, and it pro- 
vides it. In the providing of it, it vio- 
lates at least two of Brander Matthews' 
inflexible rules, three of Augustus 
Thomas' and perhaps four or five of the 
dramatic critic for the Journal of 
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Commerce — ^to say nothing of all the by- 
laws of the Methodist church, the ladies' 
branch of the Los Angeles Vigilant 
Society, and the Everleigh Club— -and 
no matter. It employs the stale and weak 
device of the repeated scene ; it shifts its 
mood abruptly and somewhat conf ound- 
ingly from derisive comedy to Sardou 
melodrama; its end is all too clearly in 
sight from the beginning; it jumps to 
sentimental heroics when one expects, 
and properly, sardonic banter — it does 
a dozen such things. And it entertains 
just the same. I have observed that 
certain critics say that it is not so good 
a play as that other comparatively re- 
cent play on the same subject, the 
"Great Catherine" of Shaw. It isn't. 
It isn't by any means. But it is every 
bit as amusing. Harry Watson, Jr., is 
not so good a comedian as Cyril Maude. 
But he is funnier. 

In a comparison of the two plays, it 
is contended against the Hungarian 
dramatists that they have somewhat 
sentimentalized the famous imperial sow 
and have thus lost much of the humor 
of Shaw, who went at her with a slap- 
stick. This, rather than lessening the 
humor, seems to me to increase it. Shaw 
keeps his Catherine kicking up in the 
circus ring so assiduously and unremit- 
tingly that the cloud of flying sawdust 
periodically cuts off one's amused view 
of her altogether. It is well known in 
the theatre that laughs coming too 
closely on one another's heels kill them- 
selves. Shaw crowds his laughs too 
much for their best effect. Lengyel and 
Biro adroitly space them. Further, the 
sentimentalization of Catherine serves 
in another way to accentuate the humor 
of her. Essentially a character out 
of burlesque, Shaw piles burlesque 
upon what is already burlesque. The 
Hungarian playwrights contrive the 
more sagacious and appetizing dramatic 
manoeuvre of making of Catherine a 
sentimental sandwich containing a very 
thick and unmistakable slice of cheese, 
and with the bread cut very thin. The 
intrinsic burlesque nature of the 
woman's character thus obtrudes with 
doubled effect. The dialogue is by turns 



audacious, witty, seltzer-siphony. There 
is in the first act a Jurgen-like passage 
between Catherine and a young cavalry 
officer upon whom she has clapped a 
lewd eye that in comparison makes 
Cabell's lance, staff and sword seem as 
innocent as so many peppermint sticks. 
There is a scene of velvet wooing on 
the part of the French ambassador in 
the last act that is as charmingly comic 
as any scene the Htmgarian theatre has 
given us since the scene of wooing in 
Molnar's "Gardeofficier." The device 
of the door slowly and contentfully 
closed upon the new lovers by tfie in- 
triguing chancellor — veteran hc^m of 
a hundred plays — remains as smileable 
as it ever was. The second act is a 
sharp drop from the excellent initial act, 
but the third act pulls back again into 
the current. All in all, a pleasant eve- 
ning: the popular theatre at its best. 

Miss Doris Keane plays Catherine in 
what seems to me to be a slightly too 
Episcopalian manner. There are mo- 
ments when she is undeniably effective, 
but there are other moments when her 
Catherine is less Catherine of Russia 
than Catherine of Braganza. She is at 
her best in the quiet moods of the play. 
When she is called upon for fire, she 
produces it with safety matches. Basil 
Rathbone, Frederick Kerr and Miss 
Lois Meredith are the best members of 
the supporting company. Mr. Gilbert 
Miller's production is an admirable one : 
tactful, tasteful and at times brilliant 
with color. The one flaw is tfie crude 
handling of the melodrama at the con- 
clusion of the middle act. 



II 



Mr. J. Hartley Manners' "The 
National Anthem" is not content to be 
merely a bad play; it must needs also 
be a peculiarly irritating one. Its par- 
ticular irritations, true enot^h, should 
have nothing to do with a critical ap- 
praisal of it, but I find it impossible on 
this occasion to keep my personal preju- 
dices and extrinsic reactions out of a 
review of it. Thus, witfi due apologies 
to the author for introducing elements 
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foreign to direct criticism, I confess that 
I cannot stomach a play in which an 
Englishman like himself cheaply capi- 
talizes American patriotic speeches, or 
one in which a playwright of eminently 
inferior rank like himself achieves a 
smugly virtuous face and alludes bit- 
ingly to the kind of dramatist who 
writes plays that are not "clean and 
wholesome." Since this allusion comes 
in the third act, the scene of which 
is Paris, and since the theatre specifi- 
cally mentioned as the home of this 
despised species of dramatist is the 
Vaudeville, it is amusing to consider 
that the great Mr. Manners' superior 
slings and arrows were directed — at the 
time be discharged them — against Sacha 
Guitry and Henri Bataille. The circum- 
stance that this disparagement may not 
have been intentional only makes the 
whole thing more jocund. 

Nor does the irritating aspect of Mr. 
Manners' play rest here, although in, the 
matter of these subsequent irritations 
we leave personal prejudice and come 
into the proper field of criticism. A 
propaganda play is at its best dubious 
going. If there is an exception to the 
rule, the only one that I can think of at 
the moment is "The Weavers," and 
"The Weavers" may be the exception 
it is because it happens to have been 
written by a master-dramatist. When a 
third-rate playwright attempts propa- 
ganda drama, the result may be 
imagined. This result is less propa- 
ganda and drama than Sunday news- 
paper supjplement sensationalism spoken 
by a small number of actors instead of 
read by a large number of morons. 
Thus we find "The National Anthem" 
a New York Sunday American ululation 
over the disaster that follows in the 
wake of jazz, minus only the familiar 
twenty-year-old photographs of Delia 
Fox and May Yohe recaptioned re- 
spectively "The Countess Minna von 
Pschorrbrau Who Lost a Duchy 
Through Love of Jazz" and "Mrs. E. 
Tenungham-Brooke-Foster of London 
Who Has Spumed $2,000,000 Left Her 
by a South African Millionaire Pro- 
vided She Forsook the Fox-trot." Mr. 



Manners goes at his theme with all the 
heavy seriousness of a small boy. The 
thought that jazz dancing and the coinci- 
dental imbibing of schnapps are ruining 
the young generation of Americans gets 
him worked up to a point where he is 
as indignant as a mustard plaster. He 
has become so excited, so alarmed at 
the thought, indeed, that he has forgot- 
ten to write his play. For what one 
engages in the Henry Miller Theatre is 
not so much a play as a sermon by the 
Rev. Dr. John Roach Straton spoken to 
the accompaniment of a back-stage jazz 
band. This secreted jazz band plays an 
obbligato to the stage doings from 8 :30 
to 11. The explanations that the play- 
wright periodically makes as to the 
relevance of its presence provide the 
comic relief of the evening. Thus, the 
last act is laid in Paris. Through the 
window one catches a glimpse of what 
is surely the Hotel des Invalides. The 
time is morning. The band is hot at it. 
This the irrepressible Mons. Manners' 
solution of the mystery : The hero has 
rented an apartment directly next to a 
private dance room ! Some of us evi- 
dently don't know our Paris as well as 
we thought we did. 

What value as a yokel theatre-show 
the play has is due solely to the per- 
formance of the talented and engaging 
Miss Laurette Taylor in the leading 
role. Take Miss Taylor away, and all 
that is left is the impressionistic picture 
of a playwright with a very red face 
jumping wildly into the air, waving his 
arms, and coming down with a thud 
upon his own foot. 

HI 

^ Mention of Mr. Manners' indigna- 
tion over what he alludes to as the cOrti- 
ness of French plays brings up the 
curious misconception that persists in 
this quarter. The belief that the modem 
French drama is essentially an immoral 
drama, that it represents most greatly 
a departure from moral standard and 
purpose, is actually very far from true. 
There are, of course, examples in proof 
of their contention readily to be seized 
upon by the believers in the theory, but 
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one cannot judge French drama by them 
any more than one can judge American 
drama by "Getting Gertie's Garter," 
"The Demi-Virgin" or ''Ladies' Night." 
For one such so-called immoral French 
play as Guitry's "Veilleur du Nuit" or 
Coolus' "Mirette k Ses Raisons" or 
Valmonca's "Notre Femme et Cie" there 
are fifty such virginal plays as Guitry's 
"P^teur," Vemeuil's "Daniel" an(| 
Zamacois' "Dame du Second." When 
one leaves the popular plays and ascends 
to a higher level, one finds the situation 
even more true. Nine-tenths of Don- 
nay, Bataille, Hervieu, Capus, Brieux, 
de Curel and, above all, Rostand, is 
fundamentally moral enough to satisfy 
even Mr. John S. Sumner. What play 
of these dramatists would Mr. Sumner 
even think of suppressing on the ground 
of immorality ? I should like to hear its 
title. It is true, of course, that there 
are certain things in certain boulevard 
comedies and farces that, to the Anglo- 
Saxon mind, are not au fait, but so do 
we find the same sort of thing occasion- 
ally in our own Broadway comedies and 
farces. I have seen or read most of 
the Paris boulevard comedies and farces 
of tiie last twenty years and in none 
of them have I ever encountered dirtier 
lines than those in the American "Get- 
ting Gertie's Garter" or a scene more 
deliberately dirty than that in the second 
act of the American "Please Get 
Married." The rawest allusion in Gui- 
try's "Wife, Husband and Lover" pales 
into insignificance before a certain allu- 
sion in Avery Hopwood's "Ladies' 
Night." And the bed scene in "Le 
Sacrifice" has its match in the American 
"Girl in the Limousine." 

The so-called immoral popular drama 
of the later years — comparatively speak- 
ing — ^is not the French, but the German. 
(In the German, I here include the 
Austro-Hungarian.) The French play- 
wright may begin from what the Anglo- 
Saxon knows as an immoral premise, 
but he generally ends upon a moral 
conclusion. Not so the German. The 
German playwright, and the Austro- 
Hungarian with him, brings up where 
he b^ns. Catalogues are tiresome, so 



a few examples will suffice to suggest a 
long train of others: Schnitzler and 
"Reigen," Herczeg and "The Blue 
Fox," Rittner and "En Route," f^aul 
and "Tobacco Smoke," Misch and "The 
Little Prince," Schmidt and "Only a 
Dream," Wedekind and "In FuU Cry*' 
(to say nothing of a half dozen otfier 
longer plays, notably "Pandora's Box") , 
Hdm and "Mary's Big Heart," Jen- 
nings and "The Spanish Fly," together 
with the plays of R. Goring, Max Pul- 
ver, P^ul Komfeld, R. Lauchner, 
Foldes, Georg Prinz, von Schnritz, 
Frank and Geyer (who wrote "A 
Charming Person," played here in ex- 
purgated form), Lajos Biro, and, on 
occasion, Franz Molnar. For every 
modem French play that seems to the 
Anglo-Saxon critic to be immoral, one 
has no difficulty in naming three Ger- 
mano-Austro-Hungarian plays that are 
equally, if not more, immoral. The 
French drama, for all its detail of im- 
morality, is in its entirety a moral 
drama. Its wages of sin is, pretty 
generally, death or marriage. For one 
play by Pierre Veber that ends with a 
mistress, there are a dozen by such 
dramatists as Capus that end with a 
wife. For one play by de Caillavet and 
de Flers that ends with wayward love 
triumphant, there are a dozen by such 
as Lavedan tiiat end with tragedy. And 
for one prefatorily immoral, but finally 
very moral, comedy like "The Rubicon'' 
of Edouard Bourdet, there are a dozen 
like the consistently sentimental and 
proper "Silver Wedding" of Paul 
Geraldy. 

The two last named plays are on view 
in New York as I write. About the 
former I have written several times in 
the past. An audacious and amusing 
boulevard piece containing an ample 
dose of chuckles and belly laughs. A 
certain stiffness in the local casting and 
staging of the play contrives to take 
some of the easy electricity out of the 
manuscript humors, but enough remains 
to lift the comers of the mouth. Mr. 
Henry Baron, the producer, has handled 
the original manuscript wi^ imcommon 
preliminary intelligence. 



Digitized by 



Google 



ART AFTER 8:30 



135 



The G^raldy play, here called "The 
Nest/' is a restrained, well-written and 
interesting variation of the familiar 
theme of children who, upon growing 
np, become indiflFerent to Uieir parents. 
Careless staging has, in the instance of 
the local disclosure, gone far toward 
deleting the manuscript of some of its 
virtues ; yet through the fog of direction 
and production the comparative quality 
of the play is easily discernible. The 
translation by Miss Grace George is a 
satisfactory one. The play was worth 
doing. 

IV 

Two other recently produced French 
plays are Pierre Frondaie's "Mont- 
martre" and Brieux's excellent ironic 
comedy, "Les Hannetons," here called 
"Madame Kerre." On the occasion of 
H. B. Irving's revelation of the latter 
play a number of years ago I reviewed 
it at considerable length, and have since 
frequently commented upon it A thing 
apart from the main channel of Brieux's 
work, it is in many respects the best 
thing that he has written. It is, indeed, 
difficult to reconcile this brilliantly sar- 
donic and worldly little manuscript with 
the peasant-like indignations that com- 
pose the major portion of his dramatic 
canon. There are flashes of the same 
cast of mind in his "Faith" and "The 
Three Daughters of M. Dupont," but 
even in these plays the case-hardened 
peasant rises up periodically to smite 
the reflective and cosmopolitan man. 
"The Red Robe," "The Woman On 
Her Own," "Damaged Goods," "Ma- 
ternity" and the like have nothing of 
the artist-dramatist in them. They are 
mere journalism in terms of Sardou, 
Upton Sinclair and Alf Ringling. As 
for the rest of Brieux's work, it is, save 
in minor detail, obvious stuff. But "Les 
Hannetons" (Mr. Harris, tfie producer, 
arrived at a magnificent free translation 
of the title which only A. H. Woods 
would have dared to use) is Brieux 
with a trick personality, a Brieux with 
the blood of Schnitzler, Bahr, Guitry, 
Maugham and Giacosa dancing in his 



veins. A gay satire, piercing, smiling, 
witty, wise. The translation used on the 
present occasion is somewhat hard and 
shows little feeling for the graces of 
word and phrase. And the presenting 
company is very feeble. But here once 
again a manuscript triumphantly fingers 
its nose at those who would disconcert 
it. The result of these nose fingerings I 
commend to your august notice. 

The Frondaie play fails to shake up 
these old bones. An attempt to de- 
sentimentalize "Camille," it presents 
nothing but the ancient claptrap of the 
showshop. When the average French 
playwright sets himself sedulously to be 
anti-sentimental he usually winds up by 
beine more sentimental than ever. This 
has happened again in the case of Fron- 
daie. The intention of "Montmartre" 
was to picture the career of a pretty 
harlot without the tears and sighs of 
Dumas fils; the accomplishment of 
"Montmartre" is to picture the career of 
a pretty harlot with the tears and sighs 
of Frondaie exchanged for those of 
Dumas fils. Camille was sorry for her- 
self ; Frondaie is sorry for Marie-Claire. 
That is the only secondary shade of 
difference. 

The play is far outdated. Its lan- 
guage is of the theatre of twenty years 
ago. A single touch would be sufficient 
to convert it into loud burlesque. The 
production has been made by a group of 
some fifty actors and actresses operating 
independently and calling themselves 
The Players' Assembly. For many 
years the favorite jest of a certain criti- 
cal school has been centered upon the 
illiteracy of the American theatrical 
manager. Whether the American the- 
atrical manager is or is not illiterate I 
do not know, but I notice — and without 
exception — ^that whenever a number of 
actors bravely break away from these 
illiterate producers and produce a play 
by themselves the result is five times as 
illiterate as before. The production of 
"Montmartre," with its barrage of mis- 
pronunciation, absurd misplacement of 
emphasis, blurred diction and erroneous 
reading of line, is an illuminating case 
in point 
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"Desert Sands/' by Wilson Collison, 
is '*The Sheik" in white face, minus the 
hot stuff. It is a poorly written yellow- 
back without merit of any kind. "The 
Cat and the Canary," by John Willard, 
is a spook opus after the general style 
of the Goddard-Dickey "The Ghost 
Breaker." Directed solely at the box- 
office, it is not a bad specimen of the 
thrill and shudder school. "The Law 
Breaker," by Jules Eckert Goodman, is 
a crook play of the vintage of 1908. The 
author has attempted to inject a timely 
note into his masterpiece in the shape of 
a disquisition on the relation of the 
malefactor to society and on the relation 
of society to the malefactor, said dis- 
quisition being, in turn, of the vintage of 
1898. 

Of the more recent music shows, 
"Marjolaine," fashioned from Louis N. 
Parker's "Pomander Walk" and with a 
listenable score by Hugo Felix, is by 
long odds the best. The staging is in 
go<Ki taste ; the humor is polidied ; little 
Miss Mary Hay is a droll and fetching 
soubrette ; the tunes fall pleasantly upon 
the ear. "Pins and Needles" is a Lon- 
don effort to do the Ziegfeld sort of 
thing. It falls very far short of achiev- 
ing its aim. Frank Fay's "Fables" is 
weak in all departments. It lacks music, 
humor, 1^^, movement and color. It 
is the mere skeleton of a show. "The 
Blushing Bride" has only one good joke 
to cecommend it. Tom Lewis, a funny 
man, is vouchsafed no opportunity by 
the librettist to demonstrate his humors. 
The stars of the occasion, Mr. Cecil 
Lean and Miss Qeo Mayfidd, are of 
the old Chicago La Salle Theatre show 
aspect. 

VI 

NiKiTA Balieff's Theatre dc la 
Chauve-Souris, imported from Moscow 
via Paris via London by Mr. Morris Gest, 
liaison officer of the Russian-American 
stage, is the victim of its press-agents. 
A popular vaudeville show of varying 
degree of merit, it has been made ridicu- 
lous through an attempt to exalt it out 



of all proportion to its intrin^c qualities. 
"Its programs," thus its local sponsors, 
**have a definite form and style, and yet 
a tremendous catholicity; they indicate 
research, a profound schoIarship( !), 
daring and delicate artistry, all brought 
into perfect harmony. All the resources 
of aestheticism are drawn upon — the 
cultured human voice, pictorial art, 
music, dancing, mimicry — in an en- 
deavor to attain the supreme in art The 
Theatre de la Chauve-Souris is Russian ; 
but it claims its heritage of literature 
and art from the universe." Mr. Walter 
Kingsley himself has never been so 
voluptuous — not even in his advertise- 
ments of Doraldina the cooch dancer 
or Loyal's Trained Dogs. 

This "art" nonsense has gone so far 
in the theatre that nothing is presently 
more gratifying than the exhibition of 
something without a false-face, whether 
it be a nigger music show, a Fourteenth 
Street burlesque show or— one might 
even go so far as to say — a play staged 
by Mr. William A. Brady. Everything 
is "art" of one kind or another. "The 
Greenwich Village Follies" has "art" 
scenery. "Swords" is "artistic" drama 
"artistically" staged. All the younger 
producers are eloquently working in the 
interests of the "art" of the theatre. The 
only actor who admits that he is not an 
artist is Ed Wynn. There is not an 
actress who will admit anything of the 
sort. All the new theatres are of 
"artistic" (Uchr and design. The stage 
of the new Earl Carrofi playhouse is 
so full of new art appliances that there 
is hardly enough space left for the ac- 
tors to dress in. The composer of "Good 
Morning Dearie" writes a letter to the 
newspapers proving that the score of 
that splendid opera is not jazz, but art. 
The theatrical magazines print long arti- 
cles on "The Art of Stage Lifting," 
The Art of Sam Bernard," "The Art 
of Costume Designing," "The Art of 
J. J. Shubert" and "The Art of Thomas 
A. Dixon" in place of the old half-tones 
of Lotta Faust with a rose in her mouth. 
Alazie Follette leaning on a pedestal, and 
Ronnie Maginn in strip tights. The one 
manager who says that he is not an 
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artistic producer is A. H. Woods, and he 
makes his press-agent contradict him the 
next day. The only thing that has taken 
place in the Town Hall in the last year 
that has not been described as art of one 
sort or another was the debate on birth 
control, and that was raided by the 
police. Miss Ruth Draper's monologues 
are announced as "sheer art." Anything 
in a diaper with a violin ofF-stage is 
"aesthetic dancing." Mr. Owen Davis 
writes "The Detour" and the next 
morning becomes an artist-dramatist. 
The ushers are dressed like Watteau 
shepherdesses or Gainsborough duch- 
esses. The entr'-acte orchestras play 
selections from the art nouveau score 
of Serge Prokofieff. Archie Selwyn 
affects the dress of a Latin Quarter 
student. . . . 

The Chauve-Souris, for all the screen 
of art smoke adroitly contrived by its 
managers, is, as I have said, nothing 
more than a simon-pure vaudeville show 
witli a Russian flavor. I use the word 
vaudeville in its American meaning and 
with its American implications. Con- 
sider a few items on its bill. No. I is 
called "Porcelaine de Saxe" and is the 
familiar tableau of the two porcelain 
figures that presently come to life, em- 
brace, pirouette, and stiffen again upon 
the striking of the clock — sl favorite bit 
in the Lilliputians' "Magic Doll," pro- 
duced in die early *90's. No. II is 
"Songs by Glinka." No. Ill is "The 
Parade of the Wooden Soldiers," Fred 
Walton's old act and, unless my memory 
is bad, once done in much the same man- 
ner at the Hippodrome, to say nothing, 
about ten years before, in a Princeton 



Triangle Qub show for which Kenneth 
Clark wrote the accompanying melody, 
"My Toy Soldier Love." No. IV is 
"Souvenir of the Far Past," the venera- 
ble number out of a score of musical 
comedies wherein a gray haired old man 
and a gray haired old lady slowly and 
sentimentally dance one of the old-time 
dances to the strains of a wistful tune. 
No. V is a quartette. No. VI is an ama- 
teurish little vaudeville sketch, the chief 
feature of which is a horse with two 
actors serving as the l^s. It is not in 
any sense so amusing as the same sort 
of thing in the Lew Fields "About 
Town" act, the Bert Williams "Follies 
of I9I2" act, or the Raymond Hitchcock 
"Hitchy-Koo 1920" sketch. No. VII 
is, in effect, a crude version of the beau- 
tiful music box number in John Murray 
Anderson's revue, "What's In A 
Name?" Other numbers are "Under 
the Eye of the Ancestors," substantially 
a duplication of an act made familiar 
to Americans in the Marigny revue in 
Paris in 1913 (in the same revue, inci- 
dentally, there was a "Tanagra" scene 
like the Chauve-Souris* "Porcelaine de 
Saxe"), some gypsy songs and the fa- 
miliar "La Grande Opera Italiana" act 
out of countless vaudeville bills. 

What virtues the Chauve-Souris pos- 
sesses lie in its agreeable air of intimacy, 
the humof s of its compere, the comical 
Balieff, and its droll manner of staging. 
The Chauve-Souris of Moscow is an 
echo of the "Zum Klimperkasten" of 
the Berlin of the first years of the pres- 
ent century, an echo of the Uberbrettl' 
of the antecedent years — ^a very, very, 
very faint echo. 
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By H. L. Mencken 



I 
Hergesheimer 



SOME time ago, writing in the esti- 
mable New Republic, a grammarian 
attacked Joseph Hergesheimer on 
the ground that his use of English was 
in contempt of Lindley Murray. A 
number of his offending locutions were 
cited, all of them, it must be admitted, 
instantly recognizable as pathological 
and against God by any suburban 
schoolmarm. The plain truth is that 
Hergesheimer, when it comes to the 
ultimate delicacies of English grammar, 
is an ignoramus, as he is when it comes 
to the niceties of Baptist theology. I 
doubt that he could tell a noun in the 
nominative case from a noun in the ob- 
jective. But neitfier could any other 
man who writes as well as he does. 
Such esoteric knowledge is the exclu- 
sive possession of grammarians, whose 
pride in it runs in direct ratio to its in- 
accuracy, unimportance and imbecility. 
English grammar as a science thus takes 
its place with phrenology and the New 
Thought: the more a grammarian 
knows of it, the less he is worth listen- 
ing to. In other words, mastering such 
blowsy nonsense is one thing, and writ- 
ing soimd English is quite another thing, 
and the two achievements seem to ht 
impossible to the. same man. As Ana- 
tole France lately remarked, nearly all 
first-rate writers write "bad French" — 
or "bad English." Joseph Conrad does. 
Dreiser does. Henry James did. 
Dickens did. Shakespeare did. Thus 
Hergesheimer need not repine. He is 
sinful, but in good company. He writes 
English that is "bad," but also English 
that is curiously musical, fluent, chro- 
138 



matic, various and lovely. There is in 
even the worst of his Saturday Evening 
Post novelettes for Main Street a fine 
feeling for the inner savor of words — a 
keen ear for their subtler and more fra- 
gile harmonies. In "Cytherea" (Knopf), 
a work of his major canon, they are 
handled in so adept and ingem'ous a 
way, with so much delicacy and origi- 
nality, that it is no wonder they o&r 
an affront to pedagogues. 

This novd, indeed, seems to me to be 
the best that the author has yet done, 
both as a piece of writing and as a study 
of human beings under civilization. 
What interests Hergeshdmer funda- 
mentally, as every reader of his stories 
must have observed, is tiie conflict be- 
tween the impulses of man and the 
conventions of the society that he is a 
part of. The struggles he depicts are 
not between heroes and villains, dukes 
and peasants, patriots and spies, but 
those between the desire to be happy 
and the desire to be respected. It is, 
perhaps, a tribute to the sly humor of 
God that whichever way the battle 
goes, the result is bound to be disastrous 
to the man himself. If, seeking happi- 
ness in a world that is jealous of it and 
so frowns upon it, he sacrifices the good 
will of his fellow men, he always finds 
in the end that happiness is not happi- 
ness at all without it. And if, grabbing 
the other horn of the dilemma, he sacri- 
fices the free play of his instincts to the 
respect of those fellow men, he finds that 
he has also sacrificed his respect for 
himself. Hergesheimer is no seer. He 
does not presume to solve the problem ; 
he merely states it with agreeable varia- 
tions and in the light of a compassionate 
irony. In "Cytfierea" it takes the 
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ancient form of the sexual triangle— old 
material, but here treated, despite the 
underlying skepticism, with a new illu- 
mination. What we are asked to ob- 
serve is a marriage in which all the 
customary causes follow instead of pre- 
cede their customary effects. To tiie 
eve of the world, and even, perhaps, to 
the eye of the secondary figures in it, the 
Randon-Grove affair is no more than a 
standard-model adultery, orthodox in its 
origin and in its course. Lee Randon, 
with an amiable and faithful wife, 
Fanny, at home in Eastlake, and two 
charming children at her knee, goes to 
New York, falls in love with the sinister 
Mrs. Savina Grove, and forthwith bolts 
with her to Cuba, there to encounter a 
just retribution in the form of her 
premature death. But that is precisely 
what docs not happen — ^that is, interi- 
orly. Savina actually has little more to 
do with the flight of Randon than the 
Pullman Company which hauls him 
southward. It is already inevitable 
when he leaves Eastlake for New York, 
almost unaware of her existence Its 
springs are to be sought in the very 
normalcy that it so profoundly outrages. 
He is the victim, like Fanny, his wife, 
of a marriage tiiat has turned upon and 
devoured itself. 

Hcrgesheimer was never more con- 
vincing than in his anatomizing of tfiis 
dSbdcle. He is too impatient, and per- 
haps too fine an artist, to do it in the 
conventional realistic manner of piling 
up small detail. Instead he launches 
into it with a bold sagittal section, and 
at once the play of forces becomes com- 
prehensible. What ails Randon, in brief, 
is that he has a wife who is a shade too 
good. Beautiful, dutiful, amiable, vir- 
tuous, yes. But not provocative enough 
— not sufficiently the lady of scarlet in 
the chemise of snowy white. Worse, a 
touch of stupid blindness is in her : she 
can see the honest business man, but she 
can't see the romantic luridng within 
him. When Randon, at a country-club 
dance, sits out a hoe-down with some 
flashy houri on the stairs, all that Fanny 
can see in it is a vulgar matter, like 
kissing a chambermaid behind the door. 



Even when Randon brings home the 
doll, C3rtherea, and gives it a place of 
honor in their house, and begins moon- 
ing over it strangely, she is unable to 
account for the business in any terms 
save those of transient silliness. The 
truth is tiiat C)rtherea is to Randon 
what La Belle Ettarre is to Cabell's 
Felix Kennaston — ^his altar-flame in a 
dun world, his visualization of the un- 
attainable, his symbol of what might 
have been. In her presence he com- 
munes secretly with tiie outlaw hidden 
beneath the chairman of executive com- 
mittees, the gypsy concealed in the 
sound Americano. One day, bent upon 
God's work (specifically, upon breaking 
up a nefarious affair between a neigh- 
boring Rotarian and a moving-picture 
hussy) > he encounters the aforesaid 
Savina Grove, accidentally brushes her 
patella with his own, gets an incandes- 
cent glare in return, discovers to his 
horror that she is the living image of 
Cytherea — and ten days later is aboard 
the Key West Express with her, bound 
for San Cristobal de la Habana, and hell 
eternal. 

A matter, fundamentally, of coinci- 
dence. Savina, too, has her Cytherea, 
though not projected into a doll. She 
too has toiled up the long slope of a 
flabby marriage, and come at last to the 
high crags where the air is thin, and a 
sudden giddiness may be looked for. 
To call the thing a love affair, in the 
ordinary sense, is rather fantastic; its 
very endearments are forced and mawk- 
ish. What Randon wants is not more 
love, but an escape from die bonds and 
penalties of love — a leap into pure ad- 
venture. And what Savina wants, as 
she very frankly confesses, is practi- 
cally the same thing. If a concrete lover 
must go with it, then that lover must 
be everything that the decorous William 
Loyd Grove is not — violent, exigent, 
savage, inordinate, even a bit gross. I 
doubt that Savina gets her wish any 
more than Randon gets his. Good busi- 
ness men make but indifferent Grand 
Turks, even when they are in revolt: it 
IS the tragedy of Western civilization. 
And there is no deliverance from the 
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bonds of habit and appearance, even 
with a mistress. Ten days after he 
reaches Havana, Randon is almost as 
securely married as he was at Eastlake. 
Worse, Eastlake itself reaches out its 
long arm and begins to punish him, and 
Savina with him. The conventions of 
Christendom, alas, are not to be spat 
upon. Far back in the Cuban hinter- 
land, in a squalid little sugar town, it 
is a photograph of Fanny that gives a 
final touch of grewsomeness to the 
drama of Randon and Savina. There, 
overtaken in her sin by that banal like- 
ness of the enemy she has never seen, 
she dies her miserable death. An end- 
ing profoundly ironical. A curtain tiiat 
gives a final touch .of macabre humor 
to a tale that, from fir$t to last, is full 
of the spirit of high comedy. Herge- 
sheimer never devised one more sardoni- 
cally amusing, and he never told one 
with greater skill. 

The newspaper reviewers, I note, 
seem to be somewhat shocked by what 
may be called his hedonism in trivialities 
— his unctuous manner of recording the 
flavor of a drink, the sheen of a fabric, 
the set of a skirt, the furnishings of a 
room. In it, I suppose, they see some- 
thing Babylonish, and against the Con- 
stitution. But this hedonism is as essen- 
tial a part of Hergesheimer as moral 
purpose is part of a Puritan. He looks 
upon the world, not as a trial of virtue, 
but as a beautiful experience — in part, 
indeed, as a downright sensuous experi- 
ence. If it is elevating to the soul to 
observe the fine colors of a sunset, then 
why is It not quite as elevating to ob- 
serve the fine colors of a woman's hair, 
the silk of her frock, a piece of old 
mahogany, a Jack Rose cocktail ? Here 
it is not actually Hergesheimer's delight 
in beauty that gives oflFense, but his in- 
ability to differentiate between the 
beauty that is also the good and the true, 
and the beauty that is simply beauty. 
As for me, I incline to go with him in 
his heresy. It constitutes a valuable 
antidote to the moral obsession which 
still hangs over American letters, de- 
spite the collapse of Puritan KuUur, It 
still seems a bit foreign and bizarre, but 



that is because we have yet to achieve 
a complete emancipation from the Inter- 
national Sunday-school Lessons. In 
"Cytherea" it gives a warm and exotic 
glow to the narrative. That narrative 
is recounted, not by a moralist, but by 
an artist. He knows how to give an 
episode color and reality by the artful 
use of words and the images that they 
bring ui>— how to manage the tempo, the 
play of light, the surrounding har- 
monies. This investiture is as much a 
part of his story as the tale itself. So is 
his English style, so abhorrent to gram- 
marians. When he writes a sentence that 
is a bit artificial and complex, it is be- 
cause he is describing something that is 
itself a bit artificial and complex. When 
he varies his rhythms suddenly and 
sharply, it is not because he is unable 
to write in the monotonous sing-song 
of a rhetoric professor, but because he 
doesn't want to write that way. What- 
ever such a man writes is ipso facto 
good English. It is not for pedagogues 
to criticise it, but to try to conq)rehend 
it and teach it. The delusion to the 
contrary is the cause of much folly. 

II 

Fitzgerald and Others 

F. Scott FrrzcERALD's "The Beauti- 
ful and the Damned" {Scribner) is an 
adagio following the scherzo of "This 
Side of Paradise." It starts off ingrati- 
atingly and disarmingly, witfi brilliant 
variations upon the theme of the 
scherzo, but pretty soon a more sombre 
tune is heard in the bull-fiddles, and 
toward the end there is very solemn 
music, indeed — music that will probably 
give a shock to all the fluffier and more 
flapperish Fitzgeraldistas. In brief, a 
disconcerting peep into the future of a 
pair of the amiable children dealt widi in 
"This Side of Paradise." Here we have 
Gloria Gilbert, the prom angel, gradu- 
ating into a star of hotel dances in New 
York, and then into a wife, and then 
into the scared spectator of her hus- 
band's disintegration, and then, at the 
end, into a pathetic trembler on the 
brink of middle age. And here we have 
Anthony Patch, tfie gallant young 
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Haxvard man, sliding hopelessly down the 
hill of idleness, incompetence, extrava- 
gance and drunkenness. It is, in the 
main, Anthony's story, not Gloria's. His 
reactions to her, of course — to her some- 
what florid charm, her acrid feminine 
cynicism, her love of hollow show and 
hollower gayety, her fear of inconveni- 
ent facts — are int^^al parts of the 
intricate machinery of his decay, but 
one feels that he would have decayed 
quite as rapidly without her, whatever 
may be said for the notion that a wife 
of another sort might have saved him. 
There is little that is vicious about 
Anthony ; he is simply silly — ^the fearful 
end-product of ill-assorted marriages, a 
quite typical American of the third gen- 
eration from shirt-sleeves. The forth- 
right competence of his old grandfather, 
Adam J. Patch, the millionaire moralist, 
has been bred out of the strain. Into 
it have come dilutions from a New Eng- 
land blue-stocking and worse. He is 
hopeless from birdi. 

The waters into which this essentially 
serious and even tragic story bring 
Fitzgerald seemed quite beyond the ken 
of the author of "This Side of Para- 
dise." It is thus not surprising to find 
him navigating, at times, rather cau- 
tiously and ineptly. The vast plausibil- 
ity that Dreiser got into the similar 
chronicle of Hurstwood is not there; 
one often encounters shakiness, both in 
the imagining and the telling. Worse, 
the thing is botched at the end by the 
introduction of a god from the machine : 
Anthony is saved from the inexorable 
logic of his life by a court decision which 
gives him, most unexpectedly and im- 
probably, his grandfather's millions. But 
allowing for all that, it must be said for 
Fitzgerald Aat he discharges his unac- 
customed and difficult business with 
ingenuity and dignity. Opportunity beck- 
oned him toward very facile jobs; he 
might have gone on rewriting the 
charming romance of "This Side of 
Paradise" for ten or fifteen years, and 
made a lot of money out of it, and got 
a great deal of uncritical praise for it. 
Instead, he tried something much more 
difficult, and if the result is not a 



complete success, it is nevertheless near 
enough to success to be worthy of re- 
spect. There is fine observation in it, 
and much penetrating detail, and the 
writing is solid and sound. After "This 
Side of Paradise" the future of Fitz- 
gerald seemed extremely uncertain. 
There was an air about that book which 
suggested a fortunate accident. The 
sha&y stuflf collected in "Flappers and 
Philosophers" converted uncertainty in- 
to something worse. But "The Beautiful 
and the Damned" delivers the author 
from all those doubts. There are a hun- 
dred signs in it of serious purpose and 
unquestionable skill. Even in its de- 
fects there is proof of hard striving. 
Fitzgerald ceases to be a Wunderkind, 
and begins to come into his maturity. 

Thomas Beer's "The Fair Rewards" 
(Knopf) f a first novel, seems to me to 
be bad, but nevertheless I carry away 
from it a strong conviction that Beer 
will do a better. The causes of that 
badness lie partly in the subject matter, 
and partly, perhaps — for I am no more 
able than you are to distinguish between 
my bad and a universal bad — in my 
own psyche. Set up an actor-manager 
as the principal personage in a piece of 
fiction, and I can imagine him only as 
a low comedian. Whenever I think of 
such a man I think irresistibly of Beer- 
bohm Tree, Richard Mansfield, and 
other buflFoons of that kidney. Well, 
here Mr. Beer loads my dice against 
himself still further by converting the 
nascent Mansfield into a sort of Belasco 
— that is, an "artistic" fellow — ^and then 
treating him, at least now and then, 
quite seriously. Thus I fly to arms as the 
minute men did at Lexington, and attack 
the whole thing as an infamy. But in 
the manner, as opposed to the matter, 
there is a great deal to admire. Mr. 
Beer not only writes with great skill; 
he is also full of sly observations and 
illuminating speculations. In other words, 
he has precisely the equipment that the 
average American novelist lacks. I shall 
look forward to his next composition 
with the highest expectations. But let 
him avoid Broadway next time, and con- 
cern himself with Americanos of a more 
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typical and instructive variety. I sug- 
gest a subject for him: the gradual 
emergence of a rising American family 
from the Methodism of the hinterland. 
All the tales of social climbing that I 
know of — and every truly ^nerican 
story shows some social climbing — over- 
look the basic fact that an American 
family which aspires to rise must some- 
how rid itself, not only of the crayon 
portraits in the parlor, the uncle who 
drives an ice-wagon and the custom of 
having Tillie, the maid, in to meals, but 
also of its original faith. The way lies 
through Christian Science to the Church 
of England, the goal of all pushers. I 
am acquainted with several Protestant 
Episcopal ecclesiastics whose flocks are 
of fashionable pretension. For years I 
, have tantalized these holy men by offer- 
ing to give a keg of beer to any one of 
tiiem who can produce a vestryman 
whose father was of the Anglican rite. 
The beer is safe. All of the vestrymen 
are actually ex-Baptists, ex-MethcIdists, 
ex-Presbyterians, ex-United Brethren, 
or something worse. One and all, they 
were brought up in the bizarre and bu- 
colic faiths that get the trade of Presi- 
dents of the United States. 

Robert Nathan's ''Autumn" (Mc- 
Bride) suggests Thomas Moult's "Snow 
Over Eldon," and lies equally beyond 
my customary curiosities. An idyllic 
piece about an ancient country school- 
master in Vermont, and his cheerful 
struggle with destiny. Slow in tempo, 
a bit sweet, and very charmingly writ- 
ten. Such stuff, as I say, does not 
ordinarily interest me. When I think 
of a yokel, it is not his philosophy that 
engages me, but his politics and the- 
ology. By what process do human 
beings arrive at a belief in Prohibition, 
Bryanism, Wilsonian idealism, the doc- 
trine of total immersion, and that of 
infant damnation? Is the thing caused 
by too close an association with the 
lower fauna, or by eating too much hog- 
meat, or by mere cultural aridity? 
Would the introduction of the string 
quartette into Iowa civilize the inhabi- 
tants? Would the fimzhiks of Vermont 
forget Dwight L. Moody if some 



missionary were to penetrate to their up- 
land pastures and tell them about 
Nietzsche ? Is it malaria or Christianity 
that has converted Arkansas into a 
wreck worse than Carthage? These and 
all like questions lie outside the range 
of Mr. Nathan's inquiry. What he 
essays to show us is an elderly yokel in 
the role of a sage. His purpose, in 
other words, is precisely that of the 
pastoral poets of the Eighteenth Cen- 
tury, and it must be said for him that, 
allowing for the probable fallaciousness 
of his primary assumption, he carries off 
the business with great competence. As 
a poem, indeed, "Autumn" is much bet- 
ter than any set of undisguised dithy- 
rambs that I know — that is, upon the 
same subject. There may be sudi rustic 
Tolstois, for all I know. And among 
them there may be one wise enough to 
precipitate the good things of life into 
the simple catalogue : "Love, peace, the 
quiet of the heart, the work of one's 
hands." Add the pursuit of the truth, 
and even Thomas Henry Huxley could 
say aye. But what is tfie true? 

Ill 

Other Works of Fiction 

Exotic fires glow in "Caravans by 
Night," by Harry Hervey, Jr. {Cen- 
tury) ; "Night Drums," by Achmed 
Abdullah (McCann), and "Ghitza," by 
Konrad Bercovid (Boni). All three 
authors, it seems to me, have the True 
Romance firmly by the tail, and particu- 
larly Hervey. He is a young American 
with a truly astonishing gift for con- 
juring up gaudy and fantastic images. 
Lovely Circassian princesses, Indian ra- 
jahs with diamonds as large as baseballs, 
sinister Chinese conspirators, fearful 
Mohammedan ecclesiastics of high rank, 
Russian generals disguised as Malay 
pirates, Assamese murderers, Thibetan 
bandits, African cannibals, South Sea 
houris — of such sort are tiie dramatis 
personcB of his singularly dramatic and 
thrilling visions. More, he knows how 
to tell a tale. The combination should 
take him very far in a country that dotes 
upon romance. He is, in that depart- 
ment, the most promising neoph)rte for 
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many years. If you sicken of psychology 
and would immerse yourself for a space 
in very wild doings under distant and 
chromatic skies, then I conmiend "Cara- 
vans by Night" to your attention. It 
will give your vertebrae a salubrious 
rattling. 

Abdullah and Bercovici are older and 
more sober fellows, but both know how 
to tell a thumping tale. Abdullah's field 
is Africa the dark and bloody, and in his 
"Night Drums" he conjures up a fine 
picture of it — a picture shadowy, mys- 
terious, and yet undoubtedly convincing. 
The conflict in the story is between the 
old barbarism and the new civilization 
that menaces it. It is a tale full of 
dramatic moments, and one handled 
with much skill. I leave it, alas, sym- 
pathizing with the poor blacks. Do they 
practise voodoo in their jungles, and 
dine upon one another? Then why not 
let them go on doing it in peace? Arts 
almost as revolting are practised in 
Kansas. They themselves have no de- 
sire to become pseudo-Kansans. Why, 
Aen, force a strange and no doubt dis- 
gusting Kultur upon them? Abdullah 
depicts them getting the worst of it, and 
they inevitably must, but I suspect that 
his sjrmpathies are on their side. . . . 
Bercovici deals with the half-civilized 
peasants of his native Rumania, and 
with the gypsies and Tartars who live 
among tiiem. His stories are very un- 
even in quality, but in the best of them 
there is a barbaric splendor that is irre- 
sistible. The title story, "Ghitza," is one 
such. In its machinery it leans upon 
Kipling, but its materials are entirely 
new to English. But what of the Ru- 
manians of the towns ? Why not a book 
about tiiem? There they roost upon the 
hinges of hell, half way between Europe 
and Asia Minor. But all we hear about 
them is an occasional cryptic dispatch to 
the effect that the cabinet in Bucharest 
has faJlen, or that the Bulgarian envoy 
has asked for his passports, or that some 
unpronounceable general of some for- 
gotten Balkan war has gone down the 
eternal chute. 

The Princess Bibesco, author of "I 
Have Only Myself to Blame" (Doran), 



is a Rumanian by nationality, for her 
husband, the Prince, is Rumanian min- 
ister at Washington, but biologically and 
spiritually she is a daughter of Mrs. 
Asquith, whose memoirs lately scan- 
dalized the rural women's clubs. Un- 
luckily, the short stories in her book are 
silent about Rumania ; instead, they deal 
with life in London, and partioilarly 
with those phases of it which precede 
and issue from the sacrament of holy 
matrimony. There is a great deal of 
freshness in these very brief tales, and 
much evidence of a nascent gift for nar- 
ration, but it would be absurd to rate 
them as of the first quality. The plain 
fact is that they would never have got- 
ten between covers had the author l^n 
Miss Bessie Snodgrass, of Bucyrus, 
Ohio. Worse, they have been treated 
by the newspapers, not as literature, but 
as sensational news. The two things do 
the author a disservice. She would have 
done better had she waited a year or two 
before venturing upon the book- 
counters. Soon or late, if she keeps on, 
she will probably do work worthy of 
serious examination. But this first 
volume is little more than a promise. 

The principles upon which Edward J. 
O'Brien selects the tales reprinted in 
his annual volume of "Best Short 
Stories" (SmaU-Maynard) continue to 
elude me. His selections are put forth 
in a very pontifical manner, and without 
any timorous qualifications. What Mr. 
O'Brien regards as tfie best, it ai^pears, 
is the best. But what is one to think 
of the qualifications of a critic who puts 
Charles Hanson Towne's "Shelby" 
above Sherwood Anderson's "Unlighted 
Lamps" ? I here confine myself to short 
stories printed in The Smart Set. If 
the rest of the learned anthologists 
selections are as ill-advised, then his 
anthology is certainly of very small 
value. 

The rest of the novels fail to interest 
me. 

IV 
Brief Notices 

Ancient Britain, Crailb of Civilization, 
by Capt George H. Cooper (Privatily 
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printed). Massive and overwhelming proofs 
that the Garden of Eden was on Sdisbury 
Plain. A masterpiece of archeological New 
Thought by a San Jos^, Cal., savant. 

Twelve Essays on Sex and Psycho- 
analysis, by Wilhelm Stekel, translated 
by S. A. Tannenbaum {Critic and Guide). 
An effective cotmterblast to the namby- 
pamby books on sex hygiene now so 
extensively circulated. A copy should be 
deposited in every Y. M. C. A. lamissary 
in the Republic 

The Glands Regulating Personality, by 
Louis Berman (Macmillan). A book con- 
taining a great deal of sound information, 
but marred by some rather fanciful specu- 
lations and 1:^ frequent descents to jour- 
nalese. 

Psychoanalysis op the "Refoemer," by 
Joel Rinaldo (Lee), An examination of 
the psychology of the tin-pot messiahs, 
male and female, who now make a Metho- 
dist shambles of the United States, showing 
that much of their pious energy is due to 
a repressed sexuality. A curiously original 
and plain-spoken little book. Give a o^ 
to your pastor, and another to the chief 
Dogberry of your local court. 

What Next in Eubopb? by Frank A. Van- 
derlip (Harcourt), A financier's discussion 
of the fearful mess left b^ the Versailles 
Treaty. Full of the sad Katseniammer of 
a man who once believed in the colossal 
imbecilities of the late Woodrow. 

Masterpieces of Modern Spanish Drama, 
edited by Barrett H. Clark (Stewart) . Eche- 
garay's 'The Great Galeoto," P6rcz-Gold6s' 
'The Duchess of San Quentin" and 
Guimeri's "Daniela," competently translated 
and with elaborate historical and critical 
notes. 

A Revision op the Treaty, by John Maynard 
Keynes (Harcourt). The author of "The 
Economic Consequences of the Peace" says 
"I told you so." 

The Second Person Singular, by Alice 
Meynell (Oxford), Mild and chiefly dull 
literary essays by the well-known poetess. 

Through the Toru, by Yoke Noguchi (Four 
Seas). Charming prose pieces by the 
Japanese poet and critic. The bobk, printed 
in Japan, is beautifully turned out. 



Ireland and the Making of Britain, by 
Benedict Fitzpatrick (Funk). An elaborate 
and extremely well-written treatise upon 
the part played by Irish monks and schc^s 
in the gradual civilizing of Europe, and 
particularly of England, in the Middle 
Ages. A chapter of history that has been 
strangely neglected. 

Essays and Poems of Emerson, edited by 
Stuart P. Sherman (Harcourt). All the 
chief prose of the Concord soothsayer, 
with his poems added, in a convenient form. 
Prefaced by an elaborate treatise upon him 
by the Iowa patriot-critic. Later on, if the 
auguries are well, I may attempt a dis- 
course upon the volume. 

Reigen, by Arthur Schnitzler, with etchings 
by Stefan Eggeler (Frisch). Schnitzlei's 
famous dialogues, beautifully printed in 
two colors, with ten capital illttstrations. 
The book, long suppressed, has now been 
liberated by a decision of the German 
courts. 

Little Essays of Love and Virtue, by 
Havelock Ellis (Doran). A small but 
extremely shrewd book upon the eternal 
sex question by one of the wisest English- 
men now living. It is full of sotmd in- 
formation and hard conunon sense. I rec- 
ommend it tmreservedly. 

Books in General^ by "Solomon Eagle" 
(Doran), The third and last volume of 
literary essays by J. C. Squire^ r^rinted 
from the New Statesman. Some of them 
are hollow journalism, but in others there 
is some stufiF of a much better quality. 
Altogether, it is the best of the three 
volumes. 

Chrome Yellow, by Aldous Huxley (^Doran). 
A capital piece of fooling, received too 
late for review this month. I shall prob- 
ably return to it later. 

The Evolution of Modern Medicinb, by 
William Osier, Bart (Yale). A reprint 
of a series of lectures delivered at Yale 
on the Silliman Foundation in IPH. AH 
of Osier's curiously wide learning is ifl 
them, and all of his old charm. 

Hugo Stinnes, by Hermann Brinckmeyer 
(Huebsch). The first detailed account io 
English of the origins and ideas of the 
celebrated German entrepreneur and ama- 
teur politician. 
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Are You Afraid to Laugh f 

If your sense of humor has retired for its winter nap, if 
your face is as set in its expression of dignified resignation 
as the world-weary Sphinx, turn over the page and read 
morosely on. I would speak of lighter things. 

Now I Can Speak Freely 

DONALD OGDEN STEWART, one of the most de- 
lightful of young men and the best writer of humorous 
satire of this day and generation, and author of 
"A PARODY OUTLINE OF HISTORY," has just 
begun a new serial in THE BOOKMAN. And his 
"A Parody Outline of History," now in book form, is 
selling like wild fire. To an audience such as you, 
appreciative of the comedy of life, I offer THE BOOK- 
MAN for a year and his book at a substantial saving. 
If you are already a subscriber you may continue your 
subscription from the date of its expiration or give it 
to a friend. 



Heywood Broun 



says of ^'A Parody Outline of History": 
book is quite as funny." 



*No recent 



For $4.50 you can get THE BOOKMAN for one year {regular price $4.00), and 
Mr, Stewart's book complete with Herb Roth's illustrations {regular price $1.50). 



Circulation Manager, THE BOOKMAN, 
244 Madison Avenue, New York. 
Dear Sir: Enclosed is $4.50, for which I wish you to 
enter my { renewaf '*^ J ^^^ °"* ^^^^ beginning with 



f issue ) 

^date of expiration J • 
History." 



Send "A Parody Outline of 



To. 



Send the Magazine 
To 



S.S.-4-22 
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Classics of Fiction, Dramay History, Biography^ Philosophy, Science, Poetry and 
Humor Now Produced in Pocket Size — Improve Your Mind by Reading in 
Odd Moments — Easy to Carry. Order by MaU— Size of Books ZhhiS inches 
— Not on Sale in Book Stores — Send Your Order Direct to Publisher — Books 
Printed Uniformly; Bound Neatly in Card Cover Paper. Take Your Pick of 
23d Great Titles at lOc — Quick Service Guaranteed. 



ONLY 

10c 

EACH 



The amazing thing about our new process in 
printing is the fact that it makes possible the 
production of 239 masterpieces of literature — not 
extracts, but complete — at the surprisingly low 
price of 10c each. 

By using compact, yet readable type, and good 
thin paper it has been possible to print the com- 
plete and original text in every case in a thin 
volume which easily slips into the pocket. Many 
readers have become so enthused that they make 
a practice of slipping four or five of these books 
into a pocket before starting the diy's work. They 
do not bulge the pocket and are not noticeable, 
yet are always available. 

This new process in publishing now makes it 
possible for men and women who are lovers of 



the best literature to become well read in time 
formerly wasted. Many people carry some of 
these books with them constantly. 

Over 7,000,000 of these unique books have been 
sold during the past two years, indicating the 
popularity of the* idea. The library was started 
with the thought of putting the best literature 
within reach of the masses. While the books are 
printed ..on good book paper and very neatly and 
securely bound in heavy card-cover paper, they 
are not intended to decorate shelves but to enrich 
minds. These books are read. 

The original price of these books is 25c each, but 
to introduce them rapidly they have been offered 
at 10c each. This is a special introductory offer 
and intended to show the publisher's confidence 
in the idea. Order by Mail. 
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Take Your Pick at Only 10c a Book "USS'.S' 



DRAMA 

46 Salome. Otosr Wilde. 

80 PlUsri of Society. Ibsen. 
181 Redemption. Tolstoi. 

09 Tsrtuffe. MoUere. 
54 Importance of Being Earnest. 
Oscar Wilde. 

81 Pelleas and Meliiande. Maet> 

erlinck. 
8 Lady Windermere's Tan. Oscar 
Wilde. 
886 Prof. Bernhardi. Schnitsler. 

FICTION 

6 De Xaupasiant's Stories. 
16 Balzac's Stories. 
178 One of Cleopatra's Kiffhts. 

Oautler. 
68 Boccaccio's Stories. 

46 Tolstoi's Stories. 
18 Foe's Tales. 

146 Great Ohost Stortes. 
81 Carmen. Merimee. 
88 Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. 
87 Last Days of a Condemned 

Man. Buffo. 
161 Man Who Would Be King. 
Kipllnff. 

47 He Renounced the Faith. Jack 

London. 
41 Christmas Carol. 
67 Rip Van Winkle. 

100 Red Laugh. Andreyev. 

148 Strength of the Strong. Lon- 
don. 

106 Seven That Were Hanged. 
Andreyev. 

108 Sherlock Holmes Tales. 

161 Country of the Blind. H. O. 
Wells. 

86 Attack on the Mill. Zola. 
166 Andersen's Fairy Tales. 
168 Alice in Wonderland. 

87 Dream of John BaU. 



40 House and the Brain. 

78 Color of Life. £. Haldeman- 

Julius. 
198 Majesty of Justice. Anatole 

France. 
816 The Miraculous Revenge. Ber- 
nard Shaw. 
84 The Kiss and Other Stories. 
Chekhov. 
819 The Human Tragedy. Anatole 

France. 
196 The Marquise. Sand.* 
830 The Fleece of Gold. Theophile 
Oautler. 

838 Three Strangers. Hardy. 

839 Twenty-eix Men and a Oirl. 

Maxim Gorki. 
89 Dreams. Schreiner. 

HISTORY AND 
BIOGRAPHY 

186 History of Rome. 
188 Caesar: Who He Was. 
186 History of Printing. 
176 Science of History. Froude. 
68 Voltaire. Victor Hugo. 
186 War Speeches of Woodrow 

WUson. 
148 Bismarck and the German 

Empire. 
61 Bruno: His Life and Martyr- 
dom. 
147 Cromwell and His Day. 
886 State and Heart Affairs of 

Henry VIII. 
60 Paine's Common Sense. 
88 Vindication of Paine. IngersoU. 
83 Smasher of Shams. 
163 Sex Life in Greece and Rome. 
814 Speeches of Lincoln. 
144 Was Poe Immoral? Whitman. 
104 Battle of Waterloo. Victor 

Hujfo. 
169 Lincoln and the Working Class. 



888 Essay on Swinburne. Qniller' 

Couch. 

889 Diderot. EUis. 

887 KeaU. The Man. HU Work 

and His Friends. 
801 Satan and the Saints. H. K. 

Tichenor. 

HUMOR 

18 Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fel- 
low. Jerome. 
80 Let's Laugh. Kasby. 
166 EnglUh as She Is Spokt. 

Mark Twain. 
806 Artemus Ward, His Book. 

187 Whistler's Humor. 

816 Wit of Helnrich Heine. Geo. 

« EUot. 
831 8 Humorous Sketches. Mark 
Twain. 

LITERATURE 

36 Soul of Man T7nder Soeialism. 
0. Wilde. 

88 Toleration. Voltaire. 

89 Love Letters of Men tad 

Women of Genius. 
87 Love. Montaigne. 
48 Bacon's Essays. 

60 Emerson's Essays. 

84 Love Letters of a Kna. 

86 On Going to Church. Shaw. 

61 Tolstoi's Essays. 
176 Four Essays. Ellis. 
160 Shakespeare. IngersoU. 

186 How I Wrote *%e Savw." 

Poe. 
76 Choice of Booka. Carlyle. 
76 Prince of Peace. Bryan 
86 On Reading. Brandos. 
96 Confessions of An Opium SstsT. 

188 How Voltaire Fooled Ffleit 

and King. 
(ContinuMi on next pmgt^ 
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8 18 Eggays. Voltaire. 
81S Lincoln. Ingerioll. 

185 Bealiim in Art and Literature. 

Darrow. 
177 Subjection of Women. John 

Stuart MiU. 
17 On Walking. Thoreau. 
70 Lamb's Eiiays. 
135 Socialiim for Millionaire!. 

O. B. Shaw. 

186 Essays. O. K. Chesterton. 

7 A Liberal Education. Thomas 

Huxley. 
888 Thoughts on Literature and 

Art. Ooethe. 
8S5 Condescension in Foreigners. 

J. B. Lowell. 
881 Women, and Other Essays. 

Maeterlinck. 
818 Essays. Jean Jaures. 
10 Shelley. F. Thompson. 



MAXIMS AND 
EPIGRAMS 

66 Wisdom of Ingersoll. 
106 Aphorisms. Oeo. Sand. 
168 Epigrams. 0. Wilde. 

69 Epigrams of Wit. 

86 Maxims. Boohefoucauld. 
164 Epigrams of Ibsen. 
197 witticisms. De Sevigne. 
180 Epigrams. O. B. Shaw. 
166 Maxims. Napoleon. 
118 Proverbs of England. 
114 Proverbs of France. 
116 Proverbs of Japan. 

116 Proverbs of China. 

117 Proverbs of Italy. 

118 Proverbs of Bussia. 
110 Proverbs of Ireland. 

180 Proverbs of Spain. 

181 Proverbs of Arabia. 
181 Epigrams. Thoreau. 
888 Aphorisms. Huxley. 



PHILOSOPHY AND 
RELIGION 

68 Schopenhauer's Essays. 
94 Trial and Death of Socrates. 
66 Meditations of Marcus Aurelius. 
44 Aesop's Fables. 
166 riscovery of the Future. H. O. 
Wells. 



96 Dialogues of Plato. 
103 Pocket Theology. Voltaire. 
138 Foundations of Beligion. 
188 Studies in Pessimism. Sohopen- 

hauer. 
811 Idea of Ood in Nature. John 

Stuart MUl. 
818 Life and Character. Ooethe. 
800 Ignorant Philosopher. Voltaire. 
101 Thoughts of Pascal. 
807 Olympian Oods. H. M. Tichenor. 
810 The Stoic Philosophy. Prof. 

Gilbert Murray. 
820 Essays on New Testament. 

Blatchford. 
824 Ood: Known and Unknown. 

Butler. 
19 Nietzsche: Who He Was and 

What He Stood For. 
204 Sun Worship and Later Be- 
liefs. Tichenor. 
184 Primitive Beliefs. H. M. 

Tichenor. 



POETRY 

1 Bubaiyat of Omar Khayyam. 

78 Whitman's Poems. 

2 Wilde's Beading Jail. 
82 Poe's Poems. 

164 Michael Angelo's Sonnets. 
71 Poems of Evolution. 
146 Snow-Bound, Pied Piper. 
9 Great English Poems. 

79 Enoch Arden. Tennyson. 
68 Shakespeare's Sonnets. 

178 Vision of Sir Launfal. 

222 The Vampire and Other Poems. 

Kipling. 
287 Prose Poems. Baudelaire. 



SCIENCE 

190 Psycho- Analysis — The Kev to 

Human Behavior. Fielding. 
49 Three Lectures on Evolution. 

Haeckel. 
42 From Monkey to Man. 
238 Beflections on Modern Science. 

Huxley. 
202 Survival of the Fittest. H. M. 
Tichenor. 

191 Evolution vs. Beligion. Balm- 

forth. 
183 Electricity ExpUined. 
92 Hypnotism Made Plain. 
63 Insects and Men: Instinct and 

Beason. Darrow. 
189 Eugenics. Ellis. 
1Q7 How to Strengthen Mind and 
Memory. 
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108 How to Develop 

Mind. 

109 How to Develop a Strong WlU. 

110 How to Develop a Magnetic 

Personality. 

111 How to Attract Friends. 

112 How to Be a Leader of Others. 

SERIES OF DEBATES 

11 Debate on Beligioii. John H. 

Holmes and George Bowne. 
39 Did Jesus Ever Livef 
130 Controversy on Christianity. 

Ingersoll and Gladstone. 
43 Marriage and Divorce. Horace 

Greeley and Bobert Owen. 

208 Debate on Birth Control. Mrs. 

Sanger and Winter Bussell. 
129 Bome or Beason. Ingersoll 

and Manning. 
122 Spiritualism. Conan Doyle and 

McCabe. 

171 Has Life Meaninaf 

206 Capitalism vs. Socialism. Selig- 
man and Nearing. 

13 Is Free Will a Fact or a 

Fallacy? 
234 McNeal-Sinclair Debate on So- 
cialism. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

192 Book of Synonyms. 
26 Bhyming Dictionary. 
78 How to Be an Orator. 
82 Common Faults in Writing 

English. 
127 What Expectant Mothers 

Should Know. 
81 Care of the Baby. 

136 Child Training. 

137 Home Nursing. 

14 What Every Girl Should Know. 

Mrs. Sanger. 

34 Case for Birth Control. 

91 Manhood: Facts of Life Pre- 
sented to Men. 

88 Marriage: Past, Present and 
Future. Besant. 

74 On Threshold of Sex. 

98 How to Love. 
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